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PREFACE TO VOLUME II. 


A second year of work has enabled me to add twenty-one 
fresh legends to those already published, and brings to we the 
task of writing a second preface. 

A work of this kind grows upon its author. When T com- 
menced printing ] expected to havo matter enough to fill some 
1,200 of such pages as these volumes contain, but now that ths 
much bas been accomplished 1 find that not only ix the work 
very far from complete, but that the lists so far do not by any 
moans include even all the celebrated legends. Matter sufficient 
to fill Volume III. is already fur advanced in preparation, leaving 
still bulky undigested MSS. to be gone through. Kven as 
I write information comes in of moro stories locally of much 
cclebrity, though hitherto unknown to literature ; and it is 
becommg apparent that the comprehensive collection of the 
Punjab popular legends is a question of opportunity and 
patience. 

Personally 1 am much encouraged to proceed onwards, and 
to do what in me lies towards placing the traditions of the 
Panjib populations before European students by the very 
favourable reception thut was accorded to my first attempts to 
xrapple with this heavy tusk. When the former prefuce was 
written my other essay to bring Panjabi folktales to public 
notice was yct in the press, but it has been now published 
somo months, and I have been gratified to find that the viows 
I put forward in Wide-awake Stories met with a ready accept- 
ance in many places These views the present volumes are in- 
tended to emphasize. Briefly they arc as fgllows :—The collec- 
tion of folktales should be as comprehensive as possiblo, detailed, 
accurate and systematic: the tales thus collected should be 
qeparated ipto two parts—themes and incidents; these parts 
should be held to be capable of a separate annlysis andetreat- 
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ment, and to havea sepdrate history, though a temporarily joint 
existence : the method of treating them should be the historical, 
in order to arrive at the facts of which they are the phenomena: 
and the manner of investigation shonld be the collection of these 
phenomona under fixed heads as they appear at certain asc: 
tained and unquestionably connected eras. 

Mr, Gomme in the Folklore Journal has strongly advocated 
tho view that Folklore should bo held to be a ‘science,’ and the 
reviewers of his statement seem to be of opinion that though the 
Folklore Society may accept this the general public is not at 
all likely todo so. Whother Folklore, like Religion, Language, 
Mythology, und so on, is 4 ‘science’ depends entirely on the 
munnor of study, and that it should be studied usa ‘science’ 
cannot, it svems to ie, be too strongly insisted on by alt 
earnest studouts. The scrions study of Folklore is a new 
matter, und at the commencement of all such there are always 
to be found a certain number of diletfanti, who will take up a 
subject as long as it is light, as well us interesting, aud capable 
of rewarding them with an easily acquired reputation for 
learning, to drop it the moment others better cyuipped for 
the work make it deep cnough to be troublesome. As long 
as the result of the labours of the careful haye not reached very 
far the dilettante can easily keep pace with the best of them, 
and is sure to make much more show; but the force of the old 
fable of the hare and tho tortoise gradually becomes apparent 
to him, and in time he sinks further and further out of view, 
as he realizes that the race is not to the swift. Sooner or 
later thenit surely comes about that the student properly 
so called—the man of science—is left to himself. The early 
‘collecting’ period is the heyday of the light-hearted and 
the enthusiustic before what is most obvions has been all 
recorded, and it becomes a laborious tusk to add fresh mattor 
to the pile, and befgre, too, it behoves the collector to be careful 
as to what he puts into his store, lest critics point out that he 
is accumulating rubbish. Philology hud to face a long period 
of this kind before it could emerge asa true gcience,—the 
silos of empiricism sticks to it still,—aud it secms that ‘'olk- 
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lore is yet in the very midst of onc. It should be the duty of 
those who would see it take its place among the recoguized 
rcientific pursuits to raise it to that rank, as philologists have 
raixed the study of tongues. 

Except as a science I venture to assert that Folklore is 
not worth serious study at all. Its nature is such, in tho 
phase of folktales and legends at any rate, as to make its facts 
largely capable of literary treatment. Such being the case, 
thero ix no reason why it shonld not be made as attractive in a 
literary sense as possible, provided it loses nothing thereby in 
scientific precision, Studies are none the better for being 
shorn of what capabilities for pleasure they may chance to 
possess, but there this udvantage ends. To subordinate xcienco 
to the tickling of the mental palate ix to waste time. In 
Folklore, for instance, can, it be fairly said that, however well 
told by the racoutenr, a genuine tale of the people is likely to be 
a better literary production than a story invented by a genius 
hhke Hans Andersen? If the object of a hunt in tho hy-ways of 
rustic hfe is to serve up damty dishos for the ‘ gencral reader,” 
is it worth while ? Wonld not the time and talents of the hanter 
bo better spent in the writmg of novels, which woald have the 
advantage of bringing more grist to the mill? 

It mnst not be thought that the adequate representation of & 
scries of tales is a matter to be lightly undertaken, or one that 
ean be handled with but a slender equipment for the purpose, 
What ought the proper apprehension of an Indian folktale, for 
instance, to involve in the ease of the original collector and 
annotator? A knowledge of the particular vernacular of the 
narrator in its vulgar forms, and this he will find will sooner or 
later lead him to tread the difficalt ways of Indian philology. 
A wide knowledge of Indian History of all kinds—political, 
social, and literary,— 12.2 that, too, in its most obscure and untrod- 
den paths; for it is quite impossible to say beforehand where a 
particular tale will land him in its historical references, and the 
unraveling of the tangted threads of folk-history in asingle tale 
often necessitates an acquaintance with widely separated por- 
tions*of the records of the past. A knowledge, too, not eusily 
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acquired, of the religions and social structute, the habits and 
manners and hereditary customs of the people, their ethnology, 
antiquities, and philosophy. Geography also of all times and 
eras will force itself on his attention. Surely a subject which 
involves all this is well worthy of even those, whose mental 
endowments are of a high order. 

The wide term anthropology covers all the subjects from tho 
examination of which we are led to grasp the details of that 
complicated structure, the modern human being in his mental 
and physical aspects. Folklore is, or at least should be, one of 
these subjects. Just as physiologists are enabled by a minute 
and exact examination of skulls or teeth or hair and so on to 
differentiate or connect the various races of mankind, so should 
Folklorists, as in timo I have no doubt they will, bo able to 
provide reliable data towards a true explauation of the reasons 
why particular peoples are mentally what they are fouggieto be. 
Folklore” ther as a scientific study has a specific, and 
occupics a specific place. Such aro tho principles, so far as the 
limited scope of hooks containing original collections has per- 
mitted me, that 1 have endeavoured to sustain in these volumes. 
How far I have succeeded in practice in attaining my ideal it is 
not for me to say, 

When a writer is engaged on works of original rescarch he 
is necessarily teaching himself while he is teaching others, and 
so it is no matter of wonder to find that as these volumes 
proceed, the tales they contain arc found, as it were, to develope. 
The first volume began with the adventures of ‘ Rijii Rasili,’ 
giving a disconnected series of stories fastened on to the name 
of this popular hero. Since then the storios of ‘ Princess Adhik 
Anfp Dai,’ of ‘Sili Dai’ and of ‘Pfran Bhagat,’ have 
appeared, showing that these are really storics, or series of 
stories, belonging to a cycle, and indiscriminately applied to the 
Northern Silivihapa and any of his immediate legondury 
descendants. Those tales, or at any rate somo of them, are else- 
where,shown to be equally applied to the Southern Silivabana ; 
but @MBther the Northern and Southern Silivahangs of modern 
legengl were one and the same personage, or lived at the*same 
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period, I do not think we are yet properly in a position to say. 
In the Calcutta Review for 1884 in an article on Raja Rasild 
I have endeavoured to show that ho really did live and who 
he was, showing at the same time that the history of the tales 
fastened on to him as a popular hero has no connection with 
that of himself asa man. These tales, as we accumulate them 
froia different sources, are beginning to show so strong ao 
family likeness to the Sindibid cycle as to prosume o 
common source. It should be remembered that tho Sindi- 
bid serios is domonstrably of Indian origin, and that we havo 
yet to show what has become in modern folklore of its originals 
on Indian soil, If Rasild bo, as I think, tho representatiys 
of the Hindd, or perhaps Buddhist, opponents of the first Arab 
invadors of India in tho 8th and 9th Centurics of our era, 
then he is also the hero ofa vast quantity of Arabic-Persian 
folk-tales which would be well worth investigation. It is to 
be hoped that some one will be found to tke up this ‘phase 
of the subject. 











The tendoncy of bards is to make their storics ran in cycles, 
Thy love to connect all their heroes in some way or other, and 
T think u little reading between the lines of the Indian clas- 
sical legends shows that this was always tho case. Stories aro 
indiscriminately told of several heroes, and if one calls to mind 
the names of the most celebrated they are sure to be found to 
belong to a group all geucalogically connected with each other. 
If I mistake not, the Greck and Roman classics exhibit the 
yame phenomena, All this goes to show the truth of what 
1 have previously insisted on, that it must not be presumed that 
hero and story, or story and incident, have any real historical 
connection, until it is demonstrated that sach is tho case. In 
this volume we fiud that the modern legend of ‘Gopi Chand,’ 
suid to have boen the nephew of Bhartrihari, is on practically tho 
suino lines as a classical one of Bhurtrihari hamsclf, who there 
becomes the elder brother of Vikramiditya, Gopi Chand 
again has a nephew Kaji Chandarbbin, about whow a legend 
is4old of a nature fanuliar to folklore students, and this Chan- 
durbhin is described as giving his daughter in marnage te the 
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grandson of Vikramaditya. This launches us at once intoa 
cycle, for Salivihana is closely connected with Vikramiditya 
in his wars, with whom aro connected by family Rasilf, Piran 
Bhagat, Sirkap, Modi and a host of others. In the tales of 
VikramAditya, Gopi Chand and Chandarbhin, and in those of 
Siliyabana, Rasili, Piran Bhagat, Sirkap and Hodi we havo, 
as it were, the stories of tho chief heroes of both sides of 
what must have been at one time a life and death struggle 
between races in India. J say ‘as it were’ advisedly, becauso 
it may be taken as established that historically Bhartribari 
and Vikramiditya connot havo belonged to the samo era, 
nor could Hodi and Rasilu, while we may take it as 
fairly certain that Rasild is only figuratively the ‘son’ of 
Silivahana, even if he be of tho same race. Tho business of 
the bard being to make tules intoregting, and it being obviously 
to his interest to connect at least the noble part of his 
audience by descent with somo one or other of the national heroes, 
the temptation to pious frauds in this direction is clearly great. 
As the bard is not a model of virtue in any other respect there 
is no reason to suppose that he resists this temptation, and 
honco many « purely inythical xencalogy mag well have ariscn 
from no other cause than a desire to rouse interest in the actors 
in a tule by connecting them with a great national movement 
or recognized national heroes. The apparently modorn tale of 
“Dhol and Marwan’ is attached to the very celebrated story of 
‘Nala and Da:mayanti? by muking Dhol to be the son of Nala, pro- 
bably for this reasun only. 1n the stories of the quite modorn 
Panjab this tendency is strongly marked. It is not likely that 
the dato of Hir and Rinjha us historical personages gocs back 
much beyond 300 years, and the“story is really # tribal one of 
the abduction of a Rijpfit gil by a man of another race and of the 
subsequent vengeance of lier tribe. But there happens to bea 
tomb of some loca} sauctity at Jhang built to this pair of lovers, 
~ in this volume are versions of their story evidently framed 
o connect Rinjhiias a wonder-working Saint with Gurd 
GAaith and to glorify his memory in ordersto add to the 
revemues of the tomb. His development into a Saint of the 
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Sakhi Sarwar type is evidently a mere matter of time and oppor- 
tunity. In the Janam Sakhi, or orthodox Life of BabA Nanak, 
the founder of the Sikh Religion, are long purely mythical 
chapters, containing his adventures in lands he could never have 
seer and his dealings with such personagos as Shekh Farid and 
Bahau’l-haqq, who, as it can be shown to demonstration, were 
not his contemporaries at all and did not evon live in the same 
century as he did. Several tales are given herein of Sakhi 
Sarwar, and in them the same tendency to make him the hero 
of well known stories really attributable to other persons, 
often as not Hindds, is strongly visible, and in the succeeding 
volume will be given a series of stories of the Saints of Jilan- 
dhar, an entirely local and essentially modern body, which will 
be found to run in tho old grooves and not infrequently to be 
appropriations of portions of older and better known tales. 
These hagiological Iegends, too, are made cyclic, i.e., every 
saint is connected either by descent or adoption with a 
recognized line. The development then of the Panjab Logends 
as research proceeds takes two directions: externally into 
cycles and internally into groups of details. 

In this volume, us in the first one und for the same reason, 
there has been no attempt at systematic order in recording the 
tales. Among the hervic legends aro XIX ‘ Rijd Chandarbhin 
and Ravi Chand Karan,’ XXIX ‘Raja Jagdeo,’ XXX ‘Raja 
Nal,’ and XXXI ‘Raji Dhol” To this class also belong XVIUL 
* Raji Gopi Chand’ and XXXIV‘ Pfran Bhagat,’ but thero is 
much of the sanctified nature of pure hagivlogy in theso last, 
as also in the modern series of XXVLII ‘’Abdu’llab Shah of 
Sumin,” XXXVI ‘Ismf’il Khan's Grandmother,’ XXXVII 
«The Bracelot-maker of Jhang’ and XXXVLII ‘Hir and Ranjha,” 
all belonging in various ways to the Siyal tribal talo of Hir and 
Ranjha. Of pure tales of Saints are XX abont ‘ Namdev,’ XXI 
and XXII abont ‘Sakhi Sarwar,’ XXVI abput ‘’Abdu’l-Qidir 
Jflini’ and XXVII about an obscure Saint ‘Rode Shih.’ The 
othors are modern ballads, viz., XXIII ‘Chihar Singh,’ a Sikh 
tale, XXIV and XXV tales of Hamilayan Rajptts,” XXXII of 
a Rajpat of Central India, XXXIL @ quite modern mythical 
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ballad concerning the murder of an English Officer, and XXXV 
a national ballad of the Baloches. 

T have already explained my method of comparing the inci- 
dents in folktales and legends in the Preface to Volume I. and 
in my Survey of the Incidents in Modern Indian Folkéoles 
attached to Wide-awake Stories, and it is of no use to go over tho 
same ground here. Suffice it to say that an increasing know- 
lodge of the folktales of India and the oxamination of greater and 
greater numbers of them does vot enable me to add much to the 
hends and sub-heads gathered together iu the ‘ Survey,’ though 
they bring an ever-increasing number of data upon which to 
work. In this volume the fresh evidence gathercd is as 
follows :— 

Our old friend the ogro turns up once more as a demon 
merely, but with the trae ogre’s attributes of devouring human 
beings and being slain by the hero, in the story of ‘Raji Jagdeo,’ 

of which is indeed but a variant of the usual ogre story 
by which he cats an inhabitant of a city daily together with 
somothing elso,—in this ease 2 loaves of broad. Riija Jngdeo’s 
demon, however, knows that he is destined to be killed by a 
person resembling the bero and this much is yew. ‘This same 
story of Jagdeo represents another favorite featuro of Indian 
folktales, the substituted hero, who is here supplauted by a 
mere accident and not through walico as is usual. He and his 
younger brother by anothce mother are born within a few 
days of each other, bnt the messenger carrying the news of his 
Lirth is outstripped by the other, aud so the younger brother 
is entered in the royal books as the elder and the king refuses 
to altor the register. ‘The hero and his companions’? is always 
a point worth noting, and we find that after Jagdeo is sup- 
planted and is induced to acquicsce in the matter quietly 
ho Btarts to seck his fortune first with a horse aud a servant 
and afterwards when his first venture 13 a success with a wife, 
her maid and a following. ‘The witch puro and simple is only 
found once in the tale of Pdran Bhagat, whero she turns an 
entiggfmpany of jogis into bullocks by throwing (enchgnted) 
museard secds ovcr them. In a priest-ridden country like 
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India the doings of Saints and holy personages must always 
occupy @ considerable place in legends, and in this volume, 
as heretofore, we find them granting sons and position 
in fife, punishing neglect by the infliction of leprosy and 
curing it again, restoring the dead to life, curing snake-bite 
through the efficacy of their sacred fires, setting fire miracu- 
lously to the city of those that injure them, and bursting the 
ropes and fettors that bind them. In one case two sons 
aro grauted by the old expedient of making the two qucons 
of a king eat an (enchanted) apple. Gencrosity—in tho 
form of almsgiving to religiomsts—is highly extolled in all 
oriental works, and accordingly we here find a somi-religious 
hero giving his own head in alms when asked. A new point 
about religious mendicants occurs in the refusal of jewels or 
presents of value as alms.» Stock miracles usually, but not by 
any moans necessarily always, attributed to ccrtain saints as 
their xpecialty frequently occur. Of these may be mentioned 
of Gorakh Nith, setting fire to his opponents and burning 
them to ashes; curing a blinded and crippled hero by procur- 
ing eyes for lun from Indra through prayer, and makmg him 
whole by sprinkling holy-water over bim ; restoring men meta- 
morphosed into bullocks by tossing his holy ashes over them 
and patting them ; changing wowen into she-asses by the same 
process, and restoring them by making them pass his standard ; 
drying up all tho wells im a district; making the earth sink in 
by stmking it with his staff; muking carrings by shaking 
thom out of his wallet:* of Nimdev, raising a dead cow to life, 
invulnerability to the attacks of elephants: of Padran Bhagat, 
restoring lifo to a dried-np garden by sprinkling wator over it, 
restoring his mother’s sight by making a companion throw a 
korchief over her, grauting his step-mother a son by making 
her eat miraculous grapcs and rice: of Sakhi Sarwar, turning 





* It in to be noted that the cures here are on the usual lines, and that 

the notion of the inoxbaustible bag also occurs. Of Pdran Bhagat it 

ig ulso rolatod here that he procured miraculous son-giving grapos and 

Tee(oat of wallet of a companion at command: s kind of miracle 
prowy 
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the gold ofan unfaithful follower into brass, and making him 
vomit whole the food he had digested, making his own fields 
flourish without cultivation, creating a large following when 
wantod, filling an empty pitcher with rice and milk, making 
whole torn-up garments, bringing a horse that had been .cut 
up and eaten to life, making fruit to ripen out of season: of 
’Abdu’l-Qidir Jilint, bringing up a boat and its drowned 
inhabitants from the depths of a river: of Rode Shih, making 
the dib grass green and sweet for over in reward for furnish- 
ing him with a bod of itself, non-liability to bo burnt by fire 
because he escapes in the smoke, destroying a girl’s beauty 
because sho deceives him : of Khwiji Khizar, re-creating the 
body of a saint after it had been cut up and eaten by fish: of 
*Abda'llah Shah of Samin, bringing a fuir wind by making 
some birds fly away that wore on the shore: of Ranjhi, trans- 
porting a saint by holding his hund and shutting his oyes. In 
the same way a miracle is attributed to Jai Singh Sawii, the 
great astronomer Raja of Jaipir, arising very curiously out 
of the memory of his scientific proclivities, by which he is 
made to keep a private moon of his own; but the hero is 
equal to him, for, sending for Jai Singh’s ‘ meon-mukers,’ he 
sets up an opposition moon! ‘The sanctity of the shrines and 
tombs of saints is also insisted on repeatedly: to restore such 
is to procure great wealth and position, and prayer at such is 
blessed with a long-wished-for son. Decoased saints and 
ordinary ghosts are mixed up, and both are said to be only able 
to be abroad at midnight. One point among the actors in 
tales I have previously overlooked, though it occurs once or 
twive in the first of theso volumes, viz., the avenging hero. Its 
occurrence again more than once in this volumo inclines me to 
give it separate beading in analysis. The typical form of 
story is that the hero is fated to-slay his parents, who tako 
precautions, usuallyeby shutting him up in a pit till the danger 
is past, to prevont his fulfiling his destiny. An interesting point 
abogy@Miries turns up in the tale Pdran Bhagat. The heroine, 
originally a fairy, is attached to the earth for erer, hecause 
while@porting in a garden hor wings have touched the (un- 
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lucky) aubergine or egg-plant’and have become ‘ heavy,’ so that 
she cannot fly: an idea prettily varied in a well-known tale 
in the Alif Laila, And lastly, the step-mother once again falla 
in love with her husband’s son, and when repulsed grossly ill- 
treats him, by having recourse to the old-world devices of 
Potiphar’s wife. 

Turning to the progress of the tales we find that the sup- 
planted hero starts tho tale by going to seek his fortunes 
atrundom. Tricks of the usual kind also appcar. The hero 
wishes to stop a horsoman whom he suspects to be a saint in 
disguise, but the horseman drops his whip, and while the 
hero stoops to pick it up he is off. Tho heroino pretends 
that a snake has bitten her finger so that tho hero her lover 
muy be summoned to cure it. In the old tale of Nala and 
Damayanti the gods assume the form of the hero in order to 
puzzle and test tho heroine, and in tho talo of Dhol and 
Miarwan the heroino’s maidsull assume her shapvtotry and deceive 
the hero; this performanco being part of thoso tests before 
marriago which so frequently tako the form of impossible tasks 
and impracticable riddles. In this same tale tho heroine 
sonds mossages to the hero, but her rival, his wife, plays a 
serivs of tricks upon them to prevent the messages from 
reaching their destination, A Brihman is sent and he is got 
rid of by the favorito trick of seating him on an insecure 
couch placed over the mouth of a concealed well, and then 
comes u minstrel, who is frightened away hy the heroine’s rival 
assuming # soldicr’s dress. The minstrel, however, eventually 
turns the tables on her by making the hero’s guards very drank and 
80 passing thom, and then by cheating the heroine's rival herself, 
She always slept with ber husband’s clothes tied to her own 
and his signet ring in her mouth: the mjnstrol cuts the knots 
and inserts his fiddle-string key into her mouth in place of 
the signet ring. In the pretty tale of Chandarbhén and 
Chand Karan, the swan, who acts as go-between, cempromisos 
the heroine with the hero by taking him to her while she is 
asleep and making him exchange rings with her. Her father 
then catches him by sending her » bottle of Holi powderya red 
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concoction which the players at this Indian carnival throw 
over each other, and she, although it is the wrong season, 
immediately throws this over him: he is therefore at once 
recognised by his red-stained clothes. This leads us to the 
means of identifying the hero, so common a feature in folktales. 
In ‘Raja Dhol’ he is identified by the lotus-mark on his leg, 
in ‘Piran Bhagat’ by his voice, and in the tale of Nala and 
Damayanti the heroine is identified by the manner in which 
she cooks. Identification by marks leads by a natural tran- 
sition to the signs of tho coming hero, which are seldom 
wanting. Here we have the hackneyed one of being able 
to shoot down a brass cup from the top of seven bamboos 
placed one above the other, varied as shooting down three 
cups and killing a sorpent. Those may also be classed as 
among the impossible task tests, as they are in these 
instances preliminaries to marriage with the heroine. The 
Biblical story of Jonah in the Whale’s Belly* has mado us 
familiar with a tale much variod in Indian Folklore, and in 
Wide-awake Storics I have shown that the extraordinary voracity 
notion is a mere variant of this idea. In this volume a couple of 
gods, as children, eat up ata sitting a meal magnt for 250,000 
people! A variant or rather corollary of theideaof extraordinary 
voracity is that of extraordinary strength. Here we have a 
hero pushing open the gate of a city and destroying the 15 guns 
and 55 soldiers behind it at one shove, and the heroine 
dividing tigress into halves at one blow to help the hero. 
As a meens of helping on the progress of a tale may be 
added as new the notion of miraculous misfortunes seen in the 
tale of Nala and Damayanti in the swimming away of acooked 
fish and the fying away of a roasted partridge. This unfor- 
tunate couplo sre alsqentrusted with a necklace on a peg, and 
suddenly the peg swallows up the necklace and then disappears 
into the wall! Theig account of this occurrence is not believed 
by the owner, and really he can hardly in reason be blamed 
for ais Ment of credence! All hose three incidents ocour 


“© As «conscious variant of this, 505, Rénjha towwalk 
cand sgecions vaio of thie wt pnae isfaade 
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elsewhere in Indian folktales, but have not been classified as 
now. 

We again see the ordinary deus ez machind of Indian folk- 
tales ; the talking animal that steps in to help the actors in the 
timo of need. A cricket gives Baja Salwin a hair which is to 
help him in trouble out of gratitude, just as in the former 
volume one was given to Rijaé Rasili, his son; a friendly crow 
carries messages between hero and heroine and warns the hero 
not to visit his wicked step-mother; and a swan helps 
Princoss Chand Karan to most her lover,apparently becauso he 
himesolf has fallen in love with hor, which is a new feature. 
To imaginations that can swallow a talking animal, a talking 
thing ‘comes easily enough. In the former volume we had 
mangoes and plums and plantains and piyalx and the bed’s 
legs equal to tho occasion af the hero’s need, and here we have 
again plum-trecs and a luko telling a disconsolate wife whither 
her faithless husband has gono, and a lamp, « pitcher, a neck- 
Inge and a conch succossively advising the hero not to marry the 
heroiue. ‘The idea is further developed in ono case whero a 
sandal tree merely relates its adventures to tho heroine as an 
incident. Leroes aud heroines, however, not only have to be 
holped out of their troublos, but if a story is to be a story they 
must be brought together. Ono common way is by the pro- 
phetic dreain : hero dreains of heroino and heroine of hero and 
the thing is done. Lore wo find it used in two such very different 
tales as thoso of Jalili Lohirt and Raji Dhol. Another favorite 
device is for the hero to assume the disguise of a fagir and to 
beg at the heroino’s house : this is made successful in a varicty 
of ways, mostly tricks. A loud or miracalous cry will often 
rouse up the absent when wanted, an idea varied into pliying 
on @ miraculous fluu or conch. Mess@pgers are not infre- 
quently sent directly froi the horoine to the hero: these may be 
ordinary mortals, or fairies, or, as in tho case of Princess Chand, 
Karan, a swan, and as in the case of Princess Mirwan, her father’s 
cranes. In this connection tho miraculous vehicle is necessarily 
in frequent fequisition. In tho former volume we saw the most 
extraordinary and unexpected articles in use. Here we find 


° 
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on various occasions fagirs taken across rivers ona grass mat and 
a mat of loose reeds and again on a gourd and staff! Raja Dhol 
is taken to his mistress on the more ordinary conveyanco 
of a talking camel. Thoso carry us to the subject of enchant- 
ments, of which we have a curious instance in Piran Bhagat’s 
garden, where no birds can fly. Another most effoctual way 
of clinching a tale is the device of telling a story to explain 
the situation, introduced here with much effect in the story of 
Gopi Chand. The notion of temporary death, being widely 
spread throughout Indian folklore, has so dramatic an effect in « 
story that is not likely to be absent from any collection ; accord- 
ingly Gopi Chand’s sister dies and is duly brought to life by a 
saint by tho familiar device of being sprinkled with the blood of 
his little finger.* Closely connected with this notion is that of 
miraculous cures in general, and we gow have holy carth to cure 
leprosy, and a dip in water to cure blindness; aud a noteworthy 
cure by prowy in the legend of Raji Dhol. His camcl breaks 
its leg and the way it is cured is by firing & donkey’s leg and 
applying the fired limb to the camel’s wound. The same 
idea is found in ‘ Piran Bhagat,’ whore the hero cures his mother 
of blindness by making a companion cast his kprchief over her 
A great aid towards investing the actors of folktales with 
a deeper interest than they would othorwise possess is the 
capacity for invisibility. This is often natural or inherent, as 
in the visible and invisible crowds that follow a saint or holy 
man : a favorite notion that occurs no less than four times in 
this volume. The quality of invisibility 1s also used distinctly 
to help on the tale, as when Nala is mado invisible to all but 
Damayanti on his being sent to her as their messenger by the 
gods, and us when a groom, and thén a shepherd, miraculously 
help the hero acres iznpassable rivers, and then at once 
disappear. 

To turn to miecellaneous incidents in folktales. The old 


se tesions pom x of blood is curiously exhibited in the 

7 here his executioner slays a fawn instead of 

4 its blood as proof, but ae this bloud will nbt petal] 
Snctento Bt the trick ia exposed. 
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Indian marriage by public choice of a husband occurs 
according to the ancient classical ideas, in the swayamvara of 
Damayanti, and so do the favorite punishments of sotting 
the heroine to scare crows and of casting the hero into a 
woll and covering the mouth with a stone, varied in the case 
of Paran Bhagat by the addition of maiming. Gambling, which 
appears to be ta the vulgar Indian mind the usual and proper 
occupation of the great and wealthy, takes various marvellous 
shapesin these pagesandisactually upheld as one of Nala’s virtuey. 
A queen gambles with a king for her brother’s head; and the 
hero gambles with his youngor brother for his kingdom and 
wealth, and then for his body and jowels. Gambling for extra- 
ordinary stakes also appears as one of the ‘impossible’ condi- 
tions before marriago with tho herome on more than one 
occasion. That common, variant in India of the delicate 
heroine which makes her weight only ono flower, or more 
commonly five flowers, is again seen in Princess Chand Karan, 
who is weighed daily against flowersand who, when she fallsaway 
from the paths of strict virtuo, outweighs thom and is so found 
out. The ordeals that occur aro of the usual type: plunging 
the right hand into boiling oil to prove innocence, and 
beng drawn up out of a well by a ropo of a single strand 
made by an unmarned virgin* to prove holiness, Lastly we are 
treated to ono or two omons, though these, so very common iu 
every-day Indian folklore, aro somewhat conspicuous by their 
absence in tho folktales. It is lucky, we find, to meet 4 
prognant woman with hor implements of trade and a horseman 
riding with a bridal procession when starting on an important 
errand, and unlucky for » partridge to call on the right and a 
crow on the left during a journey. 

Such numbers as occur are found to follow the same lines as 
in all other collections. The most frequent ix twelve, the old 
holy number, as s measuro of age and space especially, and 
thore aro indications of the common occurrence of two, four, 
eight aud xicteen as parts of twelve, the last being ono 

. ied °viegi nurse common in India, where girls are 
anantel rom tite years ld sad epwarda 
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and a quarter of twelve. In the same way eighteen would 
seem to be meant for one and a half of twelve. Thirty-two 
is I think mercly used as a double of sixteen, Three 
and its multiple nine aro very common, and so is the 
familiar seven. Thirty-six appears to be used as a conspious 
combination of three and twelvo, and eighty-four of sevon and 
twelve. Five is very common in this volume and its before- 
noticed aliquot parts two and a half and one and a quarter: 
the rather frequent use of three-quarters is probably due to the 
native love of fractional numbors. In this connection three 
and a half turns up as (?) an aliquot part of seven. The com- 
binations of threo and five in fifteen and of five and twelve in 
sizty are also found. Fourteen and twenty-one aro probably con- 
scious multiples of seven. Hleven also finds a place and the celo- 
brated Indian numeral fifty-two. Forty-nine, possibly as soven 
times seven, occurs, and for tho rest the large nambers are 
mere @xaggerations of the familiar small ones as in one hundred 
anil siety, eighty, seventy and threo hundred and sicty: and 
again in sixteen hundred, a favorite number for wives (!) and 
seventy hundred. But ten and one hundred are themselves not 
at ell common. Numbers in groups aro not uncommon; seventy 
and seventy-two together being frequent inthe tulo of Hir 
and Ranjh. 

I have adhered to the plan of the first volame and made my 
notes as short as possiblo, avoiding dissertations on matters 
still unsettled in tho world of research, and have given lin- 
guistic notes only where sach wore unavoidable. Que or two 
reviewers have said it was a pity that I havo so confined 
myself, but to do otherwise would be to change the character 
of the work, which merely aims st giving data for future 
disquisitions when ,the subjects involved shall have been 
more thoroughly d than it is at present the cuse. It 
does not seem to me advisable to burden my pagos with 
footnotes on phildlogical matters which may well be disputed, 
end such s course would moreover enormously add to my 
lal ithout any adequate benefit to the gtudont. The 

mn to discourse upon the many—the very many I may 
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tay—interesting forms that occur in nearly every legend is, I 
admit, great. 


I have again given much prominenco to the logends of 
saints and holy personages, and it seems to me that my former 
remarks as to the importance of this branch of popular lore* 
in India are confirmed by the evidence adduced now. I have 
long had a favorite theory that the average villager one moets 
in the Panjib and Northern India is at heart neithor a 
Muhammadan, nor a Hindu, nor a Sikh, nor of any other 
Religion, as such is understood by its orthodox—or to speak 
more correctly authorized—exponents, but that his ‘ Religion’ 
is a confused unthinking worship of things held to be holy, 
whother men or places ; in fact Hagiolatry. These legends of 
saints as horein given speak to the beliefs of the peasantry 
with an authority that no afnount of argument can controvort, 
gnd it scems to mo that a carcful reading of them forces such 
8 conclusion on the student. I purpose giving many more of 
these saintly storics in the succeeding volumo, and it will be 
found that they are all framed on the same line, and are the 
outcome of tho same mental habits. 


I have again to record with gratitude much help unselfishly 
given me. In this volumo my chief helpor has been Mr. M. 
Longworth Dames, of the Civil Service, who has placed at my 
disposal such of his Baloch legonds or stories as are suited to 
my pages, and has moreover porformed upon them all the work 
necossary in translation and annotation, He has also givon 
me the benefit of his great linguistic learning and local know- 
lodge. I owe to him now, and shall continue to owe, much 
that is most valuable in my volumes. Legends procured by 
Mrs. F. A. Stool, Mr. J. G. Delmerick, Mr. Denzil Ibbotson, 
Mr. M, Macauliffe, Sirdir "Atar Singh of Bhadaur, and Ghulam 
Hussain Khii of Kastr also appear. Mr. A. P. Webbe, of 
Baraut, in the Merath District, has, through  woll known 
bard, supplied me with several admirable stories to enrich the 
coming volume. Chaini Mall and his assistants have egain 
given me the benefit of their valuable labours, . 

a 
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Tn conclusion I may add that my official work during the 
past ycar in no way diminished, and that the difficulties thus 
unavoidably thrown in tho way of producing a satisfuctory 

, book have beon as groat as before. 


R. C. Tenrur, 
Ambala, May 1885. 
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No. XVIII. 


THE LEGEND OF RAJA GOPI CAND, 
AS PLAYED AT JAGADHRI IN THE AMBALA DISTRICT 


I This weurisumo agglomerate of interminable platitudes is one of the mont 
favorite sw5ngs uF motrical plays of the Panjabis, It is valuable in wo far 
fiw it belongs to the eyelo of logends that hus collected round the memory 
of the great Saiiskrit uuthor, Bhartrthari. Gopi Chand in always dosvenibed 

aw (bhitiya, sistor’s son), and usually gocs by tho namouf 

Gopt Chand Bhartar: or Bhartali.) 

[2ho Logend of Gopi Chand closely follows tnt of Bhartrihari himsolf, in that 
he gave up hin kingdom antl became a religions men it boing remem. 
bered that popularly Bhartrihwri wax the elder brother of Vikiamédity 
in whono favour he alihieuted.} 

[Iu the Legend Gopi Chand’s capital ie called Dharanagar, which T take to be 
Dhhro, the soat of Vikeumiditya, ‘The heru’acountry is, however, sud to be 
Guu BangAié or Bougal, white the bards always understand Panipat hy 
Dharanvgar.) 









TEXT. 
Swina Rid Gori Caany. 
1 Sibh ke sut gaz badan hain! charan niwin sis ! 
Pair padam Gauripati, kirpA karo Jagdis ! 


TRANSLATION. 
The Legend of Lija Gopi Chand. 
1 Tho son of Sivn is clephant-bodied !* (At his feet) I 


bow my head! 
O Lotus-footed Lord of Guuri,t Lord of the Earth, 
favor mu! 


* Ganosa is the god of all beginnings. 
© + Siva as the husband of Devi = Gauri, Gauri, Qnurja. 
vor. LL 
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Kirpa karo Jugdts ! Mat mort karo kanth moi bist | 
Chhand gyin sur karo: anke dekhes log tamish& ! 
5 Gopt Chand ke sing kaban kf dil ko lag rabi asd, 


Rahto Shahr Ujjain Rio nit karto bhog bilist. 
Gaur Bangild, dos jinhon ki tyag did biswisi. 


Kahto Bansi Lal, “ Mat meri, pOran kijo asa !” 
Mubtal. 
“ Mat Shikumbhart, Mat, 
10 Anke karo sahat ! 
Maia mfrakh agyan, 
Budh dijo, Mabi Mat!” 


Favor mo, Lord of tho Earth! O mother,* take np thy 
abodo in my throat ! 
Give mo knowledge of good verses: tho pcople havo 
come to see the play! 
5 I have a strong desire in my heart to wlate tho Legend 
of Gopi Chand. 


The King lived in tho City of Ujjain in overy comfort 
and happiness. 

Gaur and Bangal was tho homo of him who had given 
up all care. 


Saith Bansi Lal,t “ Mother mine, fulfil my hope !”” 
Refrain, 
“ Mother Shakumbhari,t O mother, 
10 Como and be my help! 
I ath simple and ignorant, 
Give me wisdom, groat mother.” 


* Saraswati, goddess of specch. 
+ The author, soc ante, Vol. 1., p. 122. 
t Devi, see ante, Vol. 1, p. 132. 
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Gop? Chand mahilon chale, dhar Ganpat ki dhyin, 
A atare ranwis moi karan lagé ashndin : 
15 Knran lage dshain R&o ne, chandan chauk bichha! ! 
Chamkat badan kanak jaisi, aur mukh chandar ki niyii, 
Nikasd bhin gagan me Surij ki ik jot chhip chhit. 
Ho mirg nain, kanth koil, mukh gf Apna kaht jat! 
Mort baithi, nain nihirt Mainawanti Mat: 
20) ‘Tap tap 450 pare dbaran par, thamti nabii thamii: 
Rani Mainiwanti. 
“ Adhbhut rap nihdei! 
Bharosé har ki Bihart, 
Rahdh charan lo lin! 
Madan, Mohan, Girdhfri {” 


Gopt Chand went into the palace and worshipped 
Ganput,* 
And going into the palace he began to bathe. 
15 The King began to bathe, and placed his sandal-wood 
chair. 
Mis body shone like gold and his faco as tho shining of 
the moon, 
Ilis glory so appeared in the heavens that the splendour 
of tho sun was cclipsed. 
O cyes liko the antelope’s, throat like the enckoo’s, face 
beyond praise ! 
At the window sat his mother Maindwanti weeping. 
20 Drop drop fell her tears on the ground, and ceased 
not for (all) hor trying. 
Rint Maindwanti. 
T behold Ins lovely form 
God,t the hopo of all, / 
I give theo my worship, tako it! 
Madan, Madhan, Girdhiri.”’t 


ancéa. + Krishna. 
° S t Samos for Krishi 
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Raja Gopi Chand. 
25 Purwh pachhwi hai nabii; he Dati, ky kin ? 
Nohti gagan mei badarf, bind pari do tin! 
Bond pai do tin: bandidi kaun disi se at?” 


Sis uthike dekban lage, na kncbh dia dikhat, 
Jo dekh mori mea baitht Maindwanti Mat. 
Réjé Gopi Chana. 
30 “ Kya ranwis kist Rant ne khotf bat snnat ? 
Khal kavhike bhis bharwa dQn ; divi bhanuri girwite. 
Sucbi bat bata de, Mit; ky@i man rudan lagai? 
Maiti Gopi Chand Raja, 
Jngut ke sirti kaja, 
35 Wo Trilokinath, 
Math an ke hai laja'?? 





Raja Gopi Chand. 
25 “Nor east wind nor west: O God, what hast thou 
done ? 
No clonds in the sky and two or throo dips fell! 
‘Two or three drops fell: wheuce have the drops fallen?” 


He lifted his hoad to see, and conld sec nothing, 
But when he saw his mother Mainiwauti sitting in the 
window (he said) : 
Raja Gopi Ohana. 
80 “What! hath any Quoon of the palace said shuinefull 
words to thec? 
I will flay her skin and fill it with chaff; I will throw 
her into a pit. 
Tell me the truth, mother, why is thino heart sorrowful? 
Iam Gopi Chand the King, 
I do my duty in the world. 
38 The Lord of tho Three Worlds, 
[o his hands lics my honour !’” 
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Rini Maindwanti. 


* Ar botd, sun Iijtye ; kahOa gyn ki bat, 

Dekh tumnhire rip ko maid sochia din rit. 

Main sochfia din rit: putr, maii tujh ko bachan sunaya, 
40 Vita tere kt snndar murtt jalko hogt chhiya. 

Lijo jog, suphal ho jag meu, amar rhegt kiya. 

Yoh aupnd sansir jagat bai jhiithd jal bantya. 

Sat kéran jicke Hart Chand phir janam nabia piyd, 

Dhrd, Pablid, nar Gotam kt nd mchin sat digiya. 


Rént Mainéwanti. 


“My son, hear me, I speak words of wisdom, 

Socing thy beauty I pondcr day aud night. 

I ponder day and night my son: I will tell thee some- 
thing. 

40 Tho glorious body of thy father bath becn burnt and 

become a shado 

‘Take tho saintship, it will prosper thee in the world and 
thy body will romain deathless. 

‘This world is a dream, this world is n false tanglo. 

Living in the way of truth, Hariéchandra* was not 
horn again. 

Dhruva, Prahlida, and the wifo of Gotama did not lose 
(sight of) the tratb.t 


* Allusion to the legend of Hariéchandra’s piety “conquering 
heaven” and procuring him a seat there “Not to be born again” is 
the swmmum bonum of u believer in motempsychosis, as all natives 
are 

+ Dhruva, rewarded by being made into the pole-star, became a jagt 
like Gopt Chand. Prahlada, theson of Hiranyuknéipu, was the devoted 
follower of Vishnu in spite of all his father's persecutions, He was 
fiually united with Vishnu. Abalya. the wife of the Rishi Gotama, 
the personification of beauty. was deccived by Indra into thinking Ihim 
to be‘her huaband, so her adultery was no fault of hers: such is the 
populbr story. 
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45 Puatr, tf jogi ho ja. 
Min le kabf hamiri. 
Yeh kanchan si deh, 
Amar ho jigt thari!”” 
Rijé Gopi Chand. 
“Ai Mata, tain sach kubt, hai jhatha janjal, 
60 Yeh soldh sau Ranfdn, in kA kaun ahwil ? 
In ki kaan abwil? nabii kaniyai pnrnat. 
‘TA hdt nipat nidin, dayyf tojh ko nuhtn at! 
Ai Math rf, nf Age putr rij ka thimanhtrd,” 


Aiso kuhke bachan nain se dist dard, 
Raja Qopt Chand. 
55 “Aisi bachan kathor, Mat, hain so knh dtnd. 
Mat pita sut joy knho kis kiseno dina ? 





45 My son, bocomo a jogt. 
Hearken to my words. 
Thy glorious body 
Will becomo doathless ” 
Raja Qopt Chand. 
“0 mothor, thou spcakest truly, (the world) is a false 
tangle. 
50 (But) theso sixteen hundred quoons (of mine), what will 
happen to thom ? 
What will happen to them? Nor is my daughter 
marricd. 
Thou art vory foolish, and hast no morcy | 
O mother, I should not leave a son (behind me) to 
guard my kingdom.” 
Saying this tears fell from his cyes. 
Rijé Gopi Chand. 
65. {{ [ard are tho words, mothor, that thou hast said to me. 
hat fathor or mother hath over urgod @ sun tu boo 
Gogh? : 
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Suno, Maindwanti Mai, 
’Agal tain kabin ganwai? 
Ham ko detf jog! 
60 Deyya tujh ko nahin af!” 
Rani Maindéwanti. 
« Reta, tain jane uahia, Ram Nam hai amol. 
Phir janam pivo nahin jo Har ko an kol. 
Jo Har ko fn kol, Rim padh aisi piydra, 
Mahman hai param pal, Nigam pive nabfti piri. 
65 Ai beta ro, jag men hai Sri Rim bol, dji nahiu kot. 
Kyn nahi lote jog, mukat dono gat hoi ? 
Kia Bhartari jog gyn sc man chit lay. 
Chaurisi hai sidh, Naim Har ka gun gayi.” 


Hoar, Mainiwant!, my mother, 
Whore hast left thy reason ? 
Thou wouldst give mo the saintship, 
60 Having no pity in theo!” 
Réint Maindwanti. 
“My son, thou dost not know that the Namo of God is 
boyond price. 
'Thoy aro not born again who approach Hari.* 
That approach Hari, so lovely is the service of God ! 
So infinite is his glory, that the Scripture hath not 
fathomod it. 
65 O my son, in this world is the name of tho Holy 
God tuken, thoro is no second (to him) ! 
Why not take the saintship, and obtain salvation in 
both worlds ¢ 
Bhartari-sought the knowledge of the saintship with 
heart and soul. 
Released from the cighty-four (transmigrations of souls) 
_he praisod tho Namo of Hari.” 


Vishnu, i.c., God. 
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Réjé Gopi Chand. 
“ Ai mit ych charaj* kyf ? ham se kuhf na jie, 
70 Parde andar th rao, kahfa tumho sanyjlite. 
Kahti tumbed samjhilo : gytin kis so ti lat? 
Kaun gur@ taii kiti ? mujh so de bhed batie. 
Majh ko yoh sandch hai, kabhi jino na pie ? 
Ath pahar din rain rubt chint nit yabiti. 
75 ‘Thi Rajoa kt sutiya, kio tata Lhog bills’ ; 
Kahe agam ki bit: bard ych ajab tamashi 7 
Rani Maindwanti. 
“ Ai botd, sun Iijtye kis se plyd gyin. 
Hai Garf mori Gorakh jati; sat sat karke jin. 
Sut sat karke jan ; ro beta, Gura Gorakh maia paya. 


Raji Gopi Chand. 
« Oh mother, what wonder is this? I cannot say it. 
20 Thou livest in secrot,t I toll thee. 
I tell thee; who gave thee this knowledge ? 
Whom hast thon mude preceptor? ‘Telme the secret. 
T have doubts that will not leave me. 
Daring the eight watches day and night{ doth this 
trouble ever remain with me. 
75 Thou art w king’s daughter, that hast dwelt in case and 
comfort, 
And thon speakest unfathomable words: a truly 
wondrous thing is this.” 





Hani Mainéiranti. 
O my son, hear from whom I have learnt knowledge. 
The holy Gorahh (Nith) is my procoptor: know this 
for a very truth. 
Know this for a very truth: O my son, I have found 
Gurf Gurakb (Nath). 


# For achia. + Behind the sereek, 
t The livelong day. 
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80 Charpat Nath mera Gur bhal, jog panth main dhyAya, 
Pard& andar baith, Kaiwar, maii Har charnan chit liya. 
Antar jog kamio, beta, sukhi rabegt kiya.” 

Réjé Gopt Chand. 
“ Ai métd, bam jit hain, jogt hon faqir.” 


Itnt kabke chal pare, naino dhalte nir. 
85 Nainon dhalte nir, Kanwarji, chale bigh men de, 
Jabia baithe the Nath Jalandhar, jukke sis niwie. 
Rijé Gopt Chand, 
“He Gur Deo! Karo tum kirpa! Mata ne tumhen batie. 


80 Charpat Nath* is my brother disciple: I am bent on 

the doctrines of the saintship. 

Sitting in secret, my Prince, I bent my heart to the 
worship of Hari. 

My sou, practise the real yoyét and thy body will remain 
at ease.” 

Rijé Gopt Chand. 
“My mothor, I go to be a penniless jogi.” 


Saying this he went off, dropping tears from his eyes. 
85 Dropping tears from his eyos, tho Prince went iuto the 

garden, 

Where sat Jalandhar Nitht whom he respectfully. 
saluted. 

Réjé Gopi Chand. 

“Hail, my Lord Gurfi! Have mercy! My mother sent 

me to thee. 





* Nothing is known of this worth ly. 
+ Yood, the modern jog, may be beet described as being the science 
of ‘abstraction from wordly affirrs, It is the devotion’ of a * devotee 
Gogs). 
t of Gorakh Nath and Machhandar Nath, therefore, 
Aourithed Bek seutury AD. 
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Kan phirke mundra dilo ; jog len ko de, 
Nath, chela kar Iijo; 
90 Tog ki rasta dijo ; 
Chiro mere kan ; 
Aj, Gur, kirpa kijo.” 
Jalandhar Nath. 


“ Jé, landi ke, bhig ji! kyda chirwhve kin ? 
Bali ’umar nidan hai: th kya jane gyin ? 
95 ‘T' kyd jino gyin? Baware, kis no tujhe babkaya ? 
Kya knebh tujh par bhfr part bai, jog len ko aya! 
Na koi din rij kit hai! nf kof din khiyi! 
Jao mahil ko, baith, Raoji: ky@m phirté bharmiya f 
Abhi jaldi se jio. 


Boro my cars, put in tho (jogi’s) ring: I am come to 
take the suintship. 
My Lord, make me a disciplo, 
90 Show me the way of devotion. 
Bore my ears. 


Have mercy, Gurd, on me to-day.” 


Jalandhar Nath. 

“Go, thou son of a cur! Be off !* why bore thy oars ? 

Thou art young and foolish: what dost thou kuow of 
knowledge ? 

95 What dost thou know of knowledgo? Who has beon 

deceiving thee, thou fool ? 

Hath any misfortune befallen thoo, that thou hast come 
to take the saintship? 

Thou hast hardly ruled yet! thou hast hardly spent 
thy days! 

Go, Sir King, and sit in thy palace: why be decciyod ? 

Go off at once. 


+ Usual abuse from fagtrs: see ante, Vol. 1., p. 141. | 
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100 Kaheko jog kamio? 
Chhattis bhojan chhor. 
Nahin sukh is men pio!” 
Réjé Gopi Chand. 
Na mojh par kuchh bhir ; nd ham haia dilgir. 
Mata ne samjhicke lay’ badan met tir. 

105 Laya badan moa tir: yeh maii mit ne samjhiya ; 
‘ Kanchan kaya jali piti ki!’ Yoh dishtint batiya. 
Agam-nikam ké gyin sunike takht rij chhutwaya, 
Ai Gur Deo, karo kirpi: maii jog len ko ayi.’” 

Jalandhar Nath. 
“ Aisi tort mita biwarf hog? nipat nidan ! 

110 Tojh ke jog diwiutf, aur bara batdvo yyin ! 


100 Why take on the saintship ? 
Leaving thy thirty-six kinds of food* 
To gaiu no pleasure!” 
Rija Gopt Chand. 
“1 have no trouble: I have no sorrow. 
My wother’s injauction hath pierced my body (as) an 
arrow. 
105 ath pierced my body as an arrow; for this did she 
enjoin: 
“Thy fathor’s glorious body was burnt’: this was the 
end she showed me. 
Teaching me the knowledge of the Scriptures sho 
induced me to give up my throne. 
O my Lord Gurf, have mercy: I am come to take on 
the saintsl .” 
Julandhar Nath. 
“Thus is thy mother a fuol ; she is altogother foolish. 
110 She giveth thee devotion and showeth it to be very 
knowledge! 


The conventional term for good living. 
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Bard bative gyin! Ik teri balf ’umar almasté ! 

Jog panth yeh bert kathan hai; kyfi nihaqq mea 
phansta ? 

Rj karo, ghar baitho jake: bs;A kathan yeh rast ! 

Albat jog nabia sidhne ki; bard bikat yeh rast !””* 


Réjé Gopi Ohand. 


115 “Aji Nath, sun Ifjo, maia hin nipat nidin. 
Jog panth se natalia, jo ho parbat samin. 
Jo ho parbat saman ; Nath, maif albat jogt hoiga, 
Ai Gur Deo, kirpa karo: maii charan kaiwal chit diiga, 
Jaun sikh batlio mujh ko, wabi sikh maia Itigt. 
120 Bhasham ramie, kino mei mundri, tamharf tahil 
kardagé !” 


Showeth it to be very knowledge! Firstly, thou art 
in the bloom of youth! 

And tho path of devotion is very rough, why be involved 
in it usclessly ? 

Re a king and go home: this way is very rough! 

Truly thou canst not perform devotion ; very steop is 
this road !” 


Rajé Gopi Chand. 


115 “O my Lord, hear me, I am altogether unlearned. 
I will not deviate from (the path of) the saintship, be it 
as difficult as a mountain. 
Bo it as difficult as a mountain: My Lord, I will surely 
be a jogi. 
O my Lord Gurf, have mercy: I will meditate at thy 
lotus feet. 
AWbat thou teachest, even that will I Icarn, 
1298 Rubbing on ashes, putting the rings in my ears, will I 
do thee service.” 
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Jalandhar Nath. 
« Hai keun omar, Raja, teri ? Kia jog ki khiyal ? 
Jéo, kabti, ghar Apne, chalo nft ki chal. 
Chalo nit ki chal, Réojf: tum &pne ghar jao. 
Chhattis bhanjan chhor, Kanwar, kyfn jog panth 
men do? 
125 Hamra dith nahfa partd hai; ghar apne ko jao, 
Raj nit ka dhydn lagikar baithe rij kamio.” 
Réjé Gopi Chand. 
“Nd janfa main nit ko, lag& jigar men gy4n, 
Ab gudt baithta nahtii, tere charan se dyin. 
Tere charan so dhyan, Nathjf: nd mujh ko bharmio. 
130 Kan chirke mundrf dalo, jog! bhekh banjo. 
Ai Gur Deo, karo kirpé ; wb zarA der na ldo. 
Bhasham ramake, gal mia self, yebt gyin ki pio.” 


Jalandhar Néth. 
« What is thy age, Raja? Hast ever thought on devotion? 
Go home, I tell thee, and bear thyself straightly, 
Bear thyself straightly, Sir King: get thee home. 
Giving up the thirty-six dishes, my Prince, why enter 
the suintship ? 
125 I will not soe thee: get thee home. 
Bend thy mind to thy royal duties and be a king.” 
Raja Gopt Chand. 
“I know nothing of polity, (celestial) knowledge is my 
heart’s (desire). 
I will not now sit on the throne, I am bent on (sitting 
at) thy feet. 
1 am bent on (sitting at) thy feet, my Lord; deceive 
me not. 
180 Bore my ears, put in the rings, turn me into a jogi. 
O my Lord Gurd, have mercy : delay not now at all. 
Rub on the ashes, put the necklace* round my neck, 
and give me of this knowledge.” 


© The self is the black necklace peculiar to mendicants ur devotees. 
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Jalandhar Nath. 
¢ Jo tam jogt hot ho sano gyao kA tant. 
Pauchos indrt bas karo, jab jan jog panth. 
135 Jub jdm jog panth, Rio, tum tex krodh ko méro. 
Man ko mar, gai ko miro, jab jin jog sidhiro. 
Jog panth ki ji khelo hai rij nit ko hiro, 
Tind kim karo, re bachchi, jog maté jab dharo.” 
Raja Gopi Chand. 
« Ai Mantel, inhoi kyd kaha is jogt no gyn ? 
140 Lutke phir sunio de, mujhe pa-e nahia jan. 
Mujho pare nahta jan, Nathjf, kya kuchh gyn sundyd ? 
Ai Muntri, batld de mujh ko, tere samajl met aya? 








Jalandhar Nath. 
“Tf thou wilt be a joyi, listen to the teachings of 
knowledge. 
By subduing the five passions wilt thou know the saint- 
ship. 
135 Thou wilt know tho saintship, myking, by subduing 
thy hot temper. 
Destroy thy xelf-coneeit, destroy thy prido,* theu huow 
that thou hast encompassed the saintship. 
An playing at the game of devotion thou must loso 
(the gume of) royal polity. 
Do this much, my son, and then understand the saint 
ship.” 
Rijé Gopt Chand. 
“O my minister, what saith this joy? of knowledge ? 
140 Tcl it me again, I did not understand, 
I did not understand. My Lord, what knowledge didst 
thou teach ? 
O my minister, tell me; didst thou understand 


There is a pay here on the meaning of tho words md» afd gad, 
idéhe Rajé is made to misunderstand them : see below line 148, 
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Mokh so bit kabi kuchh khoti? Meri ji larjaya! 
Is jogi ki bit karan so meré kalijé khayi.” 
Manitri. 

145 “ Ai Raja, sun Ifjiye, man chit karo bichir. 
Wai yeh jogi kof biwara, nabii boli bachan sambhar. 
Bola bachan sambhar, Rioji; yeh jogi bharmaya. 
«Man ko mir, gai ko maro,’ aisi bachan suniya? 
Ych bétas to sunke, Raja, bamré jf lalchaya. 

150 Khoti bit kabi, khoti ne sunke mai ghaburiya?” 

Raja Gopi Chand. 

 Jaiso jogt aise kahe khoti mukh se bain. 
Jald kued men dil do, jabhi paregt chain! 
Jubhi paregi chain hamiri! Is jogt ko miro ! 
Ger kate mon! Nim na Iijo! Upar sila utiro ! 


Spake ho not ovil words with his lips? My hcart is 
beating ! 
The words of this jogi have picrced my heart !’” 
Minister. 
145 “O Raja, hear me, ponder it in thy heart. 
This jogi is fool and speaketh not words polite. 
Speaketh not words polite, Sir King; this joyé decciveth. 
‘Slay thy mother, kill thy cow! '* this is what ho said. 
Hearing these words, Riji, my heart grieveth. 
150 Evil words spake ho: evil I hear aud am astonished.” 
Rijé Gopt Chand. 
“What jogi is this that saith such evil words ? 
Throw him quic!:ly into a well and then sbull I bave 
peace! 
Thon shall I havo peace! Kill this jogf ' 
‘Throw him into a well! Take not his namo! Put astone 
over it! 





* The two greatest cri rthodox Hind can commit; but sce 
san, Tag two greatest crimes an orthodox 
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155 Kankar, pathar, reta, mitti, lid, bahot se daéro! 
Yeh jogt kahfi jine ns pave ! Yeh man bich bichiro! ” 


Gorakh jogt & gaya, ang babhdt ramie. 
Kanipa ke simhne dere die lagie. 
Gorakh kahe : 


Guri Gorakh Nath. 
 Suno, re chela, kand mol tum lao. 
160 Kanipa ki gaf mandal!, unbfi ke sang jao. 
Bhéji sig bandke achha, khdb tarah se khio. 
Pahile karo atma thagd!, pichhe dhyin lagio. 
Yeh hai Karta ki maya. 
Bahot sukh mes phal piya. 





155 Rocks and stones and sand and earth and filth heap 
over it! 
Lot not this jogi cacape! Ponder this in thy mind !"* 


(Gurd) Gorakh (Nath) came with eshes rubbed on his 
body. 
And took up his abode opposite Kanipi.t 
Gorakh (Nath) said: 
Gur Gorakh Nath.t 
“ Hear, my disciple, bay thou some herbs. 
160 Kanipi’s party hath gone (to cook), do thou join them, 
Cook thy herbs well and eat thy fill. 
First make thy mind (to be) at peace and thon meditate. 
This is the mystery of God. 
I have enjoyed its fruit greatly. 


® The story breaks off here und is taken up again at line 224 The 
intervening lines relate incidents to show how the saint's followers 
came,to hear of Senne £0 ae ae Ries Oot ok his trouble. 

$B follower of Jalandhar Néth, and therefore an opponent of 


To his own follower. 
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165 Is jangal ke bich. 
Aj jogi jan aya.” 
Chelé. 
“Yeh bhajf sab dal, Jogtji, jitnt tumhare pisd, 
Kutko mire angint kare badan ka nisi! 
Yeh sansa man uthi, Gurdji; kahdn tumhare pisi. 
170 Tum pire sat gur ho, Swim!, met shakal man sisi,” 


An Gur po rowan lige bahot mach4yi shor. 
Chela. 
“ He, more Gur Deo Niranjan, nahaqq kind jor. 
Ham sang kurei gharab ki bitéi, bahot machivea shor. 
Yi to us ko ip barjalo, nabfi, bano aur so aur.” 


165 Into this forest, 
Hath a jogi come to-day.” 
Disciple. 
“Throw away all theso herbs, Sir Jogi, all that thou 
hast. 
Bo thy body destroyed by countless blows! 
A doubt hath arisen in my mind, Sir Gurf; I tell it 
thee. 
170 If thou be a roal and truc teachor, my Lord, blot out 
all my doubt.” 


He came back to Gur (Gorakh Nith) raising a great 

cry. 
Disciple. 

“Ho, my Lord, my godliket Gurd, they used force to 
me withont reason. 

They used harsh words to mo and made a great noise. 

Either do thou punish, or I will devise some other 
(punishment).” 

+ Rho estan f the epithet Niranj ific attribute of 
extra’ e iranjan, a 
aad aegheermaanes of Sevens iranj spec 
vou. u—3 
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Gurdé Gorakh Néih. 
« Jio, re chela, is waqt men ligi surt hamfrf. 
Aise bachan kaho mukh soti phate dibiya thari. 
Un ke phor, charhilo apni, khdb karo tarkiri : 
WA dekhenge, tum khioge; radan paregi bhiri.”” 
Chela. 
“He Gur, Deo bidya ke, apne chitak hf dikhlai, 
Dibiya chhfn Ito hai mhari, tan men agan Ingit. 
Us jogt pe, Gurf, hamiro kachb na par basi, 
Aisi kirpd karo, Nath, woh dete phiren dohat.”” 
CGurtt Gorakh Nath, 
“ Mano, chclo, bachan hamiri, ni dil men ghabario. 
Phiten dibyi sabhi uuhon kt ais sabd sunio. 
Un ki phoro, aur pare bijio, apne fin cha; bio.” 


Gorakh kahe : 


Grrtt Gorakh Nath. 
“Go, my disciple, this is the time for my meditation, 
Speak such words us these with thy lps and thy bux‘ 
will break. 
Break up their (cooking vessels), pnt thy own on (tho 
fire) and covk well thy herbs : 
They will understand (then) aud do thou cat: and there 
will bo much wailing.” 
Diseipl. 
“O Gura, Lord of knowledge, he showed me his magic. 
Tle snatched away my box and set fire to my body. 
1 have no power, Gurd, over this joyi. 
Havo mercy, my Lord, that he may cry ‘ mercy.’ ” 
Gurt Gorakh Nath. 
“My disciple, hoar ny words and be not agitated. 
Speak such (magic) words that all their boxes break. 
Break their (vessels), blow them away and puton thy own.” 


Baith (Gurd) Gorakh (Nath) : 
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Gur Gorakh Nath, 
“ Suno, ro chola, tum man bharke khilo.” 


Hukm dia sabhi cheloi ko Gorakh chitak dikhlit. 
KAutpa ke lashkar andar gahri agan lagat. 
Lagt Anch, tan jalno lige, dete phiren doit. 

190 Haha kiran karet mukh soti, tin pe part tabihi. 


Kanipi. 
“Sun, re Gorakh chitki, ti hai nipat nidin, 
Maid khatir tumhari nf kerdi: apni dharm pachhin. 
Apna dharm pachhéu, ro Gurakh ; ky‘ chitak dikhlive? 
Gurf tumhari Sungli Dip mon baifhi rij kumive. 








Gur Gorakh Nath. 
“ Hoar, my disciplo, cat at thy ease.” 


Gorakh (Nath) thus ordered all his disciples and showed 
« miracle. 
Within the camp of Kanfpi he lighted huge fire. 
The firo caught them, their bodies burned and they ran 
about (crying) “ mercy.” 
190 They cried out with their mouths on whom the soro 
troublo came. 
Kinipa. 
“Tear, Gorakh (Nath) thou magician, thou art allo- 
gother a fool ! 
I flatter thoo not: know thy own faith. 
Know thy ovvn fiti, O Gorakh (Nath) : why showost 
us magic ? 
Thy Gurf in Sangli Islo hath become a king* 





 Machbandar Nath, in Ceylon is ucting Like a king, raising a 
ee et ante a aly 


tumilg 
I falling Say from tho pellt of devotion und virtue! 2 
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195 Tere hath ké jal nf pif: kais& sidh kahive? 
Hai, nirlfj, sharm nahia tujh ko, duniyA ko bharmave.” 
Gurd Gorakh Nath. 
“Jo td jane, ‘jagat men If4 janam mafu jit,’ 
Gurd tumhird kite men gire bahot din gae bit! 
Bahot din gae bit ko men pare, khabar nabia pit! 
200 Gopt Chand Raja ne dard, Opar sila dalat, 
Maifi le An gur apne ko le us se karhie, 
Nabii, to kahega, ‘ Sidh Gurf ko dena kfiin girdle !””” 


“ Sangal Dip suhiunt kis bidh pabunchtta jo ?” 
Nath Macbhendar Sidh no chanki dto bithat: 





195 I will not drink water from thy hand :* how canst thou 
call thyself a saint ? 
Shameless, thou hast no shame and doccivest the 
world !”” 
Gur Gorakh Néth.t 
“Though thon thinkest that thou hast conquered birth,f 
Thy Gurf$ hath been thrown into @ well these many 
days ! 
Many days hath he passed in the well and thou 
knewest not! 
200 Raji Gop? Chand throw him in and put a stono ovor it. 
I should (if I wore you) bring up my own Gurf (out of 
the well), 
Lest (men) should say I had Ict my Saintly Guri bo 
thrown into a well!” 


“How shall I got to tho glorious Sanglé Islo? I] 


Machhandar Nath, tho Saint, had set guards : 


° i 7 ut thee out of caste, because of the wicked and unworthy 
doi: teacher Machhandar Nath. 
‘t ‘is counterblast. 
pbsn shel holy as to have escaped the transmigration of thy soul. 
Change of scene : Gorakh Nath now guce after Machhandar Nith. 
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205 Chunk! dfe bithat, Nath panth gher lia sari. 
Rasdhirf ki chali mandalf un hi ke sang sidbira, 
Ha nich, jab tabla bandhe, Gorakh Nath pukara. 
Gurd Gorakh Nath. 
“ Jag, Machhandar, Gorakh fe !” 


Aisi bachan uchard. 
Awaz sunt, dnkhii khult, man men kid bichir. 
Machhandar Nath. 
210 “Gorakh de nich mei! Larza jii hamir! 
Larzi jit hamar! Re cheli, praghat ky/i nabfii aya? 
He bachcha Gorakh, nir-bint kis ne tujhe sitdya? 
Ai Gorakh, taii ake mer rij takht chhurwaya ! 
Mukh se bachan suni de siche; kis karan taii aya?” 


205 Had sct guards, and his own sect surrounded the Saint. 
A company of dancers started and he went off with 
them. 
The dance went on and when the drums were beating 
Gorakh Nath called out. 
Gurit Gorakh Nath. 
“Awake, Machhandar (Nath), Gorakh (Nath) hath 


come!” 


This is what ho said. 
(Machhandar Nath) heard the voice, opencd his eyes 
aud was agitated. 


Machhandar Nath. 
210 “Gorakh (Nith) como to a danco! My heart trembles! 
My heart trembles! O my disciple, why didst thou not 
come publicly ? 
O my son Gorakh (Nath), who hath spoken thee evil ? 
O Gorakh (Nath), thy coming hath destroyed my king- 
dom ! 
‘Tell me the truth with thy lips; why hast thou come?” 
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215 Bachan jab gur apne ke kia praghat rip dikhaya, 
Tin ddea pirthan ht kint, charnon ais niwhyé. 
Qurt Gorakh Nath. 
“¢ Sabhi bhckh haa wahda ikatthi, tum ko wahii buldya. 
He Gur Deo, karo kirp’, maiti saran tumbire dyi.” 
Machhandar Nath, 
“Gorakh bachchi, bat hamiri suniye man chit lit. 
220 Ab ham vo jy’ ouhti jatd, sardt kf rut at. 
Bang hamére larko haiigo, in meii prit lagit : 
Hem Nath aur Khom Nith, hain yeh tero gur bhii.” 


Gorakh jogi sidh no dhird Gurfi ka dbyin. 
Gopt Chand kt mii ko beg buli de fn : 


to 
i 
o 


When ho heard the words of his Gurd he showed him- 
aclf publicly. 
First he made three salutations und bowed his leud ut 
his feet. 
Gurii Gorakh Nath. 
“ All the mendicauts are collected there* together and 
call for thee. 
© wy Lord Guri, have merey, 1 am come tw serve 
thee"t 
Machhandar Nath. 
“My son Gorakh (Nath), hear my words with heart aud 
soul. 
220 Now I caunot go: itis the cold season. 
T have sons with me that [ love : 
Hem Nath and Khem Nith, those uro thy saintly 
brethren.” 


Gorakh (Nath) the holy saint worshipped his Gurd. 
He called the mother of Gopt Chand quickly, 


At Ujjayint. 
t Observe the truly oriental delicacy of this reproof. 
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225 Bog bulf de in. 
Gurt Gorakh Ndéth, 
“Ri mité, suniye bachan hamire. 
Zulm kik bete tero ne, Nith kf men dire, 
Putr tere kil jin nahi, sir par kal pukire, 
Nikusat sAr bhasham kor degi.” 


Aisi bachan uchire. 
4 Kini Mainéwanti. 
“Ai mere Gur Deoji ; suniye, Gorakh Nath 
230 More putr ki jiwand haigi tumhare hiith. 
Haig’ tamhare hath, Nath; main dukh bhar-bharke pala. 
Tum bin aj jagat ko andar nd kot thimanwala. 
Tkloti ki hai ik putr, karo is ki prit pila.” 


225 Called her quickly.* 
Qurti Gorakh Nath.t 
“O mother, hear my words. 
'Thy son hath beon a tyraut and thrown the jogf into a well. 
'Thy son will not live, for he calls death on his head. 
As soon as he gets out, he will turn him into ashes.” 


Thix is what he said. 
Kini Mainiwanti. 
“O my Lord Gurf; hear me, Gorakh Nath, 
230 My son's life is in thy hands. 

Is in thy hands, my Lord: with many a trouble I 
brought him up. 

Excopt theo to-day tere is no protector in the world. 

To hor of ono son thoro is but an only sou, so do thou 
lovingly protect him.” 





* Scene changes completely, and the thread of the story is taken up 
from line 156, ‘ 

+ Hit coming to the help of his 0 is curious and probably an 
error. Kanfp& would be the natural actor hero. 
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Gop! Chand bulie jald se jabhi charan men dala. 


Gurd Gorakh Nath. 
235 “Ja, re bachcha, amar ho; meri yeh! updes. 
Chale Dhartari Akis sab, tii nahin chale, Nares. . 
Ta nabia chale, Nares: bachan tum ko samjhiyd. 
‘Amar nim ab hia jagat mes, tai jas paya.” 


Ho roht jai-jai-kar kdae se bich nikila, 
240 Jo kuchh likha kalim nahfi koi metanhira | 
Kard nikilt Nath ne chiran lige kin, 
Dhart? larzt pis ki aur larza Asmin. 
Larzi Asmin, Nath ne jab jin kard bagit. 
Hasth! aur turang, brichh, sab rood, roen log lugil. 


She called Gopi Chand at once and placed him at the 
(Gurf’s) feet. 


Gurti Gorakh Nath, 
285 ‘Go, my son, live for ever: this is my blessing. 

The Earth und the Heaven will go, but thou wilt not 
go, thou Lord of men. 

Thou wilt not go, thon Lord of men: understand my 
words. 

Now is thy name immortal in the world and thou hast 
won glory.” 


There were rejoicings when (the Saint) was taken out 

of the well. 
240 The words written (by Fate) none can blot out! 

The Saint took a knife and bored (Gopi Chand’s) ears. 

The Earth and the Heavens trembled. 

The Heavens trembled when the Saint plied the knife. 

The elephants and the horses and the (very) trees all 
wept, and wept men and women. ; 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


245 


255 


245 


to 
& 
i 


255 


THE LEGEND OF RAJA Gorf OHAND. 25 


Sab ranwas ron lagi hai, ik na Mainawanti mii. 

Kan chirke mundra geri, seli gal men pil. 

‘Ang bhasham, seli gale, di Jalandhar Nath. 

Kanon mundra Anko, jholi khappar hith ; 

Tholt khappar hath un ke mahiloi ‘alakh’ jagiya. 

BhichhA bhojo, rang mabilo’i so gor ki sabd suniya, 

Mott bhikh mile mahilon se loko gur po aya: 

Hath jorke khard Agri charnon sis niwaya. 
Jalandhar Nith. 

“ He Gopt Chand biware, kya karti bad nim ? 

Ab tak lobh na tain taj! Jog lia kis kam ? 

Jog lid kis kin? Re bachchi, my’ men bharmiya. 


All tho palace began woeping, except mother Maind- 
wanti. 

He bored his ears, ho put in the rings and throw tho 
necklace round his neck. 

Ashes to his body and necklaco to his neck gavo 
Jalandhar Nath. 

With tho rings in his cars, wallet and bowl in his hands, 

Wallot and bowl in his lauds ho weut into (his own) 
palace, and cried ‘dlahh.’* 

‘Give me alms’ (said he) in the palace, obeying his 
Gurf’s orders. 

He reccived pearls as alms from tho palaco and took 
thom to his Gurf: 

Standing with joined hands before him ho bowed his 
head at his feet. 

Jalandhar Néth. 

“Ho, Gopi Chand, thou fool, why givest usa bad name? 

Even now thou inast not put away thy avarice ! Why 
didst thou take the saintship ? 

Why didst thou take the saintship* O my son, thou 
art deceived by un illusion. 





© The mendicant’s ory when begging. 





you, 1.—4 
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Kankar pathar sab tyigi the, ab leke kydu ayi ? 
Hatke phir mabiloi men jio: bhojan kyQa nahi liya ? 
“Mit” kahke bhichhi lio; gard ne gyfin butdya!” 


* Alakh? jagte mahil mei phirke adjt bar. 


Raja Gopt Chand. 


260 “Mat, bhichha dijiye, Nith kha e darbir: 
Nith khare darbar, fin deodht pe ‘ lakh ? jagiya. 
“Bhik bhik? maiii kbari pakiriii; den koi nuhii dy’! 
Ab to isan lagi hamari: Adh Parush kf maya. 
Bind lone talno ka nati, Gur ki dhydn lugdya.” 


Thou didst foreswear rocks and stones, why bring them 
now ? 

Go back to the palace : why didst thou not bring food ? 

Call (thy wife) ‘mother?* und bring ahns: thix thy 
Gurfi teacheth !”" 


Ue called ‘(/akh? w second time in the palace. 





i Gopt Clunad. 


260 “ Mother, give me ulms, the Saint standeth at the door: 

The Saint standcth at the door, culling ‘alakh? at the 
gate. 

‘Alms, alms’ do J stand and ery, and none cometh to 
give. 

Now have J taken up iny seat here (to meditate) on the 
mystery of the Primeval Beng. 

Without taking: alms 1 move not, but will meditate on 
my Gur.” 






By calling her mother she 
ing in tweparule from thy wif 
verses. 


Lnot longer be his wife the meane 
The capression runs throughtuany 
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265 tnt Patam Daf sunt ‘dlakh, dlakh’ bhankir. 

Baad! bog bulicke, tan bahot badd hankir. 

Tan bahot bad hankir. 

Réni Pitan Dai. 
“Ri bandi, thamté nahia thamiyd. 

Is jogi no rij bigia bhik mingno aya. 

Dar par bahir khari deodhi ke; zari khauf nahii khiya, 
270 = Biason miro, bahir nikilo ; tum ko yoh farmiya.” 


Sunat sir bind! uthi, tan moi ghussi khile. 
Miran chalf faqir ko, Ita baiis. uthie. 
Lind baits uthie bandi chal déodht pe aya. 
Biiti. 
“ Are phakandi, ja inahilon se, ky@i marta bin ao? 
275 Mardi blis, gird di mundri: kyd bijyd tai Khai ? 
Pitam Dat ki huki, jogt; mai maran ko ai” 


to 
S 
& 


Meanwhile Pitam Dai* heard the cry of ‘élukh, alakh? 
She called her maid quickly in great wrath. 
Great was her wrath. 
Kini Pitum Dai. 

“ My muid, I cannot keep down my wrath, 
This joy? will ruin my kingdom with his begging. 
He stands outside the door at the gate and hus no fear, 
270 Strike hin with w cane, turn him out ; this I toll thee.” 


As soon as sho heard this the maid was up in anger. 

She went out to beat the beggar, taking up # long cane, 

Taking up # long canc the maid went to the gate. 

Mad. 
“Thou chent, !enve the palace, why court thy death ? 
275 1 will beat thee with a cane, 1 will throw down thy 

(mondicunt’s) carriugs: what drug hast thou 
taken ? 

By (Rani) Pitam Dui’s order, joy/, um I come to beat 
thee.” 
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Raji Gopi Chand. 
Kyu, Bandi, dhamkiutt ? ky@i kartt yoh shor ? 
Karam bamire ki likha ; tera nahii kachh zor. 
Tera nabfi kuchh zor ; rf bandi, dban dhan yeh amar &i! 
280 Ik din bindf tahil kari thir palangoa sej bichhit. * 
Khart agiri pawan kari thi: kis ue tujhe bharmai ? 
Woh din, Bindi, bhal gae, yeh bats marne af?” 


Bindi. 
« Are jogt, sun jogand, maii pichhii hOi toe. 
Kis din tera rij thi? sach batd de moe. 
285 Sach batd de moe ; are jogi, kyii ta hd saudit ? 
Kis din teri tahil kari thi? kis din sej bichhii? 
Aro phakundi, phire dolti chhalke duniya khit! 
Pitam Dat ki hukmn, jogand, maid miran ko at’” 





Ray Gopi Chand. 

“Why threaten me, my maid ? why make this noise ? 

It is written in my fate: thou can’st do nothing! 

Thou caw’st do nothing : my maid, ummortal is my fate? 

280 There was a day when a maid served me and wade my 

bed: 

Stood before me and fanned me: who huth deceived 
thee ¢ 

Thast forgotten that day, my maid, that thou hast come 
to beat me with a cane?” 


Maid. 
Ah, joyi, hear, my would-be joy, T ask thee. 
When didst thon rule? tell me truly. 
285 Tell me truly: juyi, where are thy sensos ? 
When did L serve thee® when did I make thy bed ? 
Thou cheat, thou dost wander about deceiving the 
% — world with thy tricks! 
At is (Rini) Patam Dai’s order, ny would-be jogi, that 
I beat theo?” . 
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Raji Gopi Chand. 
“ Jis din rij kamaiven the hukm haziron kos ; 
290 Us din tahil kart thf; sun, Bandf behosh! 
Sun, Bindi behosh, td kari bhald hamird asi: 
Rahne ki tujhe hukm dia thd Patam Dat ke piled. 
Jog Ifa, tan bhasham rainii, sabhi taji ranwisi. 
Woh Gop! Chand Rao kahiwan, kid khik mei bisi.” 


B 
& 


Diran dukh ab jin haa: lina rip pahchin. 

Giri dharan bhi mex, part mart dohi kf min, 
Mari deht ki miu; indi jhapat chalf dharala, 
Sir ki keshd phir bagi, lagi jigur men bhild. 
Radan kuro tan khik ramiaf, chit hdd behala. 


Raji Gopi Chand. 


“When I was the ruler over thousands of miles : 
290 ‘Then wast thou my servant: listen, thou senscless 

maid. 

Listen, thon senseless maid, that raisest my hopes now : 

Jt was 1 that sent thee to (Rani) Pitan Dai. 

1 took on the saintship, rubbed on the ashes and gave 
up my houschold. 

Ve is called Gopi Chand the King, that dwelleth now 
in the dust !” 


295 Great was her sur yw now, for she recognized him, 
She fell to the cart), fell hke a lifeless body : 
Like a lifeless body ; quickly was the maid bewildered. 
Sho toro off her locks, the lance (of grief) pierced her 
heart. 
Weeping she rubbed ashes on her body, and her hear 
was very grieved. 
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300 Patam Daf ke pis jiicko bitis hith se dala. 
Muktél. 
Bandi. 
Maint bind! sarkari. 7 
Hukm mujh ko bai bbarf! 
Woh Gopi Chand Rio. 
Khari deorht par mabari !?” 
ini Pitam Dai. 
305 “Ai bindt, kyi roti? kyftn ho rahf behil ? 
kyfa tan klik ruwduti? ky pire sir bal ? 
Kyhia phire sir bal, rf bindf, dil men ghabardo ? 
Mirau gut kotal jogt ko radan kurti ail 
Kya jog no apne rnukh so khott bat sunit? 
310 Kiran kaun bata do, biudi, f ’aqul kali: bharmat 2” 


800 Sho went to Rini Pitam Dai and threw down the cane 
from her hand. 
Tiefrain, 
Maia. 
“Tam tho Queen’s maid, 
Terrible was the order given me! 
Ii is Gop? Chand the King 
That stands at our door!” 
Rant Pétum dai. 
305 “ Why weepest, my maid? why art distressed ? 
Why hast dust upon thee ? why art teuring thy hair ? 
Why art tearmg thy hair, my unud, im such misery of 
beart ? 
Thou wentest to beat that evil joy and thou hast come 
back weeping ! 
Hath the joyi suid any evil words to theo ? 
$75) What is the reason (of all this), my wuid? where are 
thy seuses?’”” p 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


THE LEGEND OF RAJA Gor? CHAND. 31 


Bandi. 
« Ai Rani, sun Iijiye, ham se kaha na jie! 
Ja dekha Maharaj ko chit gayi kamla¢! 
Chit gayi kamlae, arf, main phir bagif keshi. 
Kis ko marfii? kis so nikilNi ? karan lagi laulesha, 
815 Kanon mundri, gall bich self, kar jogt kd bhesa, 
Dar par thire bhik mingte Gopt Chand Naresd !” 
Bini Patam Dai. 
“ Ai Bandi, bitin teri gai hid tan chir. 
Ji dekh Maharaj ko, kis bidh hfe faqir. 
Kis bidh hie fuqir ? Abhi maia darshan karne jitf. 
820 Hiro, moti, la’l, jawihir, swarran thill sajiti. 
Brahrp tan upjaé meri.” 


Maid. 


“© O Queen, hearken, I cau hardly say it ! 
I went and saw the saint and my heart 1s grioved | 
My heart is grieved and I tear my hair. 
Whom was I to strike? whom was I to turn ont? 
Great is my fear ! 
815 Rings in his cars, uecklace round his neck, in the clothing 
of a jogi, 
At thy door begging alms, is Gopi Chand, the Lord of 
men!” 
Réni Patam Ini, 
“O my maid, thy words pierce my flesh and bones. 
T will go and sce the saint, (to see) how he became a 
mendicant. 
How became he a mendicant ? I will go and sce him at 
once. 
820 Bring diamonds, pearls, rubies and jewels (for mc) on 
__ golden platter : 
‘My heart yearns on account of separation from him.’* 
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Chal deorhf pe ati. 
Sab ranwis jharvko ligt pardi chhut? buuiti. 
Rani Pitam Dai. 
“Main Pitam Daf niri: 
Rap majh ko hai bhirt. 
825 Bhichha lo, Mabarij ; 
Nath, maii khart agaet 1” 
Raji Gopt Chunad. 
“ Garj nahia is bhik ko, rij hamei toj din. 
Ych pathar ham kya kare’? Sun, Rint parbin. 
Sun Rani parbin, hamire kisi kim nabii Aven. 
380 Bhojan hai to hizir de do. Kya is men se khaven ? 
Aiso bhik nabia lene ki: sat ke bachan sunivon, 
Bar bir samjhi chuki hia, bhik de, ham javet.” 


She went to the gate, 
And all the palace (ladics) parting the screens peoped 
out from the windows. 
Rint Pitam Dai. 
“Tain Rani Pitam Dal : 
Great 18 my beauty. 
825 ‘Take the alins, ¥ rij j* 
My Lord I stand Ix fore thee.” 














vi Cop Chana. 





“TL want not such alms; I have given ap my ki 
What should 1 do with these stones? Hear, my wise 
Queen, 
Hear, my wise Queen ; they would be of no use to me. 
330 If any food be ready give t me. What could I eat 
among these ? 
I cannot take such a! it is truth that 1 tell thee. 
Again and again have L said, give me alms (of food) 
and I gu.” 





-_———- 


The form of address usual towards fagtrs. 
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Réni Pétam Dai. 
“Ky@a, Rajt, bbarmé gue? Ham ko karat birin ? 
Kaun bat mukh se kaho? kyfi ho guc nipat nidin ? 
333 Ho gae nipat nfidin, Raoji? kaist bat sunat ? 
Pan khieke sej ram li, ab kahte mukh se ‘ Mat’! 
Khie katari jauhar kardngt, ho jé jagat hansat. 
Solih sau Pitam Dai Rani kihcko parnii ? 
Ham solah sau Rani. 
340 Tajenge ab sindagint ! 
Ham ko karat birin, 
Kabhi mata ki mani!” 
Raji Gopi Chand, 
“ Ai Rani, tum xo kahii niyo man chit lie. 
Jog lia; jab garhist, kya lena jog kamie ? 





Rani Pitam Dai. 
“O Raji, why hast been deceived? Why ruin ust 
What is this thou sayest with thy lips? Why has 
becomo altogether foolish ? 
335 Become altogether foolish, Sir King ? What is it that 
thou suyest ? 
Eating pin,* thou didst enjoy my bed, and now thou art 
saying ‘Mother !? 
I will stub myself with a dagger and become w sucrifice, 
for the whole world will jeer. 
Why then didst thou marry tho sixteen hundred 
(Queens) and Pitum Dai? 
Wo sixteen hundred Ranis 
40 Will now give up our lives! 
He hath ruined us, 
his mother’s words 












“O Rani, I tell thee: hearken with heart and soul. 
J havo taken the saintship: if 1 remain married how 
can my saintship prosper { 








© Figurative expression meuming the same as what follow». 
vou. 1.—5 
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845 Leni jog kamie? Apni mtd kt kabf mini. 
Gadi baithe rij kare then jab thi apni Rani. 
Jog 1i4 mukh set? bola ‘ dlakh, dlalch’ ki bénf. 
Ab t( mtd lagt dharm kf! Gyan dia Gur gyfni!” 
Réni Pitam Dat. 
“ Ai piyd, ham marenge, tan bich khie katir. 
350‘ Putr’ mukh se na kahtf ; larzi jia bamir. 
Larzi jit hamar, Rioji: kaisi bit sunii? 
Hamre sang kind tha bhoga, ab ky(i mit thairit ? 
Bare pip bhogo, Mahirija; jog pauth aabfa pat! 
Yeh prichhat sir sc nahia utare, Nark kund ko jilo !’ 
Raja Gopi Chand. 
355 “ Ai Rani, t0 anant guni; kyQu karti hankir ? 
Karam rekh talte nabid ; ky(i tan khilo kutar f 





845 How can my saintship prosper? I obeyed my mother’s 
words. 
When I sat on my throne and was a king, then wast 
thou my Queon. 
(Now) having taken tho saintship" call ‘dlakh, dlakh’ 
with my lips. 
Now thou art my sworn mother! The wise Gurd bath 
given mo knowledge !” 
Jini Pitam Dai. 
“0 iny boloved, I dic, stabbing myse!f with a dagger. 
350 1 will not call thee ‘sen’: my heart trembles. 
My heart trembles, Sir King: what hast thou said ¢ 
Thou wast luppy with mv, why hold me mother now 
This great sin shall bold thee, Mahirijd; thou shalt not 
win (the reward of) the saintship ! 
This sin shall ever be upon thy hoad, and thou wilt go 
down into Hell!” 
Lijit Cpt Chand. 
BWI “O Rani of boundless cacellence, why art vexed f 
The lines of fate ure not {to be) blotted out: why stab 
thyself with a dagger ? 
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Kyi tan kbie katir, RAntji? Kyfa man rodan lagi? 
Jo mar jdegt pran ghitkar, deg jagat burit. 
Ab mahilon mon yeh solah sau lagen dharm ki mili! 
360‘ Putr’ kahke bhichha I do, dsan ko phir jiiea.”” 
Rint Pitam Dat. 
“ Ai Raja, tam dekhtyo, idhar karo tam dhyin. 
Tum to jogi ho gaya, ham ko karat birdn. 
Ham ko karat biran, Haojt; tum no kya farmio? 
Sab ranwas jharoke lagi kunjaa si kurlio! 
365 Jo tum ko jogi honda thi, kyfa sir mor bandhai ? 
Solab sau sabar porogt barnrd jt tarsli.” 
Raja Gopi Chand. 
“ Ai Ranf, ta sochti: kya hott dilgir? 
Mobun scjoti sov the, ab hoo daran pty. 





Why stab thysolf with a dagger, my Lady Queen? 
Why grieve in thy heart ? 
If thou dio destroying thy own life, the world will 
blame thee. 
Now aro ull the sixteen hundred queons of tho palace 
my sworn mothers. 
360 Call mo ‘son,’ and give me the alms, and I will go back 
to my seat.” 
Lint Paitam Dai. 
“0 Raja, see: pay attention to me, 
Thou hast become « jog’, ruining us. 
Ruining us, Sir King: what bast thou said? 
(Look) all the palace (women) at the windows are 
wailing. like wild geese ! 
365 If (thy intontion) ~was to become a jogi, why didst thou 
(cvor) biad thy orest upon thy head (as a king) ? 
Tho curso of the sixtocn hundrod bo upon thee that 
hast wounded their hearts.” 
Raji Gopi Chand. 
“©O Queon, thou dost brood: why art sad at heart? 
J (once) slept on pleasant beds, now am T in great 
trouble. i 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


36 LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Job se daran pir, Ranfji, kyf:i dil men ghabaraf ? 

870 Likha karm ki nahi mitt haf: samajh soch man mabtit, 
Jab bam rij kareii the yebii se, jab tum ko parnaf. 
Ab to chhor dia sab dhand& tan mea bhasham ramie, 
Alakh Purakh kf yeh maya, na kini jag men pai. 
Ttna bf sanjog likb’ tha; Bidhna bat bandi.” 


Rani Patam Dai. 
375“ Maii Raji bint? kardia gall bich pall dar. 
Honhir so ho chuki, ab man karo bichar. 
Ab man karo bichir, Rioji, raj pit sab tyigi. 
Solih sau bilagti chhori, kis bidh hie birigi ? 


Since I am in great trouble, my Lady Queen, why art 

distracted in thy heart ? 
370 The lines of fate are not to be blotted out: ponder it 

in thy heart. 

When I was a King here, then T married thoo. 

Now have I given up all (wordly) affairs and rubbed 
usbes on my body. 

This ix the mystery of the Immortal Being; no one in 
the world hath futhomed it. 

So much companionship was written (in our fate) ; Fate 
hath done this.” 





Rint Ditam Dai. 
375 “I beseech thee, Raji, with my kerchicf round my 

neck.* 

What was to be has been, but bethink theo now. 

Bethink thee now, Sir King, giving up (thus) thy king- 
dom and thy power. 

How canst thou be a mendicant and leave thy sixteen 
hondred queens ? 


* In great humility. 
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Ji din dekhfa rfp tumhari prom rip mei pigt, 
380 Ab chhorfi kit jin, Mabiraja ? tert hf sang lig!,” 


Rajé Gopt Chand. 
“ Ai Rani, ky sochti ? kyfi hoti behill ? 
Raj karo, khushita karo, sab kuchh chhord mal. 
Sab kuchh chho;4 ind, mulk mei rij karo sab nari. 
Ai Pitam Dai, ham nirbhigi, mat kar hats hamart, 
385 Jis din mahirl janam hid thi un med kyfn nahii 
bichart ? 
"Yuin kiheko man apue ko rudan kariutt, piyart ? ” 


Rani Pigam Dat. 
“ Ai Raja, hamri bithi suniyo man chit lie. 


From the day that 1 saw thy beauty I have been 
entranced with the love of it. 

380 How can | go and leave thee now, Mabirdja? I yo with 
thee!” 


Raja Gopi Chand. 
“O Rani, why art sad ? Why art miserable ? 
Rule and rejoice, for T have left thee all things. 
1 have left thee all things; let all the women* rule 
the country. 
O Pfitam Daf, 1 am unfortunate; make me not a laugh- 


ing stock. 
885 Why did they not ponder over this on tho day I was 
born ft 
Why art thou thes grieving thus in thy heurt, my 
beloved ?”” 


Rani Péitam Dai. 
“© Raj, hoarken to my wailing with heart and soul. 


* i.2,, hiv 1,600 Queens. + And destroy me and sv preventsit. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


38 


890 


3895 


390 


395 


LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Ag lagti is rij ko, marda zahar bis khie. 

Marfa zahar bis kbic, Raojf: kAl hamard aya. 

Mainiwanti apne karan tam ko jog diwiya. 

Ap baithke rij karegi apna mata upilya. 

Solah sau ka sabar pareyil: hamra jf tarsdyi.’”” 
aja Gopt Chand. 

« Mita ne ham ko di jog singisan gyn. 

Jo us ko main tyig dda, hot dharm ki hin. 

Hot dharm ki hin, hamira jtwan kaise hoi ? 

Ai Patum Daf, prem ’ishq men surt dt main ne dabot. 

Mohe rdp ki bigh njira prem bel ab boi. 

Phal aur phd rabid Qismat ki; Rim karo so hol.” 


I will sot this kingdom ablaze ;* I will take poison and 
dic. 

I will tako poison and die, Sir King: (the time of) my 
death hath come. 

Mainfwanti hath made thee a jogi to gain her own 
ends, 

She hath made a design to rule (tho Fingdom) herself. 

The curso of (us) sixteen hundrod queens will fall upon 
her: she hath wounded our hearts.” 

Naja Gopt Chand. 

“My mother hath given moe the highest knowledge 
(that comes) of devotion, 

If I foreswear thut, my virtue will be rumed. 

My virtue will be ruined, and how shall 1 lve (in the 
next world) * 

O Pitam Dai, I am given up to the contemplation of the 
love (of God). 

I have uprooted the garden of lust and pleasure and 
have planted the (crovping) plaut of the love (uf 
God). 





& “The blossom and the fruit rest with Fate: it will bo as 


God wills.” 
—1— 
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Réni Pétam Dai. 
“Tum to jtno ho, piya, jog panth ki gyan. 
400 Hamri madh ky@a torid? Is ka karo bikhan. 
Is ki karo bikhin, Kiojf; ham kaist kar jiven ? 
Jogan banko sang chalvngo, zahar piyila piven ! 
Hai karat hirdS pitf hai; ab kaisi kar seven ? 
Hath bindhke kharf aga:f ; charan tumhare nevei.” 


R4jé Gopi Chand. 
405 “ Pitam Dal, sun Iijo; hamri ychi updes. 
Jo tum ko sang le chaltti, kar jogan ki bhes : 


Kar jogan ki bhes, piyiri, tum ko sang lo jada, 
Tab tf hai Patam Daf udri, jog panth nahia pita. 


Rint Pétam Dat. 


“Tf thon know, my love, the knowledge of the way of 
devotion, 
400 Why hast thou torn away the bloom of my (youth)? 
Explain this. 
Explain this, Sir King: how am I to live? 
I go with theo as a jogan,* (or) I drink a cup of poison! 
My heart breaks with my wailing: how shall I serve 


thee now ? 
With joined hands I stand before thee, bowmg to thy 
feet.” 


Raji Qupt Chand. 





405 Patam Dai, hear me ; this is my admonition. 
If Ttako thee with mo, turning thee into a joyan: 
Turning thee ints 1 joyany my beloved, if 1 take thoo 


with me, 
Then wouldst thon be Paitam Dai my wifo, and my 
saintship would not profit me.t 


# Fomale devotee. i 
+ It being necessary that he should be evlibate. 
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Nindiya kare jagat hi sara, jit hf mar jada. 
410 Karke sabr baith mabilof men: bar bir samjhiiin.” 


Rani Pétam Dai. 
“ Sabr ky man apne ? Suno, Rio Mabarij. 
Ham ko chhor nirds, ji, ni sidh raho kuchh kaj. 
Ai Raja, jabbi né sidh rahe kuchh kaj; janam bithé 
kyfin khoya ? 
Ham ko karat bilip, chain sc kaiso soya ? 
415 Jaubar karenge mahil sarb solah sau Rint, 
Jaise tarphe min pare jal bin pini. 
Hirda kya kathor? nahta pichhla neh jana ! 
Ham ko kar barbid, kahi mati ki mani! 
Tam to ho gae aj shake bhitpan men bhart! 
420 Kydn hie nidin? min lo stkh hauiri!” 


The whole world would blume me and I should live « 
living death, 
410 Be patiout and dwell in this pales: over aud over 
again do I exhort thee.” 


Kan Pétaw Dai. 


is there in my heart ¥ Mear, my Lor 






O Raja, let nothing then prosper (with thee): why 
Jose a life use lessly ? 
Making me miserable, how shalt thon sleep at thy case? 
415 All the sixteen hundred queens of the palace will sacri- 
fice themselves, 
As fish are restless out of the water. 
How hard is thy heart, that hast forgotten thy old love ! 
Ruining me to obey the mother’s whims ! 
(Even) to-day » thy mien mghty and majestic !, 
420 Why be (0) foolish * Hearken tu my admonition !” 
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Rajé Gopi Chand. 
« Ai Ranf, anant gani, bolo imrat bain. 
Jagat bich, sun Ifjo, supnd hai din rain. 
He Ran{jf, supnd bai din rain; nabia raht! thir ky, 
Chhin mea bf ur jae, jaisi brichh ki chhayd. 
425 Ho Raniji, rij, pat, dhan, mal gac sab rije tyfgi. 
Brahmi se chal base gae sanyiis! biragi. 
Ho Ran{ji, Dasrath se chal baso, putr jin ke Bhagwind. 
Kitni dharti gai ? Guo kitne asmin jabina? 
He Ran{ji, gac bahot se sidh ! gac asmin ghanero! 
430 Itue tire gae? gav sussi bhin bahvtero! 
Ho Ranjji, td birho mea pari, dar kijo chitrit, 
Mai kabta samjhie, suno td man chit liv.” 








Réjd Gopi Chand. 
“«O Rani, of infinite excellence, thou sayest swect words, 
Ilcar me: day and night is this world a dream. 
O my Lady Rant, it iso dream day and night; nor 
does thy body remain here. 
In u momount it flies away us the shadow of a troe. 
425 O my Lady Rant, rule and power and woulth and goods 
have all kings resigned. 
Mendicants and devotees have resigned Brahmai.* 
© my Lady Rani, Dusrath hath youc, whose son was 
God.t 
Mow many earths have gone ? How many heavens aud 
worlds ? 
O my Lady Rint, many saints have goue and many & 
heaven ! 
430 Many a star, aud inany « sun and moon ! 
O my Lady Raui, a soparation uth come to thee ; put 
away thy surrow. 
T exhort thee, hear thou with heart and soul.”” 


worldly plewsures. , 
usually now-a-days Jasrath, was the father cf Rima 
Rim, now-a-days God. 

vo: 1.—6 
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Rémi Pétam Dal. 

“Hamen bilakt! chhorke tan mari birho ké tir. 

Na jog suphal ho, Rioji, jo tum hie faqir. 
435 To Rajaji, jo tum hie faqir, chhor dint umrif. 

Durlab hai rij, nabfi phir miltd yohin bhi. 

Darlab hai sansir, bari durlab hai Rani. 

Darla hai yoh sej ; tumbei man men kyf jant? 

Tio RAjijf, durlab hai sab jogat, aur sab durlab bhogi. 
440 Tum to jogt he, mero ko luga birogt !” 


[dja Gopi Chand. 


“He Rani, is jagat men, jhth! jagat prit. 
ThAthi baia chhiplatis, jLtht prom prit. 


Rént Pétam Dat. 
“Leaving me wailing thou hast pierced my heart with 
the arrow (of separation). 
May thy snintship not profit thoopSir King, that hast 
become a devotee. 
435 That hast bocome a dovotec, O my Lord Raja, giving 
up thy nobility. 
A precious thing is monarchy, you will uot obtain it 
again here. 
(The possession of) tho world is precious, and o very 
precious thing is a Queen. 
A precious thing is the (royal) bed ; whut art thinking 
in thy mind. 
O my Lord Raj&, the whole world is a procious thing 
and a precions thing 1 happiness. 
440 Thou hast become a joy: and soparation bath come 
upon me!” 








Rij Gupi Chal 
“0 Rini, false iy carthly love in this world. 
Fulae the flatteries, false the love aud affection. 
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Tho Ranjjt, jhathi prom prit, jaisi tarwar ki chhiya. 
Jhdthi mnmti moho; jagat supnd kf maya. 
445 Ho Rinjji, kimrdp bhamang chhiwat hi bikh charh 
jo: 
Main jogi, abdhdp jac sau kos parla. 
Ho Réniji, man chaho bairig, bhog kaiso kar Ifje? 
Deh mio mar jac. Kaho, ub kais! kije ?” 
Réni Pitam Dai. 
“He Raja, binti karin, charan tumbiro lig. 
450 Jab lag jidagt, piy’, nokia mitegd dag. 
Ho Rajiji, nabih mitegd day, lag& birde ke mihin! 
Kis par karQa pukar? Bith sunti kof nibin. 
Kalponge din rain rudan apne kar mihin. 
Gor cle uadhor, piy®, ang bhasham ramio. 


O my Lady Rani, fulso the love and affection as the 
shadow of a tree. 

Falso the desire and the lust: tho world is tho illusion 
of a dreaw. 

445 O my Lady Rani, tho poison of lust works by contami- 

nation : 

Tam a joyi, I must go from it a hundrod miles away. 

O my Lady Rant, I am beut on mendicancy, how can I 

partake of pleasures t 
My body is dead (to them). Say, how could I do it?” 
Ldn Pitom Dai. 
“O Rajé, I beseech thee, falling at thy foot. 
450 As long as I live, my belovod, tho stain of this will 

not be bloke d ont. 

O my Lord Riji, the stain will not be blotted ont, it is 
deop down in my heart ! 

On whom shall [ call? None hearoth my wailing. 

T shall pass the days aud nights in wooping. 

Thou hast thrown a darkness round mo, my beloved, in 
rubbing (those) ashes on thy body. 
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455 Ho Riajtji, n& Ago kof putr, sabr man kaise kfje ? 
Yeh dulh sabi na jie, kithan ji hamra Ifjo !” 


Rajé Gopi Chand. 

“He Rant, t dekh le, kar hirdo men gyfn. 

Ab tam ko to par gao R&in bhajan ki bin: 

Ho Ran{jf, Rim bhajan ki bin; aur kraj nahi kof. 
460 Kabhi na tyigfa jog; param dukh ham ko hie. 

Ho Ranfjt, Ganga Jamné do ulat parbat jive ; 

Chand, sfrij rath phir ulat Pachham ko jive ; 

Tlo Ranfjf, ulti pirtht hovo, talo ho ji asmind : 

Silwant sat chhir kare piyd ki binf ; 


455 O my Lord Réji, I have no son, how thon can I have 
patience in my heart ? 
This pain is not bearable, bittoracss is in my heart !’” 


Raja Gopt Chand. 
“Look you, O Rinf, take knowlodgo into thy heart. 
Now on thee is fallen (the duty of) singing the praiscs 
of God: 
© iny Tay Rint, of singing the praises of God: there 
18 no other duty. 
460 I will never give up the saintship ; great troubles have 
L suffered. 
O my Lidy Bini, Gangi aud Jamnd may both flow back 
to the hills; 
The chariot of the sun and moon may travel crookedly 
to the West ; 
O my Lady Rani, the certh may turn over and thc 
heavens fall; 
# A woman that hath given up modesty and virtuo muy 
wear the garb of « beloved (wife) ;* 


* Bear Lene lf asa true wife. 
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465 Ai Rinfjt, itni kiraj hove ; jog main kabhi na tyaghi! 
Dhydn dhardi; Gur Deo parfi charnon: chit lighn.” 


‘An pitd ke god men baith gai dar hil; 

Rovo putri bolti karke hil behal. 

Raj Kanwiiri, 

“Tle Babalji, karko hil bohal hamoi kit chhorttii jac? 
470 Kaun kare mahird piyir? Nahin kof sang ki bhai! 

Uc Babalji, kaun kare mahird biyah? Kaun karegd 

mahiri sagit? 

Kann hamen do bhoj ? Kaun phire log mangii? 

Khao katird marfi; anant tumharo gall dilaa! 

Kabht na dedngi jan, bhokh jogt ki tirda.* 


465 © my Lady Mini, all theso may bo; but I novor givo 
up tho saintship f 
I moditate: I fall at tho foct of the holy Guri: I in- 
cline my heart (to him).” 


Coming into her father’s lap and sitting down in 
wretched plight, 

Ilis weeping daughter spake (to him) wailing. 

The Vrincess, 
“0 futher, why Icavest thou me, making me wretched ? 
470 Who will love me now ? 1 have no brother with me! 

© fathor, who will arrange my marriage 2+ Also my 
betrothal ? 

Who will send 1+ (to the bridegroom’s house) ? Who 
will call me () me) again ?f 

I will stab myself and die; I will ever koep (my arms 
round) thy neck ! 

I will never Ict theo go, 1 will tako off thy jogi’x garb. 


For utdran, + An absolute necessity to a Himdu gir}. 
Ceremonics connected with marriugos. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


46 LEGENDS OF TUE PANJAB. 


475 Yeh solah aan ndr umang joban ras bhiut, 
Un se chhor prit, jog chint dman Haft!” 
Raja Gopi Chand. 
“ Han, bett, jogi hdc, ang babhit ramie. 
Ab tumhari mumté nahif: kin dinf bharmai ? 
Ky fn dini bharmai ? Panth hamra kya ghori? 
480 Nahta mujh ko pabehiin, nim nabtii jinda tort. 
Ho betf ri, kya roo? Kya jhure samajh apno man 
mihia ? 
Yeh Gopi Chand Rao ij tera bibal nahi! 
Tio bett ri, tum jino, ‘ mahira pitt Ifa bisyar ne khio. !” 
Main janQa ghar bich nabia kaniyAn janmil | 
485 Wahi karo thirl biyéh p Chandrawal Rint. 
‘Wahi tumhoa de bhej, waht le beg bulio.” 


475 Thoso sixtcen hundred queens in the fall bloom of youth 
und beauty ; 
Rejecting theirlove thou hust giventhy heart to dovotion !’” 
Ritjé Gopi Chand, 
“T have become a jogi, my daughter, rubbing ashes on 
my body. 
Thave nolove for thee now: who bath beondeeviving thee ? 
Why have thoy deceived thee? Why have they sur- 
rounded my path (with difficulties) ? 
480 Iromember thee not: I know not thy name. 
My daughter, why weepest? Why destroy the reason 
(that. is) in thy mind ? 
This Raja Gopi Chand is not thy father to-day ! 
My daughter consider thou that a snuke hath slain thy 
father ! 
To not know (now) that a girl was ever born in my house ! 
485 Sho will arrange thy marringe (thy mother) Raat Chan- 
dréwal.* 
She will sond theo (to tho bridegroom’s house) and 
quickly call thee (home) again.” 
T © This must be some other queon of Gopi Chand 
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Réj Kanwirl, 

“He more gyint pita, kar hirde mci gyfn. 

Ang bhikan utérke ky@a chirwie kin ? 

Ho Babaljt, kydi chirwie kin ? Ksho, kaiso man oo? 
490 Gabno basham utér, ang kyii bhasham ramif ? 

Ger chale andher bhi jite nirdhari. 

Tum bin hamri kaun jagat men thimbanhird ? 

Balt ’umar nidin man hamri kyfn tori? 

Bin dekhe nahi rah, chit ab kaisc mari?” 


Raja Gopi Chand. 
495“ Ho bett, sacht kahiia: apni man samjhio. 


Kyi rovo man Apne? Pathar chit banic. 
Pathar chit bando; nabfa rdwat bandi. 


Tho Princéss. 


“O my wiso father, take wisdom into thy mind. 
Why hast takon tho jowels off thy body and borod thy 
cars ? 
O father, why hast bored thy ears? Say, what camo into 
thy mind? 
490 Why hast taken off thy jewels and thy clothes and 
rabbed on tho ashos on thy body ? 
Why hast cast darkness round us iv tho midst of tho 
stream (of lifo) ? 
Except thee who is our supporter in this world ? 
Why break my heart in this my early youth ? 
1 will not live excopt I soc thee, how shall my heart 
turn back from thoc now ?” 
Ltéjé Gopi Chund. 
495 “O my daughtor, I tell thee truth: teach thou thy 
heart: 
Why woop in thy heart ? Make thy heurt a sione. 
Make thy heart a stone aud weep not. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


48 LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Kabhi na meté jéo karm jo ank likhal. 

Kacha bartan hove, jidhar phere phir jae: 
500 Ham to jogihte; Guri ne die pakie,” 

Raj Kaiwéri, 

“ He Raji, hamro pita, tyAg chalo sab bhog. 

Putri ki yeh bachan hai 

Suphal tumbéara jog, pitdjt! Suphal tambhir! bint! 

Suphal tumhari bari tapashiy ! Suphal Nath gur gyfui! 
505 Lakh dafa, samjhfyd tum ko: mahirt sikh ni mini! 

Chhir chalo kalar moa kiniyda yeh solah sau Rint! 

‘Ham man saber karenge pitd bin’; yeh kyi tum no 

thant? 
Karke jaubar, prin tej dengo: yi le nischi jini!” 





Tho lines that fato hath written can nevor bo blotted out. 

If the platter bo unbaked it can be turned (as the 
potter listoth) : 

600 (But) I have become a jogi; the Gurd hath baked (the 
platter).” 
The Princess. 

“© Raja, my father, thou hast (indood) renounced all 
pleasures. 

This is thy daughtcr’s blessing: blessed bo thy suint- 
ship ! 

Blessed bo thy saintship, my father! Blossod thy words ! 

Blessed thy great asceticism! Blessed the Saint, thy 
wise Gurf! 

505 A thousand timos I ecxherted thoe and thou wouldst 

not hearkeu ! 

Thou hast left thy daughter and tho sixteen hundred 
queons in the desert (of despair)! 

That we shall have paticnco in our hoarts without thoo! 
What is it thou hast thought ? 

Sacrificing ourselves we will givo up our lives: know 
this for certain.” : 
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Réjé Gopi Chand. 
“ He bett, jakar kaho, maii samjhaaa toe. 

310 Mukh se ‘putr’ kahieke bhik diwt de moc. 
Bhik diwa de moe, rf, mukh se ‘ putr’ kahie. 
Mahil qila rahne ke chhore ban khand surt lagée. 
Der hdi, Gur ham ko mire, ablag bhik nif. 
‘Pute’ kahke bhik diw4 de, jog suphal ho jai. 

$15 Maia haa jogt ka chela. 

Girhist se rahia akela. 
Raj pat dia chhor, 
Baua fagir albeld.” 
Raj Kaiwari. 
To mita, bint? kara gall bich palld dir. 

520 Honhir so ho gai, ab man karo bichir. 

Ab man karo bichar: pitd ue taj di sab umrit. 


Maja Gopi Chand. 
“O my daughter, go and tell them, I beseech thee. 
510 (Tell them tv) call mo ‘son’ and give wo als. 
(To) give mo alms, dear, aud cull mo “son.” 
I havo left my palace and furt and iy desire is (to go 
into) the forests. 
1t is late, the Gurd will beat me and till now tho alms 
have not come. 
Call me ‘von’ und give mo alms that my saiutship may 
prosper. 
B15 Tam the Juyi’s disciple, 
Live apart from my family, 
T havo given up rule and power, 
And becou + simple mendicant.” 
Die Princess. 
“O mother, I beseech theo with my kerchiof round my 
neck, 
520 What was to be has boon, ponder it now in thy mind. 
©Poudor it now in thy mind; my fathor hath givey up 
his high station. 
Vou, 1L—7 
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Kén phirhke mundra dali, ang babhit raméi. 
Jo un ka tum jog chhur&o, degd jagat burial. 
‘Patr’ kahke bhik dil do, jog suphal ho jai!” 
Rint Paétam Dai. 
525 “He boti, kaist kah(h main hia sfl satis ? 
Mukh ‘ putr’ kaisi kahdi, wo aia, prau patis ? 
We haiti prin patis, ri bett; kyda sar pap charhave ? 
Kaun jagat ‘putr’ kahe ? Ham to bhar bhar chhiti Ave! 
_ Bhog kya jako sang sof, ab kyd pip lagive ? 
530 Nark kindh ko ja, hatiydri, khoti bit sundve.” 
Raj Kanwéri. 
“Flo miti, man samjhe; bhali karen Jigdis. 
Jitni tumbharo pis haiti charho hamire sis. 





Boring his ears he hath put in the rings and rubbed 
ashes on his body. 
If thou take away his saintship, the world will blame 
thee. 
Call bim ‘son’ and givo him almg.that his saintship 
prosper.” 
Réini Pitam Dat. 
525 “O my daughter, how shall I say it,I that am virtuous? 
How shall J say ‘son? with my lips to him that is tho 
lord of my life? 
He is the lord of my life, my daughter: why placo this 
sin upon my head ? 
What (wife) saith ‘son’ in the world? my heart is full! 
Why then did he enjoy me, that putteth this sin upon 
me? 
580 Go thou to hell, thou wretch, that said such ovil to me.” 
The Prineves. 
“O mother, think of it: The Lord* will reward thee. 
Pat all thy sims upon my head. 


Jagdin, the Lord of the world, ic., Siva, God. 
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Charho hamire sis, ri mtd, jitn? prachhit bhart. 

Burd bhali sab ham ko kahe, nis din dijo garf. 
535 Ab tum ko to yeh hi suphal hai jitni ho tam nari: 

Mukh so ‘ putr’ kaho pitd ko: mino bat hamari.” 


Putrt ke mane bachin, hia chit behal. 
Char padarath pfirke Ii hath men thal. 
‘Lia hath men thil. 
Réni Pétam Dal. 
“ Rao, main tere simhne df. 
540 Bhichh& lijo; kanth hamfire, chir padirath laf. 
Yeh hf hamrt asfs, piyajt, saphal terf sidh af! 
Ik bar kahtt, lakh bar kah dita, ‘ td putr, main maf!’ ” 


Put on my head, mother, all the weight of thy sins. 
Say all things good and bad to me, call me evil names 
day and night. 
585 Now this will prosper thoe and all of you queens, 
That you call my father ‘son’ with your lips: hearken 
to my words.” 


She obeyed tho girl and was wretched in her heart. 
Sho filled a platter with four delicacics and took it in 
her haud. 
Sho tuok the platter in hor hand. 
Rani Pitam Dai. 
“King, Iam come before theo : 
540 Take the alms; my husband, I have brought theo four 
delicacies. 
This is say blessing, my beloved, that thy saintship 
prosper ! 
el say it once, I say it a thonsand times, ‘thon art my 
son and I thy mother.’”” 
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Lekar bhhichh chal paro ; bhalt kari Jagdis f 
Gur apne pe anke charan niwaio sts. 
545 Oharan niwiio sis. 
Réjé Gopt Chand. 
“ Gardji, tumhard hukm bajiya. 
Solth sai mukh ‘ pate” kabio jabhi bhik maii layt. 
Biraa baras kf sutd kaiwfrt tin sai phand chhutiya. 
Ai Gur Deo, karo gat mert; tum se dhyta lagiya !’” 
Jalandhar Nath. 
“Gopt Chand, tum ye suno; bhojan jimo sang. 
550 Phir judi tisan karo; yeh hf fngiet rang. 
Yeh hi faqiri rang: hamei se Asan jada banio. 
Gur ka nim japo hirde mea, Har so dhyan lagio. 


Ho took the alms and went away: well hath the Lord 
dono ! 

He camo to his Gurf and bowed his head at his fect, 

545 Bowed his head at his foet. 
lajé Gopt Chand. 
“Sir Gurd, | oboyed thy order, 

I made the sixteen hundred (queens) call mo ‘son’ and 
then took the alms, 

My maiden daughter of twelve years played threo 
hundred tricks on me. 

O my Lord Gura, prosper iny work ; 1 meditate on 
thee 

Jalandhar Nath, 
* Gopi Chand, listen tu this > cook the food with me. 
550 Afterwards take up thy abode apurt; this is tho way of 

devotees. 

This is the way of devotecs: havo o separate abode 
from me. 

Repeat the name of thy Gurd in thy heart and modi- 
tute upon Iari* 


* Vishnu, God. 
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Alakh Nam jf se nf hiro, Ram Nim gur gio. 
Jog lie ki yeh hi maz4, Baikunth dahim ko jito.”” 
Réni Pitam Dal. 
555 “Sis hamirt, jan k4 tujh pe paro srip! 
Patr ko jogt kid, rij karoge 4p! 
Rij karoge Ap: hamen diran dukh dina! 
Solah san ki sabar jin apne pe lind! 
Jo karni chaho rij, nahiri ham karne deige. 
560 Agla pichhlA kt 4j sar bhar leiige. 
Na Dilse, nf IkhAo, nahi gat hogt tert. 
Karlye Narkon bis, pir tujho hove ghancre !” 
Nani Maindwanti, 
“ Airi Pitam Daf bahd, tum ho surgyfin. 
Patr main jogt kid, apnd dharm pabchin. 


Forget not tho Imperishablo Name in thy heart and 
praise the namo of God. 

This is tho fruit of devotion that thou go to Heaven.” 

Réni Pétam Dai.* 
555 “Mothcr-in-law,t the curse of my life bo upon thee! 

Thou hast made thy son a jogi, that thou mightest rule 
thyself! 

That thou mightcst rule thyself thou hast brought me 
to much trouble! 

Thon hast taken on thyself the curse of the lives of the 
sixteen hundred (queens) ! 

If thou wouldest rule I will not let thee. 

560 Iwill take a full (revenge) for ull thou hast done to- 

day. 

Nor ja deiakng; nor in cating shall ought prosper thee. 

Go and dwoll.in Heli, where thy agonies shall be many!” 

Rani Mainéwanti. 

“O my daughter Pitam Dai, take knowledge (of the 

things of Heaven). 
el mado my son a jogi, knowing my duty (to religion). 
® Scene changes. + Rant Mainfwantt. 
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565 ApnA dharm pahch&n, kt Gop! Chand jogt. 
Kaya un kf amar ant parlo min hog. 
He bahd rf nirmal, dekh sardp karan kanchan st kay@. 
Nirkhat suphal so, bah, kaiwar ko jog diwiy&? 
Apna suwid bigir kid putr nistért, 

570 Ky@a socho din rain, rudan kactt har bird ? 
Uder pastre pair, ptr mujh ko hai bhirt! 
Tum ky hot udis sith pheroa kf nart ?” 


Rani Pétam Dai. 


“ Sas hamari, kyfii kid putr ko yeh faqir ? 
Ta sukhiyd ab na rahe, ham ko diran pir! 
575 Ham ko daren ptr, dhir man kniso lived ? 
Mahiloi pa;d andher, chit kaiso sumjhivei? 
Joban lahar samundar dokh jf dar pe hamart : 





565 Knowing my duty I made Gop! Chand a jogl. 
His body shall be immortal and his glory endless in the 
world to come, 
O my pure daughter, behold his golden body. 
Faultless and fruitful, I made my son @ jogi, my 
daughter. 
Destroying my own desires I gave benefits to my son. 
570 Why grieve day and night, weeping every moment? 
Tie kicked im ny woinb and great was my pain! 
Why then art ¢how sad, that art (but) a wedded wife ?” 
Kini Pétam Dai. 
“ Mother-in-law, why didst thou thus make thy son 
devoteo ? 
Mayst thou know no joys that hast given mo great 
griofs ! 
575 Groat is my pain, how then shall I be patient ? 
A darkness hath fullou on the palace, how shall I teach 
my heart (not to grieve) ? 
Youth sees the waves of tho ocean (of life) and is afraid 
at heart. 


‘ 
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Kis bidh utaren pir, kathan birhe ki dhira? 
Ai sasurjt, hirdiya kid kathor: pir tujh ko nabii at! 
580 Putr kin chirdo, hamea kara rand bithii!” 


Réui Maindwanti. 


“ Ai rt Pitem Dai bahd, kyon man kif udfs ? 
Bhajan karo us Rim ki, ho Surgof mon bas | 
Ho baht ri, ho Surgoi meii bas, bart pt karan kijo. 
Rim bhajan ke het apni man tan dijo. 

585 He bab? rt, karo dia aur pun, mukat aput kar Iijo. 
Main kahti hur bir, dharm apud tat chlijo !” 


“ Bitha mert sun lijo, beté Gopi Chand, 
Sukh dsan ko chhorke pare mohe ke phand. 


How shall I cross over (plunged) in the bitter current 
of scpuration ? 
O mother-in-law, thou hast hardened thy heart: thou 
hast had no pity ! 
580 In that thou hast bored thy son’s ears and made me a 


widow!” 


Rant Maindwantt, 
“O my daughter Patam Dut, why grieve in thy heart ? 
Sing the praises of God and go to dwell in Heaven. 
My daughter, go to dwell iu Heaven, and fust for thy 
love’s sake. 
Deliver up thy body and soul to the praise of God. 
585 My daughtor, do charity and good works and earn thy 
salvation. 
T tell thee never fursake thy dutics !” 


“Hear my complaint, O my son Gopi Chand.* 
Giving up thy pleasures, thou art fallen into the snares 
of lust. 





* Olange of scene: Muinflwanti is now addressing Gopi Uhaud, re- 
penting of her former action. 
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He bet& re, pare mohe ke phand; Indar noe biid lagAya. 
590 Pawan chalat hai, dher bahot hi jal barsdya. 

He betf re, atlas makhmal sej bin kabhi nindra nahin af, 

Ab pnf par let, putr; maii kurlaf, 

He bet re, mahil qilé aur sakh chhorke rain katais 

Kit gaio palang niwar, sej philoa kt chhio ? 
595 He boetd re, kit gai sagart nfr, jinhei td par pawan 

jhulao? 
Yeh dukh rah& bhog, kahe Main’ Daf mii!” 
i Rijii Gopt Chand. 

“ Ho mitd, jangal to rahe hamre mahil attr. 

Bhdn mea sej komal bant, taj die palang niwir. 

He mita rf, taj dio palaug uiwdr, Khik men bis’ lind. 
600 Param sukhi ham hie, mobe sab hi taj dind. 


O my son, fullon into the snarcs of lust: this is tho 
evil doing of Indar.* 
590 Tho winds blow and tho rains full heavily. 
O my son, thou didst never sleep bute a bed of satin 
and velvet. 
‘Now, my son, thou slcepest in the rain and I grieve. 
O my son, thou passext the night without pulace and 
fort and comfort. 
Where has gone thy easy bed and thy couch of flowera? 
595 O my son, whore have gone all tho women that fauned 
thee (while asleep) ? 
Aud this trouble is thy lot; sath thy mother Maind- 
wanti!” 
Rijé Gopi Chand. 
“0 mother, the forest is my lofty paluce. 
The soft carth is my bed, giving up my enay couch, 
© mother, giving up my easy couch, J dwell in the dust. 
600. Mery happy am I, giving up all desires. 
al Pa rae an aaa 
* The god of the heavens. 
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He mita rt, raj, pat, dhan, mal, bojh main sar se tird:* 
Ab sofa sakh chain pritham, sab se hi niyér.” 
Rant Matndwanti. 
“ He bet, sun Njo mujh janant tf bat. 
* Is dukh mea, beti mere, kynikar kite rit? 
605 He betd, kyankar kate rit ? Bara komal tan ‘terf. 
Dekh zamin par bis, putr ji, larze mera. 
He beta re, wabfal ke singir 4p karo the chitrif. 
Ab kidhu saber,+ Mantri yd karif, 
He beta re, tyag jog, chalo sang, baithke rij kaméo. 
610 Man hamari kaha; deh ko ky(a tarsilo 2” 
Raja Gopt Chand. 
“He Mata, sun itjtye ; jo print mar jae, 
Phir khor ke bich met kaise parves ho jie ? 


O mother, I have put away rule and power and wealth 
and goods and greed. 
Now do I sleep at ease for the first time away from them 
all.” 
Rani Mainéwanitt. 
“O my son, hear the words of thy bearing mother. 
Why spend the nights in such trouble, my son? 
605 O my son, why spend the nights (thus) ? Very tender 
is thy body. 
Seeing thce dwell on the (bare) ground, my son, my 
heart trembles. 
O my son, thou didst rejoice as the ornament of the 
Court: 
Still there is time to call the Minister, 
O my son, and give up the ssintship and come to us 
and sit on thy throne. 
610 Hearken to my prayer; why destroy thy body ?” 
Réjé Gopi Chand. 
“O mother, hear me; if a man’s (soul) die, 
How can it again enter his body ? 
© For «tard. t For sawer. 
Vou, 1.—8 
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Kaise parves ho jie? Kahin, Mita, sun lije. 
Nikas bhanwar ur jie, ang phir kaise chhijo ? 
615 Part rahe hai khor, nahi mamté kare kol. 
Toa kydi hOt hai nédio ? ’aqal tumhare kydi khot ? 
Chhor di sab rij, sarb solih sau Ranf. 
Ab aist mat kaho: bol mukh imrat bint!” 
Réui Maindwanti. 
“ Chir Khint ramte phiro, karo des ki sair. 
620 Bangilt mat jilyo, jo t0 chihe khair. 
Chiho tum khair, tert barje bai mat. 
Bangala ke des matt jand, re bhit, 
Dekhegt rip terd bhagwé, jf, bind, 
Babind taj degt prin; hit kis bidh na? 
625 Chandan rukh chhor, matt lao, ji, bert. 
Bigare parlok ; kahi m4n le merf.” 





How can it re-enter? I tell thee, mother, hear me. 
When the soul has fled away, can the body be still alive? 
615 The dead body remains and none cares for it. 
Why art thon then foolish ? Why ba@® parted with thy 
senso t 
Ihave given up all role and all my sixteen hundrod 
queens : 
So speak not thus: say sweet words with thy lips.” 
Réni Maindwanti. 
“Wander over the Four Quarters, wander over the 
world. 
620 (But) go not to Bengal as thou desirest thy welfare. 
As thon desirest thy welfare, thy mother forbids thee. 
Go not to Bengal, O my beloved. 
She will see thy form and thy coloured (jogf’s) dress, 
And thy sister will give up her life (even) before 
(enquiring) how thou camest | 
amy Do not sacrifice the sandal tree to plant the wild plum 
tree : 
O thou wilt lose the life tocome: hear thou my preyer.” 
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Rajé Gopi Chand. 
“Jd din se jogt bhae kerke bhagwa bhes, 
Ghar solth sai nér tht, sab taj di hamesh. 
Sab taj di hamesh, bahin kaisi mar jigt? 
630° Yeh hf strat ko dekh, bahot si radan karegt. 
Ho Mata ri, dvenge samjhie, dhir man mea Uharegt. 
He Mita ri, tum Iijo bulie, phir kya rudan karegi ?” 
Réni Maindwanii. 
“Ta, bet& bhola phire, maii samjhia too. 
Ghar kf tiriya hai bhalf, na ghar ghar dolat hoe. 
635 Na ghar ghar dolat hoe, turt pran ganwive. 
Ap tire kul tar jagat nim karwive. 
Ab bichharoge putr, phir kaun milive ? 





Réjé Gopi Chand. 
“ Since tho day that I becamo a jog? and put on the 
coloured dress, 
I gavo up my house and the sixteen hundred queens 
and all for ever : 
All for ever; (so) why should my sister dic f 
630 When she sees my plight she will (only) woop bitterly.' 
O my mother, she will bo reasonable and havo patience 
in hor heart. 
O my mother, send for her (here) and then why should 
sho grieve ?” 
Réni Mainéwaniti, 
“Thou art a simplo fool, my son, I toll thee. 
An honest wife is happy, she wanders not from house to 
house. 
685 Sho wanders not from house to house and quickly she 
dies.* 
She gains salvation for herself and her name in all the 
world. 
But if a son be separated who will call him back Pt 


© After her husband by sati. a 
T ie,, a sister and a mother live on after separation. 
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Yeh chand& tasvir, mujhe phir nahii pive. 
Baitho ghar, raj karo, patr piyire. 
640 Main kahtt kar jor, bachan min hamire.” 
Raja Gopi Chand. 
« Ham jogt abdhit baii, karei des kt sail, 
Mata chhort bilakti, karea Gaur Bangild sail.” 
Régni, 
“ Sail hamea molk ki karni. 
Kaha kar jorke, janant. 
645 Des chal bahin ke se, 
Dhyin Gard charan so lie. 
Bagh bistar did lac. 
Gagan men bidalt chhaf. 
Mig barsan lago bharf. 
850 Bhi sidh budh gid sirf. 


It is a horrible picture that I meet him no more. 
Come home (then) and be king, my¢eloved son. 
640 I say it with joined hands; hear my prayer!” 
Raja Gopl Chand. 
“Tam a holy joyi and I will wander the earth. 
Leaving my mother wecping I will go to Gaur and 
Bengal.”* 


Song. 

“T will wander the earth, 

I tell thee my motler with joined hands.” 
645 He went to his sister’s country, 

And fell at his Gurd’st feet. 

He brought bis bed into the garden. 

And clouds overshadowed the heavens. 

The rain fell heavily, 
we And he lost his senses (for misery). 


© Gang, the old capital of Bengal, *$ Jalandhar Nath. 
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Bit rajni* gat sari. 
Prabha, tain ky& bipat dart ?” 
Réjé Gopt Chand. 
. “Tare gin gin kidhe main 4j kf rain. 
Utare, jt, kar bandagt Rabb thije ke bain ! 
655 Rabb thare ke bain; utho, ab dhyin agin, 
Ab Raji ke mahil jleke ‘flakh’ jagitn,” 
Khbopar le Ifa hath, Gur k# dhytin lagiya, 
Ji deorht ke bich nith ne ‘ilakh’ jagiya. 
Rajé Gopt Chand. 
“De bhichba mohe 4n, der itnt kyfa lit? 
660 Sun, band! kamzit, der itnt kyfn lat?” 


Champa Dat Rant kahf, bolt bachan sambhir. 





He spent the whole night thus, 
(Saying) “God, what misory hast thou brought 
upon me?” 
Réjd Gopi Chand. 
“ Counting the starst have I passed the night. 
O my heart, devote thyself to the service of God and He 
will save thee. 
655 God will save thee ; I will up and meditate on Him, 

Presently will I go to the king’s palace and call ‘Glakh.’” 


He took his bowl in his hand and meditated on his Gurd. 
Going to the gate the jugi called out ‘ lakh.’ 
Réjé Uopi Chand. 
“Come and give me alms, why are ye delaying ? 
660 Hear, thou wicked maid, why art thou delaying f” 
Said Rant Champ4 Datt using cautious words. 


* The night, + Metaphor; with great impatience. 
t Gopt Ohand’s sister. 
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Rani Champa Dai. 

«Bhichha lekar jilyo, nith kharo darbir. 

Parti hai dhdp, kha; ang pastje. 

Bhar motioa ki thil beg jogt ko dije. 
665 Jo bhojan ki kaj take ake dwara: 

Woh khave na dp us se dije sara. 

Yeh jogt ab dhtp kabhf khalf na jive. 

Le bhichhi de pie, der pal ki na live.” 


Bhichha le bind? chalt Raja ke darbir ; 
670 Deorht pahunchi, auke bolt bachan sambhin. 
Bolt bachan sambhir. 
Bandi. 
“ Bhik maia tum ge lide. 
Le, jogt ko lal.” 


Dor so ’araz lagiic. 





Réni Champé Dai. 

“Go to him with alms, for the saint stands at the door. 

Fierce is the sunshine, the sweat stands on his body. 

Go and fill a platter with poarls quickly and givoit him. 
665 If ho has come to our door for food, 

Give him all that wo have not caten. 

This jog? in the sun will never go sway empty. 

Go and givo him alms, delay not a moment.’ 

Taking the alms the maid wont to the Raja.* 


670 Reaching the gate she spake cautiously. 
She spake cautiously : 
Maid. 
‘I bring thee alms: 
* Take it, my jogi.” 


Standing apart she spake. 
© Dressed up as a fagtr. 
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Bindi. 
“ He piyardji, teri strat ko dekh bahot man mii sharm i. 
Jis ghar janamei, Nath, tert kya jfve mat?” 


7 Rajé Gopt Chand. + 

675 “ He bindi, tum se kabda, sun lijc man lie. 

TA bindt ranwas ki, merd jog akirat jéc; 

Jog akirat jo; tere nahii bhichba leda. 

Hamen Gurf ke fn bhik tum se né lefii. 

He bandi ri, bole bachan khator : bia larzd nahin terd ? 
680 Dbirdnager ki Bio, nim Gop! Chand merd.” 

Bandi, 
“ Kya, jog!, ’aqal gai ? bolo bachan sambhar. 
Jholi 1digt chhin ab, dhakke dda do char. 


Maid. 
“My friend, seeing thy beauty I am much grieved. 
My Lord, can the mother that bore thee be living ?” 


Rajé Gopi Chand, 
675 “My maid, I say to thee, take it to heart. 
Thou art a maid of the palace and my dovotion will be 
fruitless.* 
My devotion will be fruitloss : I cannot tako thy alms. 
Tam (a disciple) of the Gurd, I cannot take alms from 
thee. 
My maid, thon speakest hard words:t+ doth not thy 
heart tremble ? 
680 Iam the Lord of Dharinagar and my name is Gopi 
Chand.” 
Maid. 
“Where is thy sense gone, jogi? speak carefully. 
I will seize thy wallet now and give thee two or three 
slaps. 
© If I take from thee, + In asking me. 
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Dhakke dita do chr, jog men kaist bint bole ? 

TA jogt be-tmin hia bai ghar ghar mingat dole. 
685 Aise kare jawdb, kbar deorb! mabirt bolt ! 

Mardagt waia bias tere sir dharan par dolf |” 


Nainoa bhar bhar rote sun bandi ki bat. 


Réjé Gopi Ohand. 


“Tete hai mol 0, rikcht jf kt sth. 
Rakht jt kt sith ; 6j main Ifo ht faqtet. 

690 Ai bindf rf, tt mire mere bias, huf dil ki dilgtet. 
Raj pat dia chhor, taj maiti takht amfet : 
Yoh samjho man bich: likht mere karam faqtri.”” 


I will give thee two or three slaps: what is thy saint- 
ship saying? 
Thou art a scoundrel of a jogi and beg from house to 
house as a pretence. 
685 Saying such things (to mo) standing f our gato! 
I will strike thy head with a cane and throw thee in 
tho dust!” 


His eyos wore full of tears when ho hoard the maid's 
words. 


Raji Gopt Chand. 

“Firstly thou wert purchased and the favorite of our 
hearts : 

The favorite of our hearts: to-day am I s mendicant. 

690 O my maid, thou hast struck me with a cane and my 

heart is sad. 

T have given ap my rule and my power and parted with 
the honour of my throne: 

Understand this in thy heart; mendicancy was written 
in wy fate.” 
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Bandi, 
« JA, jogt ke balke, jo tt chuhe khair. 
Ghar ghar bhichhé mAngta kart dole sair ; 
695 Karta dole sair, chin le nér pardf, 
Yeh chhal kt bat ang wei bhasham ramit, 
Ho jogt re, kab taia lint mol? Hamoa, bindt, batlat ! 
Jholf ldngt chbin, kure td bubot buraf !”” 
Raja Gopi Chana. 
 Dhirénagar asthin hai, kaha tumhre pas. 
700 Gang@jt ka nabda hai; Gurd paran kfjo is! 
Paran kfjo ds, Gurdjt; yeb kumbh ka hai mela! 
Sab parwir chhorkar aya sab se bhala akola. 
Yeh duniyA matlab ki garjt; nahi gurd, nabia chelA ! 





Maid. 
“Go, thou jogi’s spawn, if thou desiro thy wolfare. 
Thou wanderest from house to house begging under a 
pretence : 
695 Under a pretence, to steal wedded wives. 
It is all for decvit that thou hast rubbed ashes on thy 
body. 
O my jogi, when didst buy mo? tell me, thy maid! 
1 will snatch away thy wallet, thou hast put me to much 
shame!” 
R4j4 Gopi Chand. 
“My home is Dharinagar 1 tell thee. 
700 1am come to bathe in the Ganges: may the Gurd fulfil 
my hope! 
Fulfil my hope, O Gurf\! this is a grand festival !* 
Leaving all my houschold I am come quite alone. 
This world is wrapt up in its own desires: none is 
teacher, none is disciple! 


cathe Iumbh meld is w fair held every trelve youre while certain 
tious. The scene shifts from time tv time. Allahabad 
ci br Brag) 





) and Hardwir have been the scenes of ‘ite of ‘kumbh 


vou. 1.—9 
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Ab Iijo ades hamari, mat na karo jhamelf. 
Chhor dia sansar 4j main; yeb jag darshan mela! 
Is mfyA se kot bache : hai pakke gur ka cheli!” 


Strat sohni dekhke rot parf tat kal. 
Kk mér mukh ro part ho gat bal-bebil, 
Ho gat hil-behal rudan kart! bhart, 
Bandi, 
“TA suniye man lide, tujhe kah de séri: 
‘ Champa Daf babin mujhe jo mil jae; 
Yeh kabti hia ap kha;@, mujhe dije batlae.’ 
Khappar hai hith, kin mundra dalt, 
Khari deorhi ke bar, nir nainon se jari.” 


Sunke bind! ke bachan man mea hii sandes. 


Take my blessing now and be not angry. 

I give up the world to-day : this world is (transient as) 
a fair. ‘ 

A few escape the illusion, the real disciples of the Gurd,” 


Seeing his beauty she began to weep. 
Crying out and weeping she became very wretched. 
She became very wretched weeping violently. 


Maid. 
“ Listen with heart and soul and I will tell thee all.* 
(Saith he) ‘I would meet my sister Champé Dat ; 
I tell thee standing here, show her to me.” 
Ho hath a bow! in his hand and rings in his ears. 
He standeth at the gate weoping.” 


Hearing the maid’s words there was s doubt in ber 
heart. 





To Rant Champ Dat. 
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Réni Ohampé Dal. 
*¢ Ab darshan kardia, kais& hai darvesh ? 
Kaisd woh darvesh ?” 


Jab hi chalke deorh! pe At. 
Réni Champé Dat. 
“ Lijo bhichhi, Nath, ab kyfa itn! der lag&i? 
Kaun des se bhi fund ? ham ko de batlie. 
720 Main pichhia hia, Nath: hamen ko dijo sach batlie. 
Karke bhagwe kapre bhar jog! ki bhekh. 
Yo jogi ka rfp hai! aise phirea anek, 
Phirte bai anek rfp dharke mohen: 
Kof maihion ke bich ap baithe soen. 
725 Yeh duniy4 sansfr phire matlab garji ? 
Kya bolf mokh fn ? nabfa chhithi larzt! 
Sun, bandi kamzit; kahfa tumhart tain. 
De moti ka thal ; jlo bhichha pat!” 


Le bhichha bandf chalf bhar motia ka thal. 





Réni Champé Dai. 
“T will see him now, what kind of mendicant he is. 
‘What kind of mendicant is he ” 


She went to the gate at once. 
Rini Champa Dai. 
“ Take the alms, my saint, why delay so long? 
‘Whence comest thou ? tell me. 
720 Iask thee, my saint: tell me truly. 
With coloured robes and the garb of a jogi, 
This is @ true jog?’s appearance! many such wander. 
Many wander about under various forms : 
Some sleep in huts. 

725 This world is ever taken up with its own desires. 
‘What hast thou said ? doth not thy heart tremble ! 
Listen thou wicked maid, I tell thee. 

Give him a platter of pearls: go and give him alma 
*‘The maid took the alms and the platter of pearls. 
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Bandi. 
“ Bhichha Ifjo, Gur Natbjf; ky@a ho rahe behil ? 
Kya ho rahe behil? N&thjf, mai bhichhé le ai. 
Hukm di{a Rint ne mujh ko, bhik den ko af. 
Kya karte ho soch, Nathji? kyda man soch |i 
Lene ho, to leo, Nathji; nahia, yehan se ram, 





Raja Gopi Chand. 
“Tn motii ko bhik ke nahfa mujhe darkar, 
Kankar pathar sab taje chhor fiy4 parwar. 
Sab chhor’ parwar, ri bdndi, kahtA mukh se bint, 
Ya to meri bahin lagi hai jo mabilon mei Rani. 
Main to faqir hia, rij taj, bag gao qalam nishint. 
Dije darshan karée bahin ki, ych main mantar thini,” 


Itni sun bindé chali, hud chit behal. 


Maid. 
“Take tho alms, my Lord Gurd, whyaart sad? 
Why art sad? my Lord, take the alms. 
The Rint gave mo tho order to give the alms. 
Why art grieved, my Lord ? why art sad at heart? 
It is to be taken, so take it, my Lord, or go away from 
here.” 
Raja Gopi Chand. 
“T want not alms of pearls, 
I have given up my housebuld and rocks and stones. 
1 have given up my honschold, my maid, { tell thee. 
It is my sister that is the Rant of this palace. 
I am s mendicant, 1 have given up royalty, and blotted 
it out (of my life), 
Tot me see my sister, this is my desire.” 


Hearing this the maid went sorrowfully. 
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Bandi. 
“Woh Gopt Chand Rio hai, ho rab hal bebal!, 
Ho raba hal bebil! Rao ne kAnoi mandra pit! 
Mukh de raj-somaj, Nath kf nd upma kaht jat ! 
74% ‘Yoh Champ4 Dat behin hamirf mojh ko de mili, 
Nahfa Dhdldnga absdn, rf Bandi; tujh ko Rom dobat!” 


Itni sunke bat jabhi Rani pe dn sunat. 
Bandi. 
“Is jogt ne apne mukh aisi bit sunif.’’ 


Itnt san Rang chalf, nahta logtt bar. 

750 Jo dokht hai danke kharé Nath darbir. 
Khare Nath darbér; dinke charnoi ais niwiya. 
Lind rp pahchin Raut ne, nainon nir bhariya, 


Maid* 
“He is Gopi Chand the king that is so wretched! 
That is so wretched! The king hath put tho (jogi’s) 
rings into his ears ! 
Right royal his face, the saint is beyond praiso! 
(Snith he) ‘Permit mo to see my sister Champa Daf, 
And I will never forget the obligation, my muid: I 
adjure by God!’ ” A 


— 


As soon as sho heard it she went and told the Ranf. 


Maid. 
“This is what the jogi said with his lips.” 


Henring this tho Teint wont without any delay. 
750 When she came tw the door sho saw the saint standing 
there. 
The saint was standing in the door: she went and 
bowed her head at his feet. 
She recognised him and the Rant’s eyes filled with tears, 


® A soliloquy apparently. 
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Réni Ohampé Dat. 
“ Ky&tum ne kuchh bhfr part bai? kyfn jogt ban ay 2” 


Itnt kabke part dharan par, nahi bol mukh aya. 
755 Hal bebal nabia s@jf bisiyar dang lagaya. 
Rant Champé Dal. 
«Kaun kare Kartér én sukh min dukh phyA?” 
Raja. Gopi Ohand, 
“ He bahind, sun Iije; man men rakho dhir. 
Kyfi man rodan lagiuti? ky@a sir phire chir? 
Kydn sir phéro chir! rudan kya man mea bhiet ? 
760 Rowat zar bazdr, nir nainon se jari? 
Karam likhé so haa, mn le ’araz hamirt. 
Dasrath ne taj de prin Ram banoa bis sidhirt. 
Ai bahina ri, kya hf nidn, rodan kartt din ratt ? 
Sun sun tere bain meri bharive chhiti!” 





Réni Champé Dal. 
“ Hath any sorrow come upon thee? why hast become 
8 jogi?” 
Saying this the fell to the earth and spake not with herlips. 
755 She lay senscless as if a snake had bitten her. 
Réni Champa Dal. 
“‘ What hast thou done, O God, bringing sorrow in the 
midst of joy?” 
Raj Gopt Chand. 
« My sister, hear me: have patience in thy heart. 
Why art weeping ? why art tearing thy hair ? 
Why art tearing thy hair? why art weeping so bitterly? 
760 Weeping so bitterly with tears in thy eyes? 
What fate hath written hath been, hear my saying. 
Dasrath gave up his life and Rim went to live in the 
forests.* 
P my sister, why art foolish, weeping day and night? 
~ My heart is full hearing thy words!” 
© Allusion to the well known scene in the Raméyana. 
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Rani Ohampé Dai. 
“ Ai bhéf, sun lijtye, hOA chit umang, 
Nahi hosh tan ki rabi, u;4 rip aur rang. 
Uré rfp aar rang, biran mere, bhar-bharive chhétt. 
Dekh-dekhke rip tumhari, rahf tan kf sidh jatt. 
Wahi ghar mere hath na ave, us din pahchéti, 
Mojh birhan ko dukh hai bharf, dekh surt mar jatf.” 


Réjé Gopi Chand. 
“Rudan kare mat, bawarf; kyGa haf bil bebdl? 
Dukh sukh hai sab Karam kf, kyfii pharo sir bal? 
Kyi phare sir kt bal, babin? kya radan lagao? 
Tum samjho man bich biran kof nahin, 
Hai jhtthA sansir, band supni ki mAya. 
Chhor! mimté prit, hith kist ke nahfa Aya. 


Réni Champé Dai. 


“O brother, hear me! my heart is sad. 

No pleasure is left in my body, flown are joy and 
delight. 

Flown are joy and delight, my brother; my heart is full. 

Seeing thy state, the joy of my heart hath departed. 

Would that the hour had not come to.me when I recog- 
nized thee! 

Heavy grief hath come upon me in seeing thee, quickly 
will I die.” 

Réjé Gopi Chand. 

Weep not, foolish one: why art sad ? 

Joy and sorrow are of Fate, so why tear thy hair? 

Why tear thy hair, sister ? why weep? 

Teach thy heart that I am no brother. 

Tt is a false world, the illusion of a dream. 

I have given my desire and love (for it): it is not of 
use to any one. 
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Jo dharte Hart dhyau mukat un kf ho jaf. 
Yeh jhatht hai prit, nahia bahio, nahia bhai !’” 


Réut Champé Dai. 
“ Ai bhif, sun Ifje, man men karo bichir. 
Man dhiraj kaise dhare, roe zir bazir! 
Roe zir bazir ? Biran mere bhard nain mon pint. 
Kathan jog; sadbno k& nba; kyé le nischa, jint 2” 


Itnt kahko mukh Rint k nikasd Dhaiwar flint. 
Ap gat Buikunth dhim ko ‘Rim, Rim,’ kabe bint. 


Raja Gopt@hand. 
Gopt Chand Raja kube, jor Agtrt hith. 
Kighaz ho jo mot di, karam ua mote jat. 
Karam na meté jit, nain bhar bhar Gopt Chand roe, 


Who meditate on Hari will obtain salvation. 
It is a false love (here): none is sister, noue is brother!” 


Raut Champé Dat. 
“O brother, listen: ponder it in thy heart. 
How can | have patience in my heart, weeping bitterly ? 
Wooping bitterly, my brother, my eyes are full of tenrs. 
‘The saintship is difficult ; thou wilt not accomplish st: 
why give up thy life usclessly ?”” 


Saying this the noble soul of the Rint took flight. 

It went up to Heaven with ‘Mam! Jim !* on hor lips. 
Raji Gopi Chand.t 

“Saith Raji Gopi Chand with joinod hands before theo. 

Paper can be blotted out, fato cannot be blotted out. 


Fate cannot bo blotted out, Gopt Chand’s eyes are 
full of tears. 


# *God! God!’ A prayer. 
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Bahin mort behal part hai; jag men an daboe. 
Jis din se 1% jog hamen nain nabia nind bhar soe! 
790 Ai Prabbd, ky& karf dnke? kak mir mukh roe !* 


Kan bhinak Gur ke pari, kaiiwar kare udis, 
Chhar gopha jogt chale, iin kbare hfe pas. 
An khare hio pis. 
Jalandhar Nath. 
« Kanwar, tujh ko barje thi Mal, 
Kydu thére dilgir hue ho? Har chihe, so hifi. 
795 Chalo marhi ke pas, ai bachcha; ab kydu der Ingii! 
Yeh jhdtha sansir, jaggt men nahin koi kisi ki, bhai!” 
Raja Gopt Chand. 
“Tum Gurd din diyal, ho, lajjt tumbare bith. 


My sister lies senseless ; I ain destroyed in the world. 
From the day I became a joyi my eyes havo known no 
sleep ! 
790 O Lord, why hast done this? Icry out with my lips 
aud I weep !” 


Lis cry reached thy Gurd's* ears, (the ery of) the 
priuec’s prayer. 
Tho Gurd left his abode and stood beside hin 
And stood beside him. 
Jalandhar Nath. 
“0 Prince, thy mother dissuaded thee, 
Why nurse thy sorrow ? It has been ux God willed. 
795 Come to my hut, my son; why delay now ¥ 
‘Thus is a false world, » one carcth for any m the world, 
friend |” 
Raja Gopi Chand. 
“Thou art a compassionate Gurd, my honor ts i thy 
hands, 


© Julundhar Nath. 





von u—10 
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Yeh meri bahin jiwie do; nabia, maria bahin ke sith. 
Marfa bahin ke sith : jog kendak kyfa kind? 
800 Nek dard nabia toe, jagat men apjas kind? 
Mert bahin jiwie ; bachan tum se kah dind: 
Y4 t0 st srip, nahia jag mea merd jind !” 


Haiske bachan suniute an Kanwar ke pis. 


Jalandhar Nath. 
« Jog jugat jiine nahi; ab kyOi bhae udis ? 
805 Ab kyfn bhae udés? Re bacbhi, ab ky sooh lagilo? 
Bhaj Alakh ki Nim, re bach’; mat dil mea ghabarto.” 
Kéjé Gopi Chand. 
“ Apnf unglt chir, Gurdjt, hamri sat rakbio. 


Bring this, my sister, to life, or I will dic with my sister. 
I will die with my sister: why hast disgraced my saint- 
ship ? 
800 Hast no pity that thou dost disgrace yao in tho world ? 
Bring my sister to hfe, I beseech thoe : 
Or receive my curse, (for) 1 will not live on in the 


world!” 


Ho smiled when he heard the words and came to tho 
Prince. 
Jalandhar Nath, 


“Thou knowest not the Principles of devotion: why art 
sad now? 
805 Why art sad now? My son, why art grieving? 
Repeat the Immortal Name, my son, and grieve not in 
thy heart.” 
Raja Gopi Chand. 
“ Cut thy finger,* Sir Gord, and retrieve my honor. 





© Allusion to the common notion that the blood 
will bring the ead to life again under vartete eS ee 
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Champ Da! ki prin phir ghat bhitar &n bisio.” 
«Ram Rim’ karke uthi dono bhija pasér. 
Réni Ohampé Dai. 

810+ “A biran, mil Iijtye ; ab kya karti bar? 
Ab kya karta bar, biran? ab kar milne kt tayyart. 
Ai Gop! Chand, bir hamfro, nahii bing? tuin se niyart. 
Gur ki darshan kfé hai Ake, ham ne yeh hf bichfrt. 
Man ke mat gaf soch hamari; khushi hii nar nari.” 


Rajé Gopi Chand. 
815 “Tum ghar raj aur pat hai ; ham jogi tere bir. 
Mere ang babhdt hai, sur bigare tera chir. 
Ai bahind rt, bigare tera chir, kabia se phir mangaven? 
Waht kare terd piyir, wah! tujho neot jamaven.” 








Bring Champa Dats life back into her body.” 
Saying ‘Rém Rém? she urose and stretched out her arms. 


Hani Champd Dai. 
810 “My brother, come to me; why delay now? 
Why delay now, my brother? I am waiting to embrace 
thee. 
© Gopi Chand, my brother, I will never be separate 
from thee. 
I thought thee a follower of tho Gurd. 
(But) I have given up my anxieties: let men and 
women rejoice.”” 
R4jé Gop Chand. 
815 “ Thine is rule and power: I am thy poor brother. 
1 am covered with ashes and thy clothes will be spoilt 
(by the embrace). 
O my sister, thy clothes will be spoilt: whence will I 
obtain them again (for thee) ? 
She (thy mother) will love thee, she will invite thee 
(bome) in due time.” 
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Réni Champé Dai. 


« Ag lago is chir ko: gertia sir ve tir. 

820 Phir, biran, tum so kabbi mila na ddjf bar. 
Mila na dijt bir, biran? maiti tert sdrat pe wart. , 
Tumbhen dit updes : mert ni Mainiwant! mii! 
Ghar solih sau nar tajo hai, rodan karen haiti sari. 
Nok na rakba mohe, biran; taii mujh bahinur dj bisivi.” 


Rij Gopt Chand. 
825 “ Bin Sahib ki handagi tert gat nahiti hove. 
Ab yehiii se thairi palin, phir milue nabfii hove, 
Milan nahi hove, bahin: mino bachan hamdrd, 
Jun Gopi Chand mili, balun, millyo jay suusdra, 
Bahin sett bhai mild hai bahot kid hit piydrd” 








Kani Champé Dai. 


“ Fire burn these clothes : I throw them from my head ! 
820. My brother, shall J never mect thee again? 

Shall J never see thee again, my brotfer ? [am sacrificed 
to thy beauty. 

She gave thee thus advice : let Mainéwanti be no mother 
of mine! 

All the sixteen hundred women thou hast descrted woep 
thee. 

Thou didst preserve thy lowe (for me), brother ; thow 
hast destroyed even me thy sister to-day.” 


Raja Goyt Chand. 
825 “ Without devotion to the Lord salvation cannot be to 

thee. 

I will not tarry hero now, nor shall I mect thee sgain. 

1 will not meet theo aguin, sister: mark my words. — 

As thou hast met Gopi Chand again, sister, may this 
whole world meet. 

Sister and brother met and grogt love passed (between 
them).” 
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830 Itnt kahko chale Nathjf, nain nfr chile niyara. 
Ang bedhang kia sab tan ka, jab mahilon se pag Ahirt. 
R4jé Gopi Ohand. 
“Hath jorke kahti, Gur, mai, kar meri nastird !” 
Jalandhar Nath. 
A bechchd, ychiii se chalon, chhor jagat se prit 
Yebad apna kot hai nabia, jhitht jag ki prit. 
835 JhOthi jag kt prit, ro bachd; mano kabt hamarf. 
A, Ganga ashnin karongo : jald! karo tayyart. 
Gydn tat kf self leke wahf tere gal dari. 
Chalo bhekh kA darshan kar lo: ho kAy& amar tumhari!” 


830 Saying thus the Saint went away, dropping tears from 
his eyes. 
His body changed greatly, when ho put his foot without 
the palace. 
Riyi Gopi Chand. 
“T say to thee with jomed hands, my Gur, grant mo 
salvation "” 
Jalandhar Nath. 
“Come, my son, let us go from here, leaving tho desire 
of the world. 
None 1s for us here, false is the love of the world. 
885 False is the love of the world, my son: mark my words. 
Come let us bathe in the Ganges: come make ready 
quickly. 
Taking the necklace of knowledge (unto salvation) I 
place it round thy neck. 
Como let us visit the saints, and be thy body im- 
mortal |? 
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THE STORY OF RAJA CHANDARBHAN: 
AND RAN{ CHAND KARAN. 


AS SUNG BY A BARD FROM JALANDHAR. 


[According to the bards this poetical legend belongs to the same oycle ax the 
last and rolates the loves of Raja Ohatrmukat of Ujjayint, the grandson 
of the great Vikremiditys, being the son of that king’s daughter, Chatrang 
Dai, and Chand Karan, the daughter of Raj Ohandarbhin. Chandarbhin 
himself is generally described as the nephew of Gopi Chand Bhartarl, 
‘aud no according to the usual legends he would belong to the same castoas 
VikramAditya.) 

[The legend, however, is pure folklore throughout, and fur those that delight to 

, see Solar Mytbs in such things, I would point out tbat the translated title 
of the tale would be “King Sun's-Rays and Princess Mogubeam,” that 
Chatrmokat means the Glorious Throne, and that his mother’s name moans 
the Luly of Glorious Form, Tho rest of the myth oould bo ousily 
worked out.] 











TEXT. 
Qima Rajé Chandarbhin wa Rént Chand Karan. 
Jd jn chitar hai siyduf, 
Mat bap ko chiutd thiut: 
“ Pauch mohar, niryal kA gold ! 
Le Bihman teré godi mei dali.” 
5 Tin KOnth Bihan phirie, 
Chand Karan ki bar na pie. 
Phir we Bahman hie udis, 
Hut Raja ke ae pis. 
Nain bharo-bhar Rani rof: 
10 “Tere bag gai qalam na mote koi!” 
“ KyQa jani thi, hamri mAi? 
Hamréa bar paidi na lie!” 
“Jis Karta ne rdp dii thi, 
Tumhard bar paidi kid tha! ” 
15 “Is R&ni ki mahil banio. 
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Hira moti abaj* lagto. 

Is tap mea mahil chunio. 

Bich bitch muriin rakhwio. 

Laund! band! sabht mangao, 
20 Is Rani kf tba’ karwio.” 


Chalat pawan, khil rabf chambelt : 
Mandar mea dukh bhar rahbf akellf. 
Pérab des se hansd de. 
Thuk bidal barsan ko de. 
25 Udkar has mahil par do. 
Tab Rant ne sangir lagie. 
Bal bal mot! purove. 
Chatr hats dohra batlive. 
Us Rint ko kah samjhive: 
80 “ Hai kot dharmi dharm kamive? 
Mujh haiisé ko pani pilive ?” 
Ttni bt Ranf sun pave : 
Bhar gadwa Rauf jul ki live. 
Dhanak bil nainon ka mire. 
85 Ultkar hans jimmf+ par ave. 
Thar jhapat chhitt se hive. 
“Tum 4o, hats, mert mot! khio. 
Maia chun chun kalfyin chhoj bichhatin.” 
“ Rant, chog chda tera kuchh ni khida. 

40 Teri dekh sfrat uth kahii na jidn. 

Aied rOp did Karta ne, 

Urd$ panchhi mur uthiri. 

Rant, aise rip ki garab na kariye : 
TQ karanhar Karta » dariye! 

45 Rant, solah baras ki ’umar tumhari : 
Kis augan men raht kaiwiri ?” 
“Syabas,t re mere hansa gydni, 
Tain mere chot jigar kt jani.” 

“ Rani, bar lida tera Siyfm salond, 


OR RSG AT PCRS SILER S EI Ela eee once 


* For ‘ajab. + For samfn. t For shdbash. 
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Kéya dage jaisi nirmal sona: 

Hor bat kahne ki bahoteri ; 

Maia jauam janam ke naukar tere.” 

Tin bachan hansi ne lie ; 

Tin bachan Raui ko dio : . 
“ Tere karan, Rani, chali samundar pir. 

Jiwanda rahi a milda, nabia, Narwar* kot jawir.” 


Tab hansi ne Ife udiri, 

Dharti chhor agis sambhalt, 

Bhkh lagi parbat se bhari. 

Yad kare Mabiraj duliri, 

“ Ist wagt Rani pe hota, 

Hira moti sab chug khiti! 

Kahbaa gai meri birho Rint? 
Chugive chog, pilive pauf !” 

Sital ped padam ki chhiya, 

Jahin hatisd ne dera Jaya. 

Jaint Shahr se phandi aya, 

Us phundi ne phand chulaya. 

Dain& dhar pani dikhlaya. 

Bhikhe piyise haus ki dil lalchaya. 
Ik chiuch pant ki ptve. 

Dfsri chiinch chogi ki khive. 

Tisri chénch bharni nA pave, 
Thatak jal hates Me dabave : 

“ Maia kya jana, kaptf, tert hinsi ? 
An pare mere gal men phinsi, 

Ai phandi, par merf na tite. 
Hamri mf hameii se chike.” 

“ Maid tang: torda, pdakh marorti. 
Tujh pauchht ko kad! aa chho; fi.” 
“ Main phans gid, phandi, teri jalf. 
Mere bit dekh de, Chand Kaawart.”” 
Phandi khaincht ap ko, aur hai khainche ap. 


© Explained as the Duy of Judgment, Qiydmat. ¢ For Ujjsin 
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Kaho “ Karta kaise bane jo din se ho gat rat ! 
Hai koi dharmi dharm kamive ? 

Is papi se jin chhurwave ?” 

Itni b&t malan sun pave ; 

Bhart Kachabrt Raja pe ave. 

A Raja pe araj lagave : 

“Tere Shahr met kapt{ chora. 

Us ne satie jangal ke mora.” 

Itai bit Raja sun pve: 

Charh ghord ban khand ko lave: 

A phandi se araj lagive : 

“ Phandi, ghar ghar terd bakri bandhada ; 
Jain Shahr mea hukfimat bithadu ; 

Lakh taka swarran ka lelye ; 

Is panchht ko ham ko delye.” 

“ Raja, pilt si damri kya dikblave ? 

Yeh paochhi meri kurme ka kbjja.” 

Raj teg goh charh gia bhirt. 

SAt talwir phandi ki mart: 

Donon hath qalam kar die : 

“ Ur j, ro jangal ke base. 

Maiti kat def tere gal kt phansi.” 

itu? sun haisé ghabarie ; 

Chatr Raja ko dohra sunaf: 

“ Hor Raja sub rij kared, tu Rajé sahbdj. 
Panchbi kt band chhurf dé; teri holyo ’umar draj ! 
Raj, kabda bat tumben lagi piyart. 

Mere mulk men ais? Rani, 

Mirgane taj di ghins sur pani!” 

Itnt sun Raja dole, 

Chatr hans& se mukh ve bole: 

“ Haast, mert yehan hain solsb sai Raul, 
Jin kt dekh sfrat jal pin pint.” 

“Un Rantin hamea dikbiie, 

Raj mulk sabhi chburive.” 

Apne mshil mea Raj hukm pabunchwive ; 
Sabhbi Réniéa ko Raja bulwave. 
VOL, ABE 
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Koi niche, kot bh batlaive: 

Chatr hansé ke man kof na bhave : 
“« Jaisi teri solah sai Rani 

Mert Rani ki bhase panihari.”” 

125 = ‘* Hansa, apni Rant ko hamen dikhlde: 
‘Raja mulk merd sabhi chhudie.” 
Ch&indnf rat, tilak rahi t&rt. 

“Ab le chal, mere haisé pyare.”” 

Chatr hans ne pankh pasfirf: 
180 Chatr-mukat ho Iie sawari. 

Tab hansi ne It udart, 

_Dharnt chhor agas sambhalf. 

Tin roz urdi ko bite. 

Jal aur thal nere na dise. 

135 Jis waqt RajA mahil se chhfte, 
Sawa man kanch mohil men phite. 


A Rani ke bagh mea baithe, 
Urkar hans mahil par ao. 
Tab Rani ne sangar lagie : 

140 «A jf, re mero hans gyant: 
Kaban cbhore piya, mere jant ? ” 
“ Ravi, des mulk dhunda jag sara, 
Tujh chandri ki bar ne piya.” 
“Kha katar, hans&, maii maringi: 

145 Dhan joban ka dher karfing!: 

Us pardesi bin ghari na bachingt!”” 
«* Rant, bar liy& tera Siyam salona, 
Us ki kaya dage jaist nirmal sona. 
Char ghar? tab rain bihave, 

150 Wahi Kanwar tere mahilon Ave. 
Rani, rang rang ki banat ban&o; 
Apnf badan thor’ atar lagao : 

Chatr hanse ke Age ko Ao : 
Tin sai sath palang mahil men bichio : 

155 Patilsoz tum sabbht jalio; 

Dive seti araj lagao : > 
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‘Sun, Swarran ke Dive, sun merfardis : 
Aj milawa mere piya kA, jallyo samag-rit |?” 
Itnf suné hansd chal de ; 
160 Chatr-mukat se araj lagat : 
“ Chandnt rit jhamak rahe tare ; 
Ab le chal, @ hated piytre.” 
Chatr hats ne pankh pasarf ; 
Chatr-mukat ho lie sawart. 
165 Tab hansA ne Ife udarf. 
A baithe Rani kf atari. 
Chalat pawan, khil rahi chambelf. 
Mandar men dukh bhar rah! akelf. 
“Hansd, is Rant ki tt kare badat? 
170 Jis kAman ko nindra bhat! 
Rint nahin, koi hai panhart! 
Jis kaman ko nindri bhat! 
Main ydahta chbod! soldh sai Rant! 
Mere navve kafwar, mere raj-dhari !”” 
175 Itnf sun hadsd farmiven, 
Chatr-mukat Rajfi ko samjhiven : 
“ He Raja, tun mat dolo. 
Is mukh se jara palla kholo : 
Hiliyoa hilfyon hith lagio : 
180 Rani ke hath kf chballé nikalo.” 
Chatr chor hansi karwive : 
Raja ki gOntht Rant ko diwive: 
Rani ki chballé Raji ko diwive ! 
Baith hans par Raja bhage. 
185 Bhagat bhigat dobra banive, 
Chand Rant ko kah samjhive. 
“ Ankhon dekha ghi Lala, khiy& bhalé na tel: 
Chatra se rd se bhale uur bhét mukh ka mel.” 
Bhawar bhai jab birhan jagt. 
190 Le gadwa mukh dhowan lagi. 
Sang kt sahelf sab charnoa lagia : 
“ Bat kabda ik abaj anotht, 
Kis mard ke bath ki gdntht ? 
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Le gaya chhalli, de gaya gintht !” 
195 Sab sakhiyon ne kar gaya jhdnt! ! 
«6 Rani, tere se pabile, ham par sofa, 
Ham kyé jinea rit kyd hot ?”” 
© HAs, jawant rang It, ja ta dt gad pit, 
Rang rang mer& pi gay, galiyon rnl gat pie.” 


200 = Itnf me hans’ chal de ; 
A Rin! so araj Ingai : 
“Main tujh ké man ki kardia badai. 
Tujh chandri ko nindré at. 
Mai tere kiran mfrakb kahiya. 
205 Main bird janam apna yfibii ganwaya, 
Jo jangul men pani pain. 
Dob maria, mutth na dikhliii ” 
“ Hausi, ungli tarichhfn, namak rachiii ; 
Sart rit maid jig rahdngt ; 
210 Apne chor ko pakar ruhdugi, 
Apne apne chor ko sab koi dire mir: 
Hamré chor ham ko mile, jo mufi tan man warfi jan.” 
Itni sun hansi chal de. 
A Raji se araj legAt: 
215 “ Raja, aise chhallf tum ne kaddhi, 
Rani ki hath men chire ai!” 
“ Ai haisé, us Rini ko milio: 
Hamra jidra kyfn tarpio ? 
Chindnf rat tilak rahe tare ! 
220 Ab Je chal, mere hansd piyire.”” 
Chitr hafisé ne pankh pusdrt . 
Chatr-mukat ho lie sawiirf. 
A Rani kf chhej utart. 
Hilfyon hiliyon bith lagae. 
225 “Chor chor” kar Rinf jigt: 
“ Ai chord, tum kaun hai? 
‘Nat badan ke bath Iago ?” 
‘Chor nati, maia chand hazéri! 
Tere karan ghar bir biséra! 
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Main Bir BikarmAnjit ki pot ! 

Chatring Dai ka beta, Chatr-mukat hai nam haméra.” 
Ttnf sun Rant ghabarit ; 

Chatr hans ki jampht pai: 

“Syabas, ro mere haed gyanf! 

Tain mert chot jigar k! jani.” 

Ust waqt khan pakive : 

Chatr-mukat ko khana khilive. 

Ankhot ki kari kothri; patlt dt bichhat ; 
Palka ki chik gerke ; sijan Ife bithie, 

Raji Rant khushi karen is muhilon ke manh. 





Bhawar babi jab malt aya, 

Le phal Ranf pe aya. 

Un phalon mei tolan lagi thi, 

Rani philloa se badhan lagt thi 

Itni sun mali chal aya: , 

Chandarbhin se araj lugiyi: 

“Tk chor tamhiri ive hawell, 

1s Rani ko kar lif akeli!” 

Itnf sun Raji ghabariya ; 

Us mili se araj farmayi: 

“Kaun chor five meri haweli? 
Tumben na mirin: mojhe Ram dohat!” 
“Rat ko Ave, rat ko jive: 

Tk hans Raji ko le Ave. 

Raja, gair samon dé Phig banio, 
Rang ke botalin* Rani pe pahunchio, 
Usi chor ko pakar mangio.” 


Bolf Ranf, “sun, mere Raji, 

Mere pita ne Busant manitya : 

Gair samon ka Phig rachéy& : 

Rang ke botalin* mere pe pahunchwii.” 








Itnf sun Raj ghabardya ; 





* The English word ‘ bottle’: very remarkable here 
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Us Rani se araj lagdya: 
“Mere pakarne ki hikmat laya.” 
265 Itni kah Rajé ne mukh;d mod ; 
Us Rani ne rang Raja par dara ; 
Jtr-jarkar Raja roya : 
Maha mabil mei rudan machayd: 
“(Is waqt na kot hamri, 
270 Apne mahil men tf kar rahi dawa.” 
Raja, dhobi ko buldda ; 
Kapre dhulwads, rit rit tere gal mea pawadi.” 


Le kapre dhobt ghar ko dyi, 
Pahir kapre dhobt bajir mea aya. 
275 Nasarbij ne pakur mangayd: 
Lath mukka dhobi par chalaya, 
Darde dhobi ne Raja batiya, 
Hath bandh Raja latkiya. 
Dekhan ave nar nari: 
280 Pakaranhdre ko den sab girf. 
Pakar chor ko Raji pe Iie. 
Us Rajé ne hukm lagie. 
“Is ko ham pe mat lio. 
Is chor ko phinsi diwio.” 
285 Jar-jMar Raja roya. 
Us hans ko dohra suniyd : 
“ Kit meri solah sai Rani? kit mera Shahr Ujjain ? 
Chander-keran, tere kirne ydahii ganwat jan |” 
Itni sun hansi chal fe. 
290 A Rant se araj lagat: 
“Teri bap yeh zulm kamive: 
Us Raji ko phanst diwave.” 
Itnt bat Rani san pave. 
Woh mahilon med rudan rachive : 
295 dilgtr zamfa per ave: 
4 sis palang se mare. 
nd! bind! Raja pe Ave; 
Us Raja se araj lagive: 
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Raja, tumhart putri maran lagi hai. 
300 Apni jind:t khowan lagi bai.” 


Itnt bat Raja san pave ; 
Ust chor ko turt bulwive : 
“ Ai chord, tum kann kahio ? 
Mert beti ke mabilon 40 ?” 
305 Iti! bit Raj& sun pave: 
Raj Chandarbhan se faryad lagdve : 
“ Rit merf solah sai Rantyén? kit merd Shahr Ujjain? 
Is Rint ke karan yahta gadwi! jan.” 
tnt son Rajé khdsh bie ; Rani lf bulwhe ; 

310 “ Raja tumbaré a gay4, aur khushi h(é parwée : 
Ghar ka Babman bulwée lo aur phere deo diwie.” 
Khushifii Raji kar rahe phere die diwie : 
Mahiloa mea rabine lag gae, hukm die batie. 


Raja Rani do jane kar rahe man kf bat : 
815 “Ab ure se chal paro, aur chalo apne ghar bis.’” 
Rowan lag gai bandiyai aur rowan lage ranwis : 
« Ranf thi, ab chal pari, phir kab milno ki as ?”” 
Dold kaswikar chal pare lambe raste jiie. 
Haasi Raja chal pare Jain Shahr ko jae. 
320 ‘Tap0 moa dero lag gae, Rint kare juwib : 
“ Ure baithe ky karen? chalo apne ghar bis,” 
Itnt kabkar & gac Jain Shabr ke pis: 
Ja apne rang mahil men karan lage do bat. 
Khushiain Shahr kar raba, “4 gac hamire bhartir ! 
825 Ghane dinon men ghar de; kirpd kari Kartar |” 


TRANSLATION. 
The Story of R4jd Chandarbhén and Réni Chand Karan, 
As beauty grew 
Her futher and mother became anxious : 
“These five gold pieces and the cocoanut, 
Take, Brahman, in thy arms.”* 





to alt is usual for rich or great people to send « Brihman, as described, 
to arrange a marriage. 
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To the Three Quarters the Brahman went 

And found no match for Chand Karan, 

Then the Brahman sorrowfully 

Came back to the Raja. 

The RAnt was weeping her eyes out : 

“What the pen (of fate) hath written for theo cannot 
be blotted out (my daughter) !” 

“* Why (then) didst thou bear me, mother ? 

He hath found no match for me! ” 

“ The Creator hath endowed thee with beauty ; 

He hath (surely) created thy match (also) !”” 

(Tho Raja ordered), “ Build the Princoss a palace, 

Give endless pearls and diamonds. 

Build her « palace on an island,* 

Put windows into it. 

Give her countless maids and attendants, 

Under the orders of the Princess.” 


The breezes were blowing and the jasmines blooming, 
She was sitting in her palace very sorrowfuNy. 

A swant flew up from the Eastern Land, 

And the clouds gathered for rain. 

Tho swan flew to the palace. 

Then the Princess adorned herself 

And decked her hair with pearls. 

‘The wily swan sang to her, 

And said to the Princess: 

“Is there any righteous one to do a good work f 
And to give me a drink of water?” 

The Princess heard these words, 

And filling a pitcher the Princess brought him water. 
And shot him a glance from the bow of her eyes. 
The swan fell backwards to the earth, 


* Profle reference to the islands in the lakes about several of the 


ries anal usual to 
indeterminate cha 


Riots cities on ee were built. 
render hanéa ‘war, but in reality it is a fabulous 
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She took him up and clasped him to her breast: , 
“Come, my swan, and eat of my pearls; * 
I will pick blossoms (for thee) and make thee a bedi" 
“« Princess, I will not eat of thy food. 
40 Seeing thy beauty, I depart no more. 
Snch beauty has God given thee 
That it casts its glamour even over a bird. 
Princess, be not (too) proud of thy beauty, 
But fear the Creator that made it ! 
45 Princess, sixteen years is thy age: 
Whose fuult is it that thou art not married f” 
“« Well done, thou wise swan of mine, 
Thou hast guessed the sorrow of my heart.” 
“ Princess, I bring thee thy match,bcautiful as Krishna, 
50 With body shining lke untarnished gold. 
To say more is to say too much ; 
am thy servant through all my life.” 
‘The swan took an oath thrice ; t 
Thrice he gave an oath to the Princess : 
55 ‘It is for thy sake, Princess, that 1 go across the 
ocean. 
If 1 live, I return to meet theo, else I will meet thee at 
the Day of Judgment.”’t 


Thon the swan flew off, 
And leaving the earth wont up into the heavens. 
A mighty hunger seised him. 

60 He thought of the Raji’s darling (Princess) : 
“ Wore I now with the Princess, 
I should be eating diamonds and pearls ! 
Where has my Princess gone in her separation ? 
I would eat food and drink water !’” 

65 Cool was the lotus shade of the troe, 
Where the swan took up his abode. 


pee yt ery yon ee 
of Ni |, passim, 
2 Note the Musalmén notions here. 


VOL, m.—19 
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There came a snarer from the City of Ujjain. 
And spread his not. 
He placod the food and showed the water. 
70 , Hungry and thirsty the swan had no control over his 
mind. 
He dipped his beak once into the water. 
A second time he put his beak into the food. 
The third time he could not fill his beak. 
‘The snarcr jerked the net and entrapped him : 
75 ‘ How was I to know thy tricks, thou scoundrel ? 
The nooso is round my neck. 
O snaror, break not my wings : 
1 will settle my price myself.” 
«1 will broak thy legs, I will ruffle thy foathors. 
80 Never will I release thee, my bird.” 
“Tam cuught, thou snarer, in thy net. 
Look my way, O my Princess Chand (Karan).” 
‘The snarer dragged towards himself and dragged the 


swan to him. 
Said (tho swan) “ Whnt bast thou dono, O God, that 
thou hast turned day into night! # 


85 Is thcro any righteous one to do a good decd? 

And save my life from this sinner ?” 

A gardener’s wife heard this, 

Aud went to Raja as be was holding Court. 
She went up to Raja and said: 

£0 “There is a rascully scoundrel in thy city, 
Who is worrying the peacocks* of the forest.” 
‘The Raja heard her. 

He mounted his horse and wont to the forest, 
And said to the snarer. 

95 Suarcr, I will order thee s goat from every house ; 
I will give thee authority in Ujjain City ; 
Take a lakh of pieces of gold, 

But give me this bird.” 


These being sacred. 
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“* Raja, why tempt me with golden coins ? 

100 This bird is for the food of my household.” 
The Raja waxed furiously wrathful. 

He struck the snarer with his drawn eword 
Aud cut off both his hands. 
“ Fly, thou dweller of the forest,* 
105 I have cut the noose from round thy neck.” 
Hearing this the swan was astonished, 
And spake unto Raji Chatr(-mukat) : 
“ Other kings rule, but thou art a king beyond kings.t 
‘Thou hust released the bird: nay thy life be long! 
110 Raja, I tell thee a pleasant thing. 
In my conntry is a Princess so (beautiful) that 
The docr have given up grazing aud drinking (for love 
of her) 1” 
Hearing this the Raji grieved, 
And suid to the wily swan with his lips: 

115 “ Swan, I havo here sixteen hundred queens, 
Without gazing on whom (first) I cannot drimk water.” 
(Said the swan), ‘‘ Show me thoxe queeus, 

1 have no care for any rule or empire.” 
‘The Raji sent an order to tho palace, 
120 And culled all the queens. 
Some danced, some showod their charms, 
But the wily swan’s heart was not taken with any. 
“ Women, like thy sixteen handred qucons, 
Are drawers of water for my Princess.” 

125 “ Swan, show me thy Princess, 
Leare no more for all my rale and empiro.”” 
Moonlit was the night and the stars were shining. 
(Said he), “Tako me now, my beloved swan.” 
The wily swan spread his wings, 

130 And Chatr-mukat rode upon them. 
Then the swan flew up, 





* To the awan. 
+ Appurently a on the word sahbdj=shdhbds, » hawk, and also 
shdh bajh an translated, 
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And leaving the earth soared to the heavens. 
Three days passod in flight. 
The waters and the lands appeared afar. 
185 (But) when the Raja left the palace 
A man and a quarter* of bracelets were broken ih the 
palace.t @ 


They rested in the Princess’ garden, 
And the swan flew up into the palace. 
Then tho Princess adorned herself. 
340 “Come, O my wise swan : 
Wherc hast left my love, my darling ?” 
“ Princess, I searched the countries of all the earth, 
And I found no match for thy beauty.” 
“1 will stab myself, O swan, and die: 
145 I will put an end to my wealth of yonth: 
Without my stranger I will not survive an hour!” 
“Princess, 1 have brought thee a match, beautiful as 
Krishna, . 
‘Whose body shines like unalloyed gold. 
When two honrst of the night have passed > 
150 The Prince will come to thy palace. 
Princess, don robes of every hue : 
Throw a little scent over thy body : 
Come to the wily swan (when he calls) : 
Have three hundred and sixty beds luid in the palace :§ 
155 Light up all the candles, 
And pray to the (gods of the) Iamps, (saying), 
‘Hear, Golden Lamps, hear my prayer, 
To-day I moet my love, burn (then) all the night !’”” 
Saying this the swan went away, 
160 And told Chatr-mukat: (said he:) 
“ Moonlit is the night, shining are stars, 
Take me now, my beloved swan.” 
© Bi. weight. + In grief. 
t Lit, 4 gharts: i.c.,96 minutes,  § To make a fine show. 
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The wily swan spread his wings, 
And Chatr-mukat rode upon them. 
165 Then the swan took flight 
And alighted in the Princess’ lofty chamber. 
The breezes were blowing and the jasmines were 
blooming, 
Only she was full of grief in the palace. 
(Said the Prince), “Swan, is this the Princess thou 
didst praise ? 
170 Tho beauty that is sleeping ! 
This is no Princess, it is some water-bearer ; 
This boauty, that is sleeping * 
For this have | forsaken my sixteen hundred queens ! 
My ninety sons and my kingdom !” 
175 Hearing this said the swan, 
Adjuring Chatr-mukat : 
“O Raja, grieve not. 
Open the veil of hor face a little, 
Touch her with gentle hand, 
180 And draw the ring off the Princess’ finger.” 
‘The swan committed a wily theft. 
Ho gave the Prince's ring to the Princess, 
And the Princess’ ring he gave to the Prince ! 
The Rija mounted the swan and fled. 
185 As he flew (the swan) made a proverb, 
And spake to Princess Chand (Karan in a dream) : 
“Tt is better to look at butter than to eat oil: 
It is better to look at the wise than to keep compary 
with fools.” 
It was morning and the lovely (Princess) awoke. 
190 She took up a pitcher to wash her face. 
Tho maiden with her fell at her feet: 
“I would speak to thee of @ wonderful curious thing : 
What man’s ring is that ? 
He hath taken thy ring and given thee his ring !” 


‘The meaning is, u true princess would be awake to reovive her 





emer 
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195 All the maidens spake a false (charge) ! 
* Princess, we slept before thee, 
‘What do we know of what passed in the night?” 
(Said she), “Alas! thou hast taken-the bloom of my 
youth and given me sorrow. 
Thou hast destroyed my charms, and taken away the 
bloom of my beauty.” 


200 Meanwhile the swan returned, 
And spake to the Princess : 

« “TI praised thy beauty, 
And, thou fool, thou didst full asleep. 
And for thy sake was I made a fool, 

205 And thus have I lost the virtue of my life. 
If [ find water in the forests 
1 will drown myself and see thee no more.” 
“My swan, I will cut my finger and rab in salt, 
And will remain awake the whole night, 

210 And I will catch the thief (of my ring) myself. 
Every one beats the thief of his (goods, but) 
If I meet my thief I will sacrifice my hfe {OP him.” 
Hearing this the swan went away, 
And spake to the Raja: 

215 “ Raji, thou didst so tear off the ring, 
That thou hast torn the Princess’ finger !”” 
(Said he), ‘‘O swan, tako me to the Princess : 
Why (thus) make my life miserable ? 
Moonlit is the night, shining are the stars ! 

220 ‘Take me now, my beloved swan.” 
‘The wily swan spread his wings, 
And Chatr-mukat rode upon them. 
And (tho swan) laid him at the Princess’ bed. 
Gently he touched her with his hand, 

225 “Thief, thief,” (said) the Princess waking. 
“@ thief, who art thou? 

t thou touchest my body with thy hand f” 
lam no thief, but the lord of many thousands ! 
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For thy sake have forsaken home and family ! 

230 Tum the grandson of the warrior VikramAditya! 

The son of (his daughter) Chatrang Dal, and my nami 
is Chatr-mukat.” 

Hearing this the Princess was astonished, 

And caressed the swan: (saying), 

“ Woll done, my wise swan! 

Thou bast fathomed the wound in my heart.” 

She covked some food at once, 

And gavo Chatr-mukat to eat. 

She made a chamber of her eyes, and opened her pupils ; 

She drow down the curtain of her lashes, aud seated her 
love within. 

240 And the Prince and Princess were happy in the palace. 


ie 
2S 
g 


In the morning the gardoner came, 
And brought lowers to the Princess, 
And begun to weigh her agaiust them, 
And the Priucoss outwoighed the flowers. 
215 Finding this the gardener went 
And spuke to (Rija) Chandarbhin: ' 
“There 15 a thief in thy palace, 
‘That hath taken the Princess apart !” 
Ilearmng this tho Riji was confounded 
250 And spake tu the gardener: 
“What thief hath como into my palaco? 
T will not harm thee,t as God is my protector !” 
“Comes in the night, gocs in the night: 
It is a swan that is the (thief ) Raja. 
255 Raji, fix the Holf at the wrong time, 
Send bottles of pigmont to the Princess, 
Z And you will catch the thief.” 

. i 5 i ives 
tuna tbe weigh ony hve Sowers nea ane aa chaste, Bub 
outweyghed them at once on getting a lover. ¢ If thou tell 

{At the Holi festival (Phag) in the Spring the cst efor Hindu 
tv throw @ crimyon powder over euch other, hence if the Princess were 
to throw the Holt powder over the Prince at the wrong scason his 
‘lothes would betray him ut once. 
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Said the Princess, “‘ Hear, my Raja, 
My father is worshipping the Spring: 
260 He hath fixed the Holf at the wrong season, 
And hath sent me bottles of pigmont.” 
Hearing this the Prince wes confounded, 
And said to the Princess: 
“It is a trick to catch me.” 
265 Saying this the Prince turned away his face, 
But the Princess threw the powder over him. 
Bitterly wept the Prince, 
Raising a ory of weeping through all the palace : 
“Now is none my friend, 
270 Thou art the ruler of thy own palace.” 
“Raja, I will call the washerman, 
Aud have thy clothes washed, and in the night shalt 
thou wear them.” 


The washerman took the clothes and went home, 
Putting on the clothes* he went into the market. 
275 The spics seized him, 
And beat him with fists and clubs, 
In his fear the washerman betrayod the Prince, 
So they bound the Prince’s hands and hanged him up 
(by them). 
Men and women camo to see him, 
280 And abused his captors, 
They took the thief (Prince) to the Raja, 
And the Raja ordered : 
“Bring him not beforo me, (but) 
Hang this thief.” 
285 Bitterly wept the Prince, 
And spake unto the swan: 
“Where are my sixteen hundred queens? where my 
City of Ujjain? 
O Chand Karan, for thy sake is my life thus lost!” 





© Such borrowed plumes are very common in India among washermen. 
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Hearing this the swan went, 

And spake unto the Princess : 

“ Thy father hath done this wickedness, 

That he hath hanged thy Prince.” 

The Princess hearing this 

Raised a cry in the palace; 

And fell in her sorrow to the ground, 

Beating her head against her couch. 

The maids and attendants came to the Raj& 

And spake unto the Raja ; 

“ Raja, thy daughter is dying, 

And throwing away her life.” 

‘When the Raja heard this 

He sent for the thief ut once: (saying), 

“O thief, what art thou called ? 

That camest into my daughter’s palace.” 

Hearing this the Prince 

Spake unto RAji Chandarbhan : 

“Where are my sixteen hundred queens? where my 
City of Ujjain ? 

For this Princess’ sake have I lost my life.” 

When he heard this, Raji Chandarbhiin was pleased and 
called the Princess at once: (saying), 

“Thy Prince hath come and thy household rejoiceth. 

Send for the house priest and perform thy marriage.” 

With rejoicings the Prince performed the marriage, 

Dwelt in the palace and began to rule. 

The Prince and Princess, the pair hud their hearts’ 
desire. 

(Said she), “Let us depart hence now and go to thy 
home.” 

All the maids began to weep and all the palace wailed: 

“ A Princess there wes that hath fled now, when shall 
we meet her again f”” 

Preparing a palanquin they commenced the long road. 

The swan and the Rajé wont to Ujjain City. 

‘They dwelt in an island and the Princess said: 


VOL, M18 
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“What shall we do dwelling here? let us go to thy 
home,” 
Saying this they went to Ujjain City, 
And going into the palace they began dwelling together. 
All the city rejoiced, saying, “ Our lord hath come’: 
$25 Coming home in these great days: for the Lord bath 
had mercy |” 
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TWO SONGS ABOUT NAMDEV, 
AS SUNG BY TWO BARDS FROM AMRITSAR. 


[These are two well known songs about the celebrated Bhagat and Marftht 
post Namdev or Nama. They are sung constantly in the Darbér Bibib or 
Golden Temple at Amritsar, and are known to every Sikb.] 


[Namdev flourished in the time of the Emperor Bablol Lodi, 1468-1612 A.D., 
and evidently vastly influenced the founder of the Sikh Religion, for we 
find whole pooms of his incorporated into the Adi Granth. ‘Those parti- 
cular legends aro not in the Adi Granth, but in the Granth (ea I am told) 
that Gurd Gobind Singh started in opposition to it. They are therefore 
very likely to be apocryphal.) 


L 
TEXT. 
Sat Gur Parshéd. Sabd Nimd, Rag Bhairon: Ghar Do. 


Sultin pdchhe, “Sun, be Nima, 
Dekhii Rim, tumhire kima.” 
NimA Sultan ue bidh 1d; 
“ Dekhia terd Har bathila, 
5 Bismal got deo jiwie, 

Ni, tirt gardan miria thie?” 
“ Pildshah, ais! kyfa hoe ? 
Bismal kid na jive koe. 
Mera kf kuchh na hoe: 

10 Kare Rm hoe hai soe.” 
Padshih charhio hankér. 
“Gaj hast! din fa chamkér.” 
Rudan kare Name ki mé: 
“ Obhod Rém ke, bbajan Khuda.” 

15 “Na hd tera piighré, nA tf merf mi: 
Pind pare to Har gun gi.” 
Kare Gajend sind kt chot: 
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Nama ubre Har ki ot. 
Qazi mullaia kare salam : 

20 «© In Hind@ mera maliyé man. 
Padshah, bent! sunfyo, 
Nami sar bhar soné letyo.” 
«« Mal lea ta Dozakh parhta. 
Din chhod duniyA kon bharéa? ” 

25 Pawon beri, hathon tal ; 
Nam gave gan Gopal. 
«* Gang Jaman jo ulti bahe, 
Ta Nama‘ Har Har’ kardia rahe.” 
Sat gharf jab bit? sunt : 

30 Aj haa na fio Tirbbawan Dhani. 
Pa kanthan, bij bajaela, 
Garur charhe Govind dela, 
Apne bhagat par ki prit-pal. 
Garur charhe fe Gopal : 

35 «* Kahen, ta Dharan akodi kardu ! 
Kahen, t& le kar Gpar dharan! 
Kahen, ta mii got defi jiwde, 
Sab koi dekhe patiyai !”” 
Nama parnfve sil masail : 

40 Goa duhii, bachhréa mel. 
Dadh-doh jab matki bhari, 
Le, Pidshih ke age dhari. 
Padshah mahil men jie: 
Aughat ki ghat lagi de. 

45 Qazi Mullan benti farmat: 
“Bakhsh, HindG, main tert gat! 
Nama kshe, ‘“‘suno, Padsh&he ! 
Ehbo kuchh patiya mujhe dikbii. 
Is patiya rahe parwin, 

50 Sach sfl chilo, Sultan !”” 
N&amdev sab rabif samie. 
Mil Hindd Name pe jie: 
“ Jo ab ki bar na jive gai. 
Ta Namdev ka patiy& jie.” . 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


‘TWO SONGS ABOUT NAMDEV: 101 


55 Name kt kfrat rahe sansir, 
Bhagat janéi le udhire Apar. 
Sagal kalis nindak babid khed. 
Name Narfyan nahti bhed! 


IL. 
TEXT. 
Tuk. 


*«Rukhri na kbityo, Swimt meri! Rukhri na khilyo! 
Hath bamare ghirat katori, apnd bint lekar jAtyo. 
Daure daure jat, Swimf, rot lie mukh mabia. 

Tam bhige, ham pahunch na sike, mel letyo, Gosia ! 
Ghat ghat ke Prabh antar-jamf!” Pal mei rp bataya. 
Kdkar se Thakur ban baithe : Namdev darshan plys. 


1. 
TRANSLATION. 
By the favor of the Holy Gurd® : The Song of Ndmd, tn the 
Rdg Bhairos: Part Two.t 
Said the Sultin,t ‘‘ Hear, O Nima, 
I would see (this) Rim,§ thy servant.” 
The Sultan bound Rima. 
Saying, “I would see Hari,§ thy patron. 
5 Raise this dead cow to life, 
Or I will cut off thy head !”” 
“ King, why should this be? 
None hath ever raised the dead to life. 
My deed will perform nothing : 
10 It is as Ram (God) wills.” 
The king waxed wrathful, (saying) 
“T will rouse my elephant to fury.” 
Naimé’s mother began to weep : 





* Gobind Singh. 

+ Allusion to the part of Gurf Gobind Singh's Granth in which the 
text is said to be found. 

t Probably Bablol Lodi. § God according to the Hindds. 
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(And said),* “ Leave Ram’ 's praises for God’s (KhndA) a 
15 (Said he), “I am no son of thine, thon no mothér to me: 
If my body perish (still) will I sing of Hari.” 
The chief of the elephants thrust at him with his trunk, 
But NimA was safe by Hari’s protection. 
The Qazis and Mulla’s saluted (the king, saying), 
20 “ This Hindd hath slighted our (Musalmin) faith. 
O king, hear our prayer : 
‘Take our gold and give us Namd’s head.” 
“Tf I take the gold I shall go to Hell. 
Who will enjoy the earth, if he give up his faith ?” 
25 (He put) shackles on his feet and fetters on his feet, 
But Namé sang the praises of Gopil.t 
“ Gang4 and Jamné may flow backwards, 
But Namé still sings, ‘Hari, Hari.” 
Seven hours passed away, 
80 Bat still the Lord of the Three Worlds§ came not. 
‘Wearing a (holy) necklace and withsongsand rejoicings, 
Govind|| came mounted upon Garar,4} 
The protector of his own votary. 
Mounted on Garur came Gopil, (and said’ 
85 “Sey, and I will upset the world! 
Say, and I will raise it on my hand! 
Say, and I will raise the dead cow to life, 
That all may see the miracle! ” 
NamA prostrated himself 
40 And made the cow suckle her calf. 
He then milked and filled a pail, 
And took and laid it before the king. 
The king went into his palace 
And his heart was very sore. 
45 The Qazis and Mullas besought (Nimé) : 





© To her son. oe a pon 
t = Kyighna = God. § God. | =Krishns = 
7 the miraculous bird and vehicle of Krishna. 
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“Hind@, forgive us; we are thy cow’s !””* 
Said Nam, “ Hear, O King! 
Thus much miracle have I performed. 
Let the miracle remain proved. 
50° Do thou Gwell in truth and virtue, O King!” 
Namdev’s honor was greatly increased. 
All the Hindts went to Nama: 
(Saying), ‘‘ Had ho not restored her thie time, 
‘The virtue of Nimdev had gone.” 
55 Namé’s glory shall remain in the world. 
God ever protecteth his saints. 
May the backbiters suffer all troubles. 
There is no secret (difference) betwixt Nami and 
Narayan It 


I. 
TRANSLATION. 
Refrain. 
“Eat not dry bread, my Master! eat not dry bread! 
The plate of butter is in my hand, take thy share. 
Running away, my Master, with the bread in thy 
mouth, 
Thou runnest, and I cannot reach thee, I would meet 
thee, my Holy One! 
Thou art the Lord that knowest the heart!” In a 
moment the body changed. 
The dog became the Lord, and Niamdev beheld him.t 





* Conventional phrase: the cow being the most sacred of all 
pos Hindd’s eyes, to be treated as his cows is to be well treated 


t God. 


+ The point of this is that a dog ran away with N&mdev's food, and 
instead of beating him the saint addressed him as above. Thereon the 
or im turned into God and so Namdev beheld God, The moral is 
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SAKHi SARWAR AND JATi, 


AS RECORDED BY A MUNSHI IN THE LAHOR DISTRICT 
FOR MRS. F. A. STEEL. 


[This story relates a miracle performed by Sakhi Sarwar for a Brthman fol. 

lower in the GujrinwAlé District. The scene is laid at Kmanfbid near the 

+ town of Gujrinwald, and in the tale the Bribman, Pheri, the son of Jatt, 
fa made governor of that place in the time of Akbar (1650-1608 A.D.)] 


[Bmandbéd is an old town in the district, said to have been a hunting ground 
of GAlivabina, The present town was founded by ono Emans, » nurse of 
the Bmperor Firos Shah Khiljt (1282-1296 A.D.) Under the Musaimin 
raleraand before the Sikhjtimes (say up to 1760 A.D.) it was very import. 
ant place and the headquarters of x mahal. The legend here recorded 
mély possibly relate the temporary possession of power by some local 
Brahman, whose namo has not been preserved in general history.) 


[The prose portions of the legend being in ordinary Urdd have not been gives 
in the criginal.) 
Sakhi Sarwar and Jéth. 
Sain Sachhe ! ya Rabb ! 
Teri dhano parjé |* 
Jat thal Maullé tai hai ! 
Rabb, tero nim dhidtye ! 
5 Kié kié qudrtén thépda ? 
Berangt Sahib jépdé ! 
Sdje Dharti te ésmén ! 
Bajh thambi kald tikdie ! 
Dharti dé kité jor hai, 
10 Unwajé lakh karor hai. 
Atharé bhawan bands, ji, 
Babb qudrat bagh bandie ! 
Bhawan te bishrami, 
Rém Chand, Kishn jawéni. 


© For uptrjd. 
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15 Nawan Budh latakdé, 
Phir dase autér khidéie. 
Bhagat pare to pare, ji! 
Teré nam jape so tare, ji! 
Kughré paindé bhagat dé, 
20 Gur bardién ho vikityo ! 
Pir Bai niin giwandé, 
Nit eho kér kaméwandé. 
Déyam dive béldé, 
Nit ghare salém kariéie. 
25 Jéti kardé seo, ji ; 
“ Sarwar, mitthé meo deo, ji ! 
Mitth4 meo deo, ji!”” 
Minh mangié din diwéie! 
Jéti de ghar jamdé, 
30 Pheri, bahote karm-jaram dé ; 
Sayyidpuré saloia, 
Jithe Pheri paidé hoid, 
Ohdkar Bai Lanj dé, 
Nit ghare saldm kardie! 
O True Lord! O God! 
Blessed bo thy creation | 
Thou art Lord of the land and sea! 
O God, let us meditate on thy Name! 
5 What wonders hast thou performed ? 
O Lord, appearing in many forms! 
Thou hast ordered the Earth and Sky, 
Upraising the sky* without pillars! 
He hath reckoned up (all) the Earth, 
10 Forty-nine /4khe of karors (of miles in area) !+ 
The eighteen loads of herbage 
Made God into a garden of his power ! 
‘The dwellers in ease in heaven, 
Rima Chandra and Krishna the youth, 


* Lit,, the machine. + 49 billions. 
vor, 114 
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15 And the nine Buddhas flourished, 
And then He made the ten incarnations.* 
The saintship is unfathomable, Sir !t 
(Only) ho that worships Thy Name shall be saved, Sir! 
Steep is the path of the saintship, 
20 Let us become servants to our teachers. 
(Jati) sang of the Saint and Baf,t 
This duty did he perform, 
Keeping the lamps§ ever lighted, 
Ever worshipping thom at home. 
25 Jati did service: (saying) 
“ Sarwar, grant mo sweet fruit|| (of my preyor), 
Sweet fruit grant me |” 
(Sarwar) gave him his dosiro in charity. 
In Jati’s house is born 
30 Pherd, the most fortunate. 
Un beantiful Sayyidpurd,q 
‘Where Pherf was born, 
The servants of Bai and Lanji (Sarwar), 
Worship them every hour ! 
Whon Jatt was at tho point of death he admonf¥hed his son 
Pherd, saying, “‘ My son, you were born to me solely through 
the favor of Sakhi Sarwar, theroforo it is incumbent on you 
to ever worship at his shrinc.” So Phord in obodionce to 
his father’s behest attended regularly at Sakbi Sarwar’s shrine 
and worshipped him, and although at ono time ho became 
very poor he never failod in his dovotion. Ono day he said 
to himself that if Sakht Sarwar give mo the government of 
Emandbid I will build him a splendid shrino, whereupon tho 
holy Bhairon** was orderod by Sakhi Sarwar to appear to tho 
Emperor Akbar in a dream and frighton him. Bhairoft accord- 


© The modern Brahmanical mythology is referred to here ! 
t Aalrening the audience. 
his wife : sce ante, Vol. I., p. 96. 
ie., of tho shrine. 
invariable form of prayer for a von. 


Spark Saloas is the old name of Bmankbid. 
® See Vol. L, p. 
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ingly did so and Akbar asked him what he wanted. Bhairon 
replied, “Make my freind Pherd governor of Emanibad to- 
morrow, or I will worry you.” To this Akbar agreed, and inorder 
to refresh his memory he made # knot in his coat. Accordingly,. 
next day, when sitting in his Court, the knot reminded him of 
his promise, and he issued orders through his minister appoint- 
ing Pherd the Brahman governor of Emanibid. 

A horseman was therefore sent with the order and suitable 
robes who arrived in due timo at Emanibid and made enquiries 
after Pherd. But he, fearing that the man had come about 
tho recovery of certain debts of his father, hid himsolf in the 
house of ono Mfitti, an old woman. At last, however, thinking 
it over in his mind that there is no escape from the will of 
gods or of kings, and that if ho escapod for to-day the horse- 
man would catch him to-morrow, ho gave himself up. To his 
astonishment the horseman (according to orders) treated him 
with the groatost respect, bathed him, dressed him up in tho 
robes of honor and gavo him the lettors patent (parwdné) in- 
vesting him with the powor of a governor of Emanibid. Aftor 
which the horseman went away- 

35 Jo kuchh Pheri lor dé ; 

Lékh milid mulk karor dé, 
Patté, ra’iyat, pargand : 
Mur gharo salam kariio. 
Ghore charhke chaldé, 
40 Pheri ja Kachahri maldé. 
Qabit pave hukm dé 
Phir ket mat dahéic. 
[lakim nél chabiitro 
Pherti bahke majlis léie. 
45 Lashkar katak bardmi, 
Naqqare nal nishani. 
35 Whatsoovor Pheri desirod 
Ue obtainod, a land of boundless wealth,* 
Titlo-doods, tonants and lands: 


© Lit., worth of a billion of rupees. 
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Going home he gave thanks (to Sarwar). 
Riding on his horso 
40 Phert went frequently to Court. 
Taking the opportunity of power 
He made (every one) of his faith. 
With nobles in his Palace. 
Phert sat and held his Court. 
45 Splondid his cavalcade and retinue 
With drums and standards. 

‘Now since Pheré was a Brihman and Sakh! Sarwar was a 
‘Muhammadan the people of Emanibid were much disploased 
at his following Sarwar, and once it so happened that one of 
his own caste brethren refused to permit him to attend at 
marriage, because of his being Sarwar’s disciple. Finding at 
Jast that it was a question of losing the fellowship of his caste 
or of giving up Sakhi Sarwar, he deserted the latter and 
joined’ his caste. 

“ Air chele ditié, 
Phir chele hoe mitthid! 
Guréa Pirda to mukare 
50 Sidh Gpi dp saddiye!" 
“I gave my disciple a flock, 
And my disciple hath become faithless ! 
Denying his Saint and Teacher, 

50 He hath made himself into a saint!” 

(Spake Sarwar) and was very much enraged against Pher, 
for whose punishment he sent the holy Bhairoi.* 

Bhairois yamchi marda, 
Bréhman niin jhuthidrdé ! 
Oh df dehi rang witdid, 
Adh vichon hi latkéie! 
55 Dard kalijé pharkdd 
Pheri fangén bahwin kharkdé. 
Chhdle bhime pai gac, 
Dela dé rang withie : 
Kul qabilé tarkdé, 


® Sec Legends about Sarwar, ante, passim. 
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« Th mitt théon diwéo farag dé. 
Jia dé sidga bhog de, 
Mur use to sukhdiye.” 
Rang mahléiwalié, 
Phir kakkhaa vich sowd lid, 
Phir jhuagt vich bahé Ué, 
Phir istar heth vichlutie. 
Péindé dudh pidliéi, 
Phir pani tind sawélida, 
Chattt bhojan jiwandé. 
Phir tukre nin tarsdie. 
Bhairon struck him with his club, 
Calling the Brahman a liar. 
He changed the color of his body.* 
And hanged him by his waist (to the roof).+ 
Pain toro his heart, 
Pherd (hanging) kicked sbout his arms and legs. 
Great blotches camo ovor his body. 
And the color of his body changed. 
(Said) his family trombling, 
“ Let us give him a place apart; 
Whoso favor he enjoyed 
Let him again relieve him.” 
From s gorgeous palace 
They made him sleep in a but. 
They mado him dwoll in the hut, 
And sproad a bed of straw bencath him. 
He that drank milk from (brass) cups, 
Drank water from earthen cups. 
The liver on sumptuous food 
Craved for crumbs. 


When Pherd the Brahman got leprosy and his brothron gave 
him a detached hut to live in, one day everybody forgot him 
except an old femalo servant, who recollocted that no one had 


iv, made bim 
ue., weverely pt 





| him: allusion to a favorite Sikh punishment. 
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sent him any food sinco tho previous day, and thinking that if 
he was neglected much longer ho would soon dio, she made up 
hor mind to supply him daily with four loaves out of hor own 
allowanco of food. That very day she went to Pheri with 
the bread and an ower of water, who ate two of the loavos' and 
gavo the remainder to tho birds. Finding that he only ato two 
loaves she restricted his allowance to that number and kept 
the rost for horself. She went to him daily beforo eating any 
food herself, because sho was obliged to bathe after coming in 
contact with a leper and also, by the custom of tho Hindds, 
before breaking hor fast. In this way some time passed. 

Now Sakhi Sarwar had made Pherd a loper in order to force 
his relatives to desert him, so that when hoe felt the pangs of 
hunger he might roturn to his old allegiance. But finding that 
that the old woman kopt him well fod, he ordered Bhairon to 
prevent her. Accordingly, noxt day Bhairoi mot her on the 
road to Pherd’s hut and asked her who she was and where she 
was going. She roplied “For the grace of God and out of 
pity for my old master I give him daily two out of my allowanco 
of four loaves and I am taking thom to him now.” “ But,” 
said Bhairon, “ when your master is so bad with ‘eprosy that 
none of his own relatives will go near him, why do you go? 
Suppose you got the disease : who would look after you, when 
even so great a man as Pherd is totally neglected ? If you 
must look after your mastor take my advice and tie the broad 
to tho end of a bamboo and throw it to him from a distanco.” 
‘Noxt day the woman took his advice, and when Pherf saw what 
she was doing he was vexed and told her that sho had sorvod 
him well cnough so far, but that if sho meant to treat him like 
this in future she had better coase bringing him food. Being 
thus rebuffed the woman stopped bringing him food. 

So Pherd began to starve and in the misery of his hoart bo 
romembered Sakhi Sarwar and said : 

“Sab jag bhulanhér: bhulida Sitd johida Ranta, Sultdné, 
Bhijle Ram te Lachhman Deote, Sulténd. 
Main tere dive bdlsda 
Maia tere ndm chitérada. 
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ms Bahare, Sarwar Aulié, 
Dukh meré dard gawétye !" 
“All the world errs: even as the Queen Siti errod, Oy 
Sultan (Sarwar), 
Errod also Ram and Lachhman, O Sultdn.* 
I will light thy lamps, 
I will call on thy name. 
75 Come, O Saintly Sarwar, 
Relieve mo of my agony and pain.” 

When Pheri began to cry out and acknowlodged his guilt 
Sakhi Sarwar had pity on him. So mounting his maro and 
taking Bhairon with him he went to Pherd’s hut and asked 
the road to Kabul. “ What do you want in Kabul?” said 
Pheri. ‘ We are physicians from Dehli,” said they, “sent to 
teach the king of Kibul medicine.” “If you will but treat 
me,” said the leper, “I will remember you all my days.” “ But 
if we treat you, what will you give us?” said tho physicians. 
“Alas |’? said ho, “I have nothing to give!” “ Something wo 
must have,” returned the physicians, “at any rato a pound of 
flour for our horsos.”” Pherf promised anything in his powor 
if they would only cure him. Whereupon 

Chashmat kaddh nikdlié, 
Pherd Béhman nia ghol pid Kié. 
“ Sital jhole, Séhibé, 
KO Dehi ni thand pawdiye !” 
They took out somo of the holy soil, 
And mixing it (in a cup of water) they gavo it to Phord 


the Brihman. 
(Said Pherfl), “O Lord, as a breath of cool air, 
80 Hast thou cooled my (burning) body! ” 


As soon as Pherf had drunk up the dissolved carth he was 
vured at once. Tho rapid cure mado him doubt tho real 
cluractor of tho physician, and so ho Inid hold of Sarwar’s 

* Allusion to the well known story in the Rdmdyana of Siti’s dis- 
obedience of Rima’s instructions not to go out of the’charmed circle 
(bir), while their error was in leaving her alone. 

+ Sucred soil from Makké, but here from Nig&hd, the shrine of Sakhf 


Su.war, 
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mare and said, “You are concealing yourselves, your are not 
physicians. You are Sakhi Sarwar and Bhairon, the holy.” 

“ We are indeed physicians,” replied they, “it is your will to 
call us Sarwar and Bhairon. However, bring us the grain you 

to give us.” ‘ 

“T will not move a yard” replied he, “for you may gallop 
off, while I go for the grain.” 

At last finding that he would not leave them they dropped 
their whips and asked him to pick them up, and as he stooped 
to do so, they galloped off, leaving him staring after them. , 

* Changd karke ghalia, 
Pheri Bahman ghar niiw chalié. 
Bahuté sukh énand él, 
Ghar sukht sdndt jéie. 
85 Pahiléi: ware mugdm, jt: 
Phir nit-nid kare saldm, jt: 
’ Hatthin bihd kholke 
Jé andar pair pdie. 
Roshan hie chirdgh, jt. 
90 Béhman de wadde bhdg, jt. 
Pairti: paindt Lachhms, 
Man andar khushi wadhéte! 
Having cured him they sent him away, 
And Pherf, the Brihman set out for home. 
With great rejoicings 
He reached home safe and sound. 
85 First he went to the shrine, sir : 
And made his lowly salutations, sir : 
Opening.the door with his own hands 
And prostrating himself within. 
There was a lighting of the lamps, sir. 
90 Very fortunate was the Brihman, sir. 
Lachhm!* fell at his feet, 
Happy in her heart. 
Returning home Pheri went on to serve Sakhi Sarwar #8 
hereta@fe. After a while it occurred to him that he should 


© His wife. . 
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gro to Nigiha and be fed from the hands of the revered Bii* 
and obtam some boon from Sarwar. So he went towards 
Nigiha and getting as far as the Trimmat ferry he sut dowA 
by the banks of the Ravi. Here Bhairoi appeared to him in 
the form of @ groom and asked Pherf why he was there. 
Vherf replied that he was going to Nigahi. 

“ But who goes to Nighi at this season,” said the groom, 
“when the river is so swollen ? Jt is no easy matter to cross at 
tlis suason. Better go back and come again with the regular 
company of pilgrims (sang). 

“] will never go back,’ replied Pherf, “I have made my 
vow and go 1 will.’” 

On this the groom was very pleased and said, “ Very well, if 
you must go across, sit on this grass mat and shut your eyes.” 

Pherd did so and immediately found himself across tho river, 
but neither the mat or its owner could he see anywhere. 

When he reached the Satluj, Bhairon the holy visited him in 
the form of a shepherd and told him that if he wanted to 
cross he could take him over on a reed mat. Pherd sat on it 
and was taken across in a momont, but the shopherd disap- 
peared. Then Pheri knew that it was the same man that had 
helped him over the Ravi. 

At length he reachod Nigihi and thero Sakhi Sarwar visited 
him assuming the form of an Aro: and asked him to take food 
1 Ins house, saying that there were no Brahmans in the vil- 
luge. He offered him eleven gold picces in return for 
the honour. Pherf could not resist tho temptation, saying to 
Inmsclf that he would visit the shrine ufterwards. So he 
i«companiod the sham Aro; to his house, 






dé paid; 
9 Kar bhojan bhalé jimaid. 
Pirin ditti dakhné, 
Jy dharm sahéic. 
(kore ee 
* Sukh Sarwar's wife. + Towards Multan. 
VOL, 11.—15 
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The Lady Bai changed her form,* 
Sho made a covking place aud placed tho vessels, 

95 Preparing the food in plenty. 

Tho Saint gave him his (Brahman’s) foc, 
As though Lound by religion. 

After Pherd had becu fed by Bat, whew he supposed to bo 
the wife of the Aro:f, and had received the customary present 
from the sham Arori, he retarned to tho shrine, buried tho 
romainder of the food and sat down expecting that Bai would 
give him bread with her own hands and Sakhi Sarwar himself 
‘the uxual present. Knowing this Sakht Sarwar appeared to the 
shrine attendant, Chhatti, in a dream and told him to ask 
Pherd why be was sitting there, for that what he wanted had 
been accomplished. “If he says be has received nothing, 
then tell him that the supposed Arora was Sukhi Sarwar, and 
that tho food he had caten was prepared by Iii, If he does 
not beliove you then toll him to put his litle finger to his chest 
and the food that he ate will come out of his mouth und tho 
food thut he buried in golden utensils will be found to bo in 
brass ones, and that the gold pieces ho had sq present will 
be turned into brass also. So Chhatti, the shrine attendant, 
went to Pherd and suid, “Why don’t you go home since you 
havo got what you cuine for?” But Pherd rejoined, “ I havo 
got nothing as yet.” On this the attondant told hit that tho 
food he had eaten had been proparod by Bat and that the 
present he had received was from the hands of Sarwar himself. 
But the Brahman would not believe him. So then the attend- 
ant prayed that the gold pieces presented him might turn to 
brass, that the goldon utensils might also becomo brass, and 
that the food ho had eaton might come out of his mouth. All 
this came literally to pass. On soeing this the Brihman was very 
much ashamed and cricd out to Sakht Sarwar, ‘I cannot return 
home disgraced in this wise.’ Then a voice called out, “ Let 
tho vessels and gold pieces become golden,” and behold! it 
was 80, @pd the Brihman took them homo. 









* ic, became an Arort’s wife. 
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Chanyd karke ghallid; 
Phot Rahman ghar nie chalid, 
Bahutd sukh duand nal 
thar eukhi saeli jdie. 
Majlis tambyi ténadé, 
Phir oh Ichushidit m€nadéa, 
edei agye tul st, wuz 
Osi tul charhaie, 
Curing him they sent him (homo); 
Pherf the Brihm 
With great rv 


went home, 





cng: 


Reaching Ins home safe and sound. 





They pitched his camp iu the Court, 
Aud thon rejoiced. 


yen as he was before, again 





They placed Lins in lus former state. 
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THE MARRIAGE OF SAKHI SARWAR, 
AS RECORDED BY A MUNSHI OF THE LAHORE 
DISTRICT FOR MRS. F. A. STEEL. 

[This legend gives in detail what has beon already alluded to in previous 
ones about Sakh! Sarwar. It is valuable as showing his thoroughly Indian 
character and descent. The purely Hind oast given to all tho ceremomien 
connected with the marringe is remarkable.) 

[It should be noted that the governor of Multdn marries his daughter to an 
ordinary fagér. Though there is no evidence, as far as I know, to show 
that there over was such « governor as that mentioved in this legend, such 
marriages were by no means unknown in former days: eg., the marriuge 
of the daughter of the Emperor Bablo! Lodt, in 1452 A.D., to Shokh Sadar 
Jahan of Kotid-MAler.] 

[The prose parts, being in ordinary Urdd, have not beon givon in original.) 

Jal thal ik Allah, ji! 
Rabb qudrat dé Badshah, ji! 
Teré, Allah, Nabbi yawah, ji! 
Leni nim Rasil dé, 
5 Phir ummat de Narband dd. 
Dhol Dharti dhérdd ; 
Rabb Chaudén Tabag sawérda ; 
P4ni pave jhalér da ; 
Ashtam tire latakde ; 
10 Chénan bile chand dé. 
Adam Hawwé paindé, 
Rabb duniyé sieht* wadhaindd, 
Rabb sir sir dhands laindd, 
Jo jo hukm, Nihdlia, 
15 Karo kamio dhand dé. 
Sut Jugi Multdnt ; 
Koi Shahr bhald pirani ; 
Shahr *ajab sohné; man 
Saki, 'dlam Nau Khang dé. 
© For sayiskt, creation. « 
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Pit Zainw’l-"ébadin nit nédm 
Litye khair wand da. 
Char Sayyiddi de jammién, 
Bulténd, pdr karamisi, 
Diwind ubbhian lammian. 
Dhan jane Mai ’Acahan, 
Wadhéwé waj: anand dd, 
Sarwar, ’ajab jdwdni, 
Nal bhai Dhodé Khéui, 
Pitt Zainu’l’débadin, nit nim 
Léiye khair wand da. 
One God of the land and sea! 
God 18 the king of power! 
The Prophet (Muhammad) is thy witness, O Godf 
First call on the name of the Prophet, 
Then on the Leader of the Sect.* 
Dhavalat supports the carth ; 
God has created the Fourtecn Regions, t 
Water He gives to the wells ; 
The stars He hangs in the sky ; § 
He lights up the glory of the moon. 
He produced Adam and Hawn (Eve) ; 
God gave increase to the creatures of the world; 
Appointed his place unto each. 
O Nihala,|| whatever be His order, 
Do thon perform thy duty. 
Maltin belongs to the Golden Age, 
A city blessed by the Saints,** 
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* ve, Sakht Sarwar. 
t Explamed to be a cow- but was there ever any such Hindu notion P 
t Musalmén notion 


|| The composer of the poem. 

£ ie., ia w very old city. 

lusion to the descendants of Abeet 1 Qadir Titel, Shants Tabros 
celebrated saints, «till 


rey 
Muluin, ""7 
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A city very beautifal ; believe 
In Sukhi (Sarwar), Lord of the Ninc Quarters, 
20 Ever the name of his father Zainu’l’-badin, 
Full of virtue, take. 
Born in the house of Sayyids, 
Was Sultin (Sarwar), foll of good fortune, 
Lord of the East and West : 

25 Happily did Mother ’Acshint bring forth, 

When the drums of rejoicing were sounded. 
Sarwar, the glorious youth, 
With his brother Dhoda Khia, 
And Zainu’l-ibadin ; ever their names, 

80 Fall of virtue, take ! 

Now Sakht Sarwar while grazing goats in the pastures had 
read the Qurin from his childhood. He had four brothers, ot 
whomthree were the sons of Rustam Khitun,t his stepmother, 
viz., Snyyid Dadd, Suyyid MahmOd and Sayyid Sabra. His 
futher Zainu’!’-badin dwelt at Garh Kot§ about twelve miles 
from Multin, and after Rustam Khitun’s death he married 
*Aeshii|| there. She bore him two sons, Sayyid shmad (Sakhi 
Sorwar) and Kbin Jatf or Dhodi Khia, ‘The saint’s grand- 
mother’s name was Sihibzddi, who had a sister marricd to ono 
Raiba of the Rihiind 'ribe, by whom sho had fivo sons, viz., 
Abd, Didha, Saban, Mekkd, and Abu’l-khair. But the saint 
had no maternal uncle.{ 

When his mother’s father died his brethren came and want- 
ed him to divide the land owned by the grandfather among 
themselves, to which partition Sukhi Sarwar agreed, but they 
took all tho good land and gave him only the bad. However, 
as he had paid no attention to agriculture, he was none the 
‘wiser, and taking his share proceeded to cultivate it. So he 





© Hindé beliet. + Mother of Sarwar. 
pte opie ape 
fj, 12 miles from Multhn sccording to the usual sccoun! 
H She was » Khokhar. 
To perform the marriage, tor him. Hind(ecustom. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


THE MARRIAGE OF SAKBY SARWAR. 119 


sowed it with seed and prayed to God, and by the blessing of 
the Almighty his fields‘flourished and were ten-fold better th: 
bis brethren’s, and they, being astonished, took counscl nab 
themselves. So they went to him and told him there must 
huve been @ mistake iu the portition and wanted to set up the 
pillars afresh, ‘Never mind nbout altering tho pillars,” 
suid he,-“‘you collect the whole harvest and give me my share.” 
So the brethren collected the harvest and winnowed the grain, 
and when it was ready for distribution, they sent round to all 
the beggars of the neighbourhood to beg alins.of grain from 
Sarwar so as to ruin him, and gavo them instructions that 
if he refused them in-any way they were to give him a bad 
uame in all tho villages round. Accordingly, when the division 
commenced, they all crowded round Sukhi Sarwar and begged 
grain of him in the name of God. Before long ho had given 
all his own grain and commenced distributing that of the 
ficlds adjoining. His brethren, however, were quite pleasod, 
“for,” said they, “now that ho has given away all his grain 
low will he pay the lund revenue? As soon as the tax collector 
comes he will ran away and we shall be rid of him and get all 
the land.” With these notions in their heads they sngyested 
his uecompanying thom to the Governor to pay the revenue, 
uid his father, too, asked bim to go in his place, as he was 
getting too old to walk. So all the brothers went off to 
Ghand, the Pathén,* the ruler of Multin. On the road, being 
entirely innocent of such matters, the saint asked what Jand 
rovenue was end they explained it to him. “But,” said he, “I 
have nothing to pay with.” “You must take your chance,” 
suid they, ‘the Governor may remit, or be may punish.” 
Sakhi Sarwar felt very frightened on hearing this, for who could 
tell what the Governor would do to ‘im, and so he determined 
to show him a miracle. : 
No sooner had he determined on this, when behold he was 
joined by a huge multitude which filled Multén, till there-was 
lurdly standing space. Seeing this vast concourse the ‘Pathin 


® A name apparently not known to history. 
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asked his minister to go and enquire about them. The minis- 
ter came and saw that it was a saint on a mare that hud come. 
So he reported that it was only a fagir and no enemy that had 
come, and that the concourse had been crested by him merely 
for his own amusement. This made the Governor feel very 
uneasy. But to try the saint’s powers he sent him an 
empty tray and a pitcher, to sce if he had miraculous power 
enough to fill them, and asked for foud and water. ‘I'he eer- 
vant, who carried them, however, became afraid that if the 

Saint should fiad them empty he would think that he himself 
had done it for a joke and would be wrath with him. So on 
the road he prayed to God not to disgrace him in the eyes of 
the saint, and God heard the prayer and filled tho tray with 
rice and milk and the pitcher with water. Now SakLi Sarwar 
knew by his miraculous knowledgo what had happened, and said 
to hid friend Faqir Hussain Ghii,* “look, the Governor wants 
me to show him a miracle.”” So when the servant camo they 
both partook of some of the food and drink, but left some 
in the veasels to show the Governor that food had been put 
miraculously into them. When the Governd saw this, he 
became sure of the miraculous power of Sukhi Sarwar and, 
being afraid of what he had done, made up bis mind to 
apologize. But Fagir Hussain Ghai told him that there was 
no need to do that, ax he was justified in testing the power of 
8 saint, and that Sakhi Sarwar would pardon him if he would 
behave himeelf in future ! 

The Governor, in his gratitude, gave Sakhi Sarwar a fine 
horse, a dress of honor aud a Idkh and a quarter of rupeest but 
he imprisoned his five brethren for having forced him to come 
to Multan. Sakhi Sarwar took his presents and went straight 
to the Jail, On seeing him there the Governor of the Juil 
asked him why he came there, and Sarwar replied he was 
there because of his brethren, who were imprisoned. The 
Goverger of the Jail asked him which among the prisoners 





* Ghat, itly @ tribal + but habitat igi 
PG ences name end origin ankgown. 
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were his brethren. ‘ Every man in the Jail is my brother, and 
Ihave no intention of moving until they are all released,” 
replied the saint. So the poor Governor went to Ghand, ;t¥e t 
Pathan, who Bad perforce to release all the prisoners. 

Atter this Sakht Sarwar spent his 14kh and quarter of rupees 
in shaving and dressing decently all the beggars in Multin, 
for the large numbers of which the place has always been 
famous, and then he proceeded on his way home to Garh Kot 
riding on his horse in his new clothes. On the road he met 
360 fagire who begged for food, as they had been starving for 
twelve years. So the saint, having nothing else, gave them 
his horse and his clothes to buy food with in Multan. But no 
ono would buy either horse or clothes for fear of incurring 
Ghant’s displeasure. The fagirs, therefore, returned disap- 
pointed to Sakht Sarwar. The saint asked them which they 
really wanted, money or food. ‘Food is all we want,” said 
the fagirs. ‘ Then slaughter the horse and eat it,” said Sarwar, 
“and make up the clothes into broeches and necessary cluthing.” 
So the fugirs did accordingly. 

Now the saint’s brethren still nourished great enmity against 
him, and when they saw this they rejoiced greatly, as they 
thought that when the Governor of Multan heard of it he 
would surely punish the saint. So they filled pitchers with the 
blood of the horse and took them to Ghand, the Pathin. 

Khorén di pakki wédt! 
Khor jé karan faryédi ; 
Khale laikan Bédshah te: 
“ Kyta nahin niyéa karandé ?” 
It is always the way of the wicked ! 
The wicked went and complained ; 
And stood crying out to the Governor : 
“ Why dost thou not do justice ?”” 

When Sakht Sarwar’s brethren showed the pitchers full of 
blood and explained how the present had been treated, Ghant, 
the Path&n, became furiously angry and ordered his messengers 
to demand the horse and clothes from the saint. With great 
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fear and trembling the order was carried out. Tho mosscngers 
wont to Garh Kot and sat down in Sakhf Sarwar’s house, but 
said never a word. At last Zainu’l-'’badin asked them what they 
wanted, to whom they replied that they were very perplexed ; 
the order they had received was a very shameful one, but as it 
was the Governor’s they felt obliged to carry it out. “The 
fact is,” said they, ‘the Governor wants back the horse and 
clothes he presented to Sakhf Sarwar, and has sent us for it.” 
Sukhi Sarwar and his friends heard of this and said naturally, 
. “If the Governor be an honest man, how can he possibly want 
back what he has given away ?” However, they went off to 
where the bones of the horse lay to see if God would help 
them by a miracle out of their dilemma. There were tho 
Governor's messengers and some fifty other persons present. 
On reaching the bones Sakhi Sarwar desired tho messengers 
to stand aside, as the miracle to be performed was one of God's 
mysteries and not fit for vulgar cyos. So they went aside aud 
then Serwar’s friends and the fagirs prosent threw a shevt over 
the bones and prayed— 
85 Ralke Sayyid karan pukdré ; 
“ Sunen, Muhammad, Chare Yard! 
Kamm sawéren, Parwardigéré ! 
Oho ghoré éve sara !”” 
* 'Ibril ne Gndit 
40 Sabit ghoré turié. 
Sarwar akhe, “ wah, wah, Sainid ! 
Ghant Pathdn kare aniaién !” 
35 Together the Sayyids prayed ; 
“ Hear us O Muhammad and the Four Companions.t 
Perform our desire, O Cherisher of the Poor (God)! 
May the horse bocome whole |!” 
Jibrail brought him to life, 
40 And the horse stood up wholo. 
aSeid Sarwar : “ Hail, hail, Lord! 
Zhant the Pathan hath done injustice!” 


“@ For Jibritl = Gabriel. 
+ These are Abu Bakr,’Umar, Usmin and ‘Ali. 
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‘When tho horse was restored to life and the clothes resusci- 
tated Sarwar proceeded with them to the Governor. Ghand 
saw him coming from his window and was much astonish® 
and fally convinced that Sakht Sarwar was a great saint. It 
followed that he himself was a very foolish man and a great 
sinner, as he had thwarted and worried Sarwar, so he bo- 
came very much afraid of what he had done. Seeing that 
Sarwar was fast approaching he took his minister aside, ex- 
pluned to him all that had happened and asked his advice. 
The minister suggested that the best way out of the difficulty 
was to offer the saint a daughter in marriage. To this the 
Governor agreed, and when Sarwar came into the presence, 
Ghaud, the Pathda, very humbly begged forgiveness for his 
roughness and disbeliof, aud offered him his daughtor as an 
atonement. Sakht Sarwar replied that it was a very wicked 
act to annoy fugirs, but that as far as ho himeclf was concern- 
ed ho would overlook everything, except that he would not 
now accept either the horse or the clothes. As for the girl he 
hnnself thought ho ought not to marry her, being only a poor 
fuyir, while her father was a great Governor, but he would be 
guided by his own father’s wishes entirely. And so Sakht 
Sarwar weut away home. 

In u few days Ghaud, tho Pathin, sent a Brahman, a Dom, and 
a Barber in the regular (Hindd!) fashion to Zainu’l-’abadin 
with a proposal fur Sakhi Sarwar’s betrothal to his daughter 
aud many apologies for his conduct. 

Bhandé hoid Rabb dé 
Ghore de sabab da! 

45 Bibi Bai, Ghani ai ahi, 

Badshéh Piréa thin mangda. 
Glory was to God 
On account of the horse! 

45 The Lady Bat, Ghand’s daughter, 

The Governor betrothed to the saint. 

Whon tho three messengers told Zainu’l-’ibadin what the 
Governor proposed, he replied that it was not # correct thing 
for s fair to marry a Governor's daughter, but that as tho 
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proposal had been made it could not be well refused. So the 
Pero was accepted and Zainu’l-’Abadin sent back by the 

uds of the servants a magnificent present of pearls, a horse 
and splendid robes to the Governor, such as he could accept. 
He found no difficulty about this, as the great Saint Sakhi Sar- 
war always found whatever he wanted on his praying carpet 


(musall4), 


50 


55s 


65 


70 


a 
There is a pun here—wadhdwd is a hanger pn, a servant, and also* 
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Ralke gandhi piwande, 
Pirdic nda pir saddwande. 
Ae Pir naméule, 
Diwané, khiish rang dé. 
Gandhi leke chalié wadhéwa, 
Ghar Sayyidén waje wadhiwé.* 
Mele éwan Pir Faridé, 
Tere utte karam Nabbi dé! 
Pir Bannoi dien dhéi, 
Pir Sunnémoii charhid. 
Degi khane pakde 
Masiile ajab mahhde : 
Langridn te chhaniéi 
Pirji thal bharandé, 
Nafar khé uthdion, 
Sab hove kamm anand dé. 
Netin de moharén paindsin 
Zar, sond, anand dé ! 
Satrén andar sawinién 
Ral géwan bibién rénian : 
Télén, phuphian, masiin, 
Sab hove kamm anand dé. 
Sarwar Sayyid nahéwandé ; 
Awwal tahmat chauki dwandé, 
(Nihélé bahér ban gawandé, 
Kahind kahe Rasil dé.) 
Kuppar wal pahiuda. 
Dhodé Khén nahwdlie, 
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Pahin, béghdi vich bahélie. 
Donon bhét baithde 
Sarbéld takht buland dé, 
Zuinw’ldbadin nahéwandé ; 
Kappar rang sahdwandé, 
Bahishti joré’ pahinke, 
A betian kol bahandé. 
Janj charhé Bultdn di: 
Kul jot sami arman di. 
“idrat kare jahén, jt ; 
Viyah si adambar rang ba-rang dd. 
Bhairon Devi nd! hai, 
Nal mohar nugdri hamb da, 
Togother they tied the marriage knots, 
Saints calling Saints. 
Glorious Saints came there, 
Careless and happy. 
The servants took the marnage knots, 
And drums were beaten in the Sayyid’s house. 
Shekh Farid* joined tho marriage party. 
The blessing of the prophet is on thy (Sarwar’s) head !t 
Pir Bannoi gave thee protection, 
Coming from Sunnim.t 
Food was cooked in the caldrons, 
With savoury spices ; 
With small cups and saucers 
The Saint filled a platter. 
The servants ate it up 
And were all pleased. 
(The Saint) obtained the marriage presents ; 
The golden coins of delight ! 
Behind the curtain were the matrons 
Singing with the ladies and maidens : 


¢¢ That such grant men shouldbe present 
men 
A well known Saint from near PagiAls, 
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Annts and cousins 
All rejoiced. 
Sarwar the Sayyid was bathed ; 
70 First they brought him towel and stool. 
(Nibild sings it beautifully, 
Giving the praise to the Prophet.) 
They clothed him splendidly. 
Dhoda Khin bathed (Sarwar) ; 
75 Dressed and seated him in a garden ; 
Both brothers were sitting 
On a lofty throne. 
Zainu’l-’Abadin (also) bathed (Sarwar) ; 
Clothes of beautiful colours 
80 And heavenly raiment wearing, 
He sat down beside his suns. 
+ Sultdn’s (Sarwar’s) marriage procession started, 
‘And the carth and hoavens were lighted up. 
The whole world came to see, sir; 
85 For the marriuge was s scene of beautiful 
colours. 
Bhairon and Devi were present 
With drams beaten before them.* 

A lékh and o quarter of visible and a lakh and a quarter of 
invisible fagirs attended Sakhi Sarwar’s wedding procession. 
‘Tho Governor was afraid that, as ho was marrying his daughter 
to a fayir, the bridegroom’s procession would consist of ragged 
beggars, and would be a source of permanent anuoyanco to 
him, so he sent his minister out to see what kind of procession 
it really was, that he might have time, if necessary, to arrange 
something suitable. Expecting to see something very moan the 
minister was astonished at finding @ most magnificont pro- 
cession approaching, attracting enormous crowds to itself, and 
so he went and reported that the procession was so large that 
there would be no finding food and drink for thom. When it 

© ‘Tnese verses apparently refer to the well known Hindd sacred song 
(rdg) of the marriage of Siva and P&rbatt, in which Bhairon and 
Sanichar are made to play a prominent part in thfs manner. 
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arrived it had to be accommodated outside the city, and when all 
the tents and canopies were pitched the space covered wag 
found to measure twelve kos (miles) round the town. 

Now the Governor had ordered the confectioners not to 
charge anything for their supplies, which he engaged to pay for 
on the completion of the marriage. Bhairon the Holy and 
Devi, who had accompanied the procession, had a mind to view 
the city. As they were wandering about they saw a confec- 
tioncr giving a farmer a large quantity of sweets for nothing 
and usked him why he did so. He replied that it was tho 
Governor’s orders to supply whatever the procession wanted 
without payment, When they heard this thoy were very 
pleasod. 

It so happenod that the Governor’s invitation tothe marriage 
feast fell on the day that was a fast both to Hindfs and 
Musalmans, so the Hind Gods and Muhammadan Saints refused 
to atteud.* Consequently thore was a very large quantity of 
food wasted; however, as Bhairoi the Holy and Hanwant 
(Hanuman) the Holy were mere childrent and not affected by 
the fust, they were requested to eat some of the food. So they 
egan and very soon ate it all up and asked for more! Thus 
it turned out to be quite true as the minister had said, the 
procession was so great that there would not be enough food 
and drink for them. The Governor asked the gods to for- 
give him, as it was not his fault that there was not sufficient 
food. On this Bhairoi tho Holy and Hanwant tho Holy took 
their departure. 

Now tho Governor erected a long bamboo on the top of 
which he placed six more and the top of all he put a brass 
cup (kaforé) and asked Sakh{ Sarwar to see if he could hit it 
with an arrow, saying that it was a necessary ceremony in his 
family, before giving away a daughter. 





* The feast fell on the fast of Ramin which also, happen 
to) pan siddoitor vara ofthe moon, ooaring oer 15 aye nd 
fist wit 


"} A mythological point probably worth following up. 
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Ghana kuppt udwéwandd, 
Bultén Sayyid armdwandd : 
90 Pahlé wir Pathén dé 
Thr jéndé pas ghtmdé, 
Pher war did Pirén dé: 
Jor Kakkt, azmat khén dd, 
tr mare tir kuman dé; 
95 Son katork jhar pde; 
Pir pahit chot wrandé. 
Sayyidda Id maidént : 
Shakr hoid ntirdnt : 
Pir hawelt utare, 
100 Pachkéré kare anand da. 
Qést Ghani saddwandé ; 
Rat Juma’ di dwandd: 
Bibi Ba wit samphdid, 
Parhid ‘aman to bi'llah’ khush rang dd. 
105 Qést parhe nikdh, jt, 
Kol saddio vakil gawéh, jt: 
Sabhé shartda khtida: 
Parhid ‘aman to bi'llakk khush rang dé. 
Zainat Khdtun boldt 
110 Sandik lakkhdi: de kholdt : 
Lili Bai nia pakndwanilt, 
Kappar man pasand da, 
Pippal patrewdlida, 
Phil karidn te dandida, 
115 Chhalle, mundre, dret, 
Vich phumman bdziband dd, 
Lél samundaron 44, 
Hird chaunk purdid, 
Jort jare jawthirlis, 
120 Kot lél matthe dhalkdd. 
Pahin nath sohdg di, 
Putreji wadght bhdg dt; 
Do moth vich lébri 
Pési sone tand dd, 
125 Sarwar le saldmida 
BSaubhre thin widid mang dé. 
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Niyat khawr parhan jawdn, ji, 
Khde Musalmin, 6, 
Wéja wojje wikélid, 
130 Pir dharan mohind pind dd, 
; Mai *Acshih pant pherdi, 
Kitd mith eas piyér chum dé. 
Lassi mundri padwand, 
Sarjoar to Bét khadwdund 
1s Donos bardbar khadile, 
Kéd sar psd panch rany dd. 
Dim jo de chalke, 
Darviizd hahande malke : 





dw 
Kanak jawér ubélite, 
Bai te Lany sambhélde 
Ghunghaniéh thandelke 
Chddar palld pawantle 
inn Dhieti mangan dod, ji 
% Pildis lure Khudd, j 
Dilais din, Nihilia, 
Kid sawad ik rany dé, 
V’her jo did chatke, 
hon Darwizd hahandd malke, 
“Deity, Sarwar Sayyiti, 
Jé asda many da” 
“Ts khiydl nd pdr je 
Jore yhore le jao, 
had “ Bharde thaili asd di” 
Jehrf did kinyitd, 
Wan hoe haridule, 
Chhadd kaliéay ae bint 

















tw Chun khd paddno 
Gt hai ajab khiydl dé, 
Hire, muti, 1dl dd. 
Mere Rabb, namdne Pala, 
Teridis ti jdund hai, 
Jo Tord par na wird padidd. 


VoL 1.—17 


pand dd. 
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Ghani made (him) shoot down the cup, 
To test Sultén the Sayyid : 
First (Ghand) the Pathfin’s 
Arrow flew past it. 
Noxt came the Saint’s turn ; 
Placing Kakki,* the Lord of power, 
The Saint shot an arrow from his bow ; 
The golden cup fell down; 
The Saint shot it down at the first shot. 
Tho Sayyid won the field : 
The City was lighted up: 
Tho Saints went to his (Ghand’s) homo 
And alighted with joy. 
The Qazi sent for Ghand ; 
Friday night camet 
Thoy taught the Lady Bal, 
And she repeated ‘ God’s peace on thee’t 
with joy. 
The Qizi performed the marri 
And summoned the representatives and witnesses: 
Madc all the settlements: 
And they repeated: ‘God’s peace on theo’ 
with joy. 
Zainat Kbitun§ 
Opened tho chest of a lékh’s worth (of clothes), 
And put on the Lady Bat 
Garments that she desired. 
Earrings like pfpal leaves, 
Flower-like rings and earrings, 
Rings and mirrored rings, 
And tasseled armlets, 
Rubies from the sca, || 
Diamonds set for the hair, 
Jeweled bracelets, 





© His mare 


i 


marriage day 
The completion of the warrate oo aa 
‘The superstition 18 that rubies 9 rubies spring 
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120 And put the red spot on the forchcad.* 
Pat on the nose-ring of wifehood 
On the lacky girl; 
And two pearls 
Suspended by s golden thread (from her noso), 
125 Sarwar received the presents 
And took leave of his father-in-law. 
Having répeated the blessings the young man (Sarwar), 
A trac Musalman (Sir), 
With music of rejoicing, 
130 Set out for his home. 
Mother Acshan drank tho water.t 
The mother kissod her son’s wife lovingly. 
Putting the ring into milk and wator,t 
Both Surwar and Bit drew the augury,§ 
135 Both tried together 
As though thoy wero playing at chess || 
The bards camo 
And sat togother at the door: 
(Saying), ‘Give us, Surwar Sayyid, 
140 ‘What our hoarts desire.” 
They boiled the wheat and millet, 
And gave it to Bai and Lanji (Sarwar) : 
Cooling tho millot 
Thoy put it into their kerchiofs.] 
145 The bards prayed, 
That God would give them pili fruit.** 
Pare pilds, O Nihila, 
They desired immediately. 
Again they came 


* Hind si of wifebood 

+ Hind ceremony of circling a cup of water round the heads of 
the newly wedded pair and drinking it ae 

t Hindd custom, § Of which was to be the better in lifo, 

4 Heyerly to seo which would draw out the ring fret 

find custom. - 

© Soe Vol. L,, pp. 96-7. These verses explain n miracle Sarwar 1s eaid 

« have made th'e plid to fruit out of scason to please his bards. 
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And sat together at tho door 
“ Give us, Sarwar Sayyid, 
What our hearts desire.” 
“ Desire not thus, sirs ; 
Take clothes and horses from me, sirs.”” 
“ (No) fill up our wallets (with pilis),’” 
Said they obstinately. 
The forest became green, 
And the pili troes blossomed, 
And pile came on to the branches, 
And the bards picked them up and ate eagerly, 
This song is traly wondrous, 
Full of diamonds, pearls and rubies. 
O God, the cherisher of orphans, 
Thou only knowest Thyself ; 
Nono can fathom Theo, 
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_No, XXIII. 
THE BALLAD OF CHOHAR SINGH, 


As KNOWN TO TEE SrppHO awp Banip Jayys AND a8 RECORDED 
in 4 Guewuxet MS. communicate sy Sagpiz ’Ataz Sixen 
oy Burapavz. 


[Tho Vir (or Bér), or Ballad, of Obthay Singh is one of the most famous popu- 
Jar poems of the Bikh Districts of the Panjib, It relates s well known 
historical fact which ooourred in 1798 A.D., vis., the treacherous baraing 
tw death of Chihay Bingh and Dsl Singh, bis brother, in = small bury or 
tower, into which they had been invited for the night by Sajjan, » Bartr 
Jatt. Bajjan himeolf was soon after killod by Btr Singh and Dip Singh, 
the sons of Obdhar Bingh, in revongo, with the kelp of the Patiflé 
troops undor Albe! Singh Kélcké and Bakbsh! (Oommandant) Saide Khan 
Dogar Boo Griffin's Kéyds of the Panydb, pp 257-8.) 

|The most important tribe in the Panjab aro the Jatts, and tho most important 
branch of those aro the SiddhOe At tho presont day the ohiof families 
of theso Biddhds aro those callod Phalkiih or doscendants of Phil, a 
Chaudbri, or Rovenue Collector, and also chiof local maguato, under tho 
Emperor Shahjabdn. Phdl diod in 1652 A.D., and from him are dosconded 
the Mahdrtjé of Patiala, tho RAjds of Jind and NAbb&, tho Sardire of 
Bhadauy and many ininor familics.} 

[Thc Bardps or Siddh@-Rarfra broke off from the main lino of the Siddhds 
apparontly about 1850 A.D., and are ropresentod now by the Raja of 
Faridkot.] 

|Chdbar Singh of Bhadaur was tho groat-grandson of Bima, tho scoond son of 
Phd, and the first groat chief of the house of Bhadaur. Dal Singh was 
us yoangoat brother and waa tho anovstor of tho Kot Dunnf Sikhs. The 
prosent chief of Bhadauy is the great-grandson of Chihar Singh through 
Dip Bingh, the younger of the two sons who avenged his death. Raja 
Bthib Singh of Patil, mentioned as having helped in the vongeanco 
exacted for the death of Chtbar Bingb, waa the grost-grandson of RAjt 
Alt Bingh, the third son of BAmi, from whose eldost son, Dunni, the 
Sardirs of Bhadaa are doscendod. Tho following gonoalogy will show 
the relationship of tho various actors in tho talo,] 
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Phal ob, 1052. 
-———_- 
Tiloklié 0b. 1087, ancontor Bamf ob. 1714. 
of tho Bajas of Nabha | 
‘and Jind. ! 
f T i 
Dunnd ob, 1726. Babha. Raja Ala Bingh of 
| Patidild ob. 1765, 
Bighd Singh ob. 1778. 1 
f iz es] Sardtl Singh ob. 1753. 
* @urdie Singh Chibor Singh Mobar Singh Dal Singh i 
ob. 1748, ob 1793. od 1826, ob. 1793, Bij Amar Singh ob 1781. 
i ancostor 1 
H ofthe Raja SAhib Singh ob.1813. 
Bir Singh Dip Singh Kot Dunn 1 
ob. 1828, ob, 1822, Sikhs. and he neo tho prosont 
Mahirlyts of Patatla, 


I 
Kharak Bingh. 
| 
Sardir 'Atar Singh 
of Bhadaur. 


[Bararakki or tho Land of the Barfirx consists of the parte about Marl, Marhj, 
Mukatere, Mudki, Buchoii, Rhadaor, Bultin Khidyand Puridkof, and 
patohos in Patiili, Nabhi and M te, the gronter part of tho 
Firoxpar District, pares of tho Lodiin& District and of tho Patiila aud 
‘NabbA States and the whole of tho Fartdkut State.) 


TEXT. 
Bar Chithar Singhji ki, jis ko Dararakkt 
men dm log gite hain. 
Vichch Bhadaur de Chihar Singh Bhim Sain sadive! 
Baddbi te ralf kise de pasand mil na live. 
Likhke chitthi Dunne de Kot nf chalivo: 
“Tain charh fiwand, Dal Singha, rij Bararakk? di 
thiive ; £ 
5 Ajj din khatttii bahke putt potA vichch Bhadoor do 
khive. 
@igar gao rijjat* Ghanayye Baje di, ghar baithe niu 
Sajjan rij Apin diwive.” 


© For m'tyat. 
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Vekhke parwinin sikhar dupahre Dal Singh charh 4 five, 
Bhra d& sady& jatti ml 18 plivo. 
Charhde Dal Singh nfa rigan ho gaid mandi: ik chfh- 
rf lakrita da bhari laike darbajje nf mohre ive. 
10 Ganda da gherid, takor dhaunse ni lawive, 
Vichch Barnile de Dal Singh patte Chdhar Singh nin 
bulive: 
“Ki mahimm pai, Chahar Singhd, tainfia ? kah di khitar 
Dal Singh nfi sadive ?” 
Chihar Singh Dal Singh charh Bhadaur nia de. 
Doni bhiriwai mati matike subh phauj Ghanayyo 
Baje nia charhiya. 
15 Pahilo deri vichch Bhai-ke-Dyiilpure ya ; 
Panjih rupaie da karih parsad Mai Rajjfde chulhfi bartdyd. 
Dusré deri chak ko vichch Ghanayyo Baje de laya. 
Bolyd Sajjanfi “tii kaddh laydvin mattiii, Raushan& 
Kalili, jebriia sujdian tund di tund kadhaiin.” 
Akk to dhatQra jahar diin gandiin vichch dirt ke 
Sajjan nen ralifaa. 
Tknin ne bukkti, iknia ne ukkia, ikn&i ne chakk garviin 
munh nda latin, 
20 Jinhaide pid dido dard akkhii nf dittht, unbii no 
chakk mattiia muih nfs lifts. 
Din chhipdo nil phaujia ho galii khivida; auro aur de 
nil Sojjan nei dhol baja. 
Marke kambal didi jhumb4a bibar Bararakki di Af. 
Dhoke rohi* diia khittiaa bdr chabiire di banwil. 
Udon bolid Chihar Singh, “ Sajjanin, dholkf kchf 
bajwif ?” 
Kahanda, “ Jatt di gamich ga! dhind!; tia paike saui 
rahu, Phil ke, 
Aikul ke divita, man vichch gam rakkhta nia kit!” 
Machiike pith! use vele agg chubiro nfui lif. 
Jin mach utth! murdo-kbint bolyi Chihar Singh, “ Saj- 
janda, masil kdh nia machat?” : 


® Rohs = bdr, the uplands, deserts. 


ts 
& 





Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


136 LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


“Tada paike sani rahu, Chihar Singh&, man vickch gam 

rakkhfi nait kat!” : 
30 Ghori te dusiili Inike rijjat Bararakk? df milan at. 

Jéi mach utthi agg wurde-khini kucbhak dig padi 
chubire didi karidi; agg Chdhar Singh de bambo 
dihre aur mohani gogar nfa aif. 

Chihar Singh boli, “Dal Singha, upar charh chubaro 
de, kuchh mardingt dikhate ! 

Marnfa tii ab sir pur 4 gif, laj kul nf kfh nfm lifo ?” 

Ap df jan df nti bani, bharke roti di dhil Dal Singh do 
pairdé nti dali, 

35 Mardi hoya bolyd, ‘ Dal Singha, jammo tho biro bari, 
maut katthidi nda at! 

Phfl Maréj di pichhi sidé, honfi hatth Jattin do df.” 

Boly& Chabar Singh, “Dal Singh’, gharik di der thiu 

a rakkh laf, sind der na kat.” 

Boly§ Chibor Singh Naini Singh Jhanjar ko nia, 
“ch bel hai, mardingt dikhat.” 

Batherfdi chaliiii Nuiné Singh Jhanjar ko nei pes 
chal, nahin kai. 

40 Tan bolya Sajjan, “tf pha; de hathiir, Chihay Singhi, 
taint mirde naabi.” 

Ake phar lai hathiar, Sajjanfi, nahii bhej de Pardhint 
phat.” 

Mar ditt? Pardbine nfii Sajjan nei, Chihar Singh do 
chubiro ni charh liyé Purdband; bagyike tirii di 
kdinf Chihar Singh nen Pardhino do mukho nf lal 

Tim! Sajjan di! bharke chhannia duddh da lid: 

“Main sadke, wo Chdhar Singha te Dal Singh ; mero 
deuro, jandi war dé duddh di chhanné hatthoi merio 
chhakke jait! 

45 Tusia Adi Barir mudbin de dhobe, basihu karna niahi.” 

Itne mar gayi Chihar Singh: mare Chithar Siagh diiu 
khabaraa vichch Gurd-de-Kotho Aida, 

“Dikh laf chitthi Mat Rajji nea vichch Bhadaur do Aldi. 

Vach lai chitthian muhariu munsiih: kebidi kabor dil 
iin! 
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Saddke Lahaurt Dim nf” chittiii palle Lahaurt de 

50 Torke chitthiia Patiale nti Mai Rajkur ne khoh sittiai 
midita sajdiaa saj gudata, 

Mar gac Chihar Singh te Dal Singh unhin diin khaba- 
rin alaa. 

Thabbiai de thabbe gahne lah vichch patdre de pain. 

Rondi Ma Rijkoiwar Chiher Singh nti kahke sir de 
siaiin. 

Turia chitthian vichch Patidle de afan. 

55 Vichch Patiile Saide Khih Dogar Albeli Singh Kiloka, 
jinbaa no sabh nia chitthiin dikhlitan, 

Chayhdfai phunjaa Sabhar Dogar ne hat&iaa ; 

“Garmia di mabind phaujai marangida tibitha.” 
Kaddke kfliin pflfii akkhia gussf khiieko Albol Singh 
Kaleke nda phaujin Ghanie Baje nia charhafan. 

Phaujii Ghanfe Bajo nti aii, 

460 Pahild dora vichch Kuraychhape, dja deri vichch Bhit-ko- 
Dyilpuro, jittho degis kunke dia bartdtaa. 

Bolyi Bir Singh Jalil ka, “ mera te bairida tikri, Devie, 
tan kari.” 

Sutin sawirid nfl kheddi sikir Sajjan, Philkfai de 
hauiwidi dit takorid aunke, ghore di big pachh- 

ibd nd bharnat. 

Oh Chohur Singh da garard ghort, hatth do utte bij kare 
hawif. 

Dekhke Philkiia diin phauj nfi ghore te bij rondo, 
thamdct niuhi. 

63 Boly® Sajjan, “lah lad pagriia, Barty bachyo, Sunim te 
Patiélo dita bolida chipla ghar baithyié ni Rabb 
ned phastiia.” 

Kha gayi gost Bir Singh Jalal ke nd: “deh hukam, 
Raja Sahib Singha, Jatt na jan dinda ndiht.” 

De dittd bukam Raja Sihib Singh noi, ghor! magar Jatt 
de lagit. 

Rort hr ni mil gay’ Bir Singh barchf Sajjan de lai. 

Babi di sing vichch dhart{! do rar kat. 


VOL, 1.—18 
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70 Kolo tapp gaya Lahauri Dam wadhke sir Sajjan di agg 
dahri nfa Mii. 
Mar It Sajjan Ghanida sunk bastigi niabt. 
A gai andheri kise kahar di, Jattii di jin Rabb nea 
bachit. 
Bdoa aa ujirid Ghanii Baja, uthe mur basia niaht. 
Muri phauj Patiile nd jindt vichch Bhadaur de af, 
75 Sobhnai bhalia katthé karke Rija Sihib Singh nen 
majlas bathat : 
“Dat gat hadd ojj Bararakkt df, dhohi Bardy tikaige 
ninbi. 
Takre hoke raho, bhirivo, apo apui thi. 
Jo bhana bartiiya Gurd neti, so murda néihi, Mat. 
Eh veld kise de moran da ninh{, bih chaldi nabia af.” 


TRANSLATION. 


The Ballad uf Chihar Singh as sung by the common 
people in the Barér Country. 

In Bhadaur they called Chihar Singh Bhim Soin.* 

Mo gave no heed to any one’s opinion or advice. 

Tio sent a letter to Kot Duuni,t 

“Como along, O Dal Singh, and rulo the land of the 
Bariys ; 

That our sons wud grandsons may cujoy the gains of 
to-day in Bhadaur. 

Tho people of Ghanayyé Bajét are in revolt, and Sejjau 
offers the rale to us at homo.” 

Whon he saw the letter Dul Singh camo on at noon-day. 

(On receiving) his brothcr’s message ho did not (oven) 
put on his shoos (in his hasto). 

As Dal Singh advanced an evil omen bofol him: # 8 
venger carrying a head-load of wood met him at 
his gate. 


n 


Pid ee ee ee ee 
© ‘Tmt is Bhima, the Pindava, the porsonification of strength «04 


+ In the PapidlA State. : P 
T In the Firozpar district, now in possession of the Bhadsuy family 
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10 Encompassed by the messengers (of doath) his doath- 
drum was beaten. 
In Barnilé* Dal Singh exchanged compliments with 
Chithar Singh : 
“What difficulty has befallen thee, O Chihar Singh? 
Why hast thou called Dal Singh ?” 
Chibar Singh and Dal Singh went on to Bhadaur, 
And the two brothers consulting advanced their whole 
force to Ghanayya Baja. 
15. Their first camp was at Dyilpurd of tho Bhifs,+ 
‘Whore they distributed fifty rupoes in swocts in honor 
of Mat Rajji.t 
The next camp was in Ghanayy& Baja. 
Said Sajjan, “Do thou get out the flagons, O Raushan 
Kalal,§ of which (the winc) is fresh and very strong.” 
Sajjan mixed the poisonous seods of the asclepius 
and datura with tho wine. 
Some in both hands, some in one hand, and some drank 
it off in cups. 
20 They whoso futhora and grandfathers had never sct 
eyes on wine, brought fingons to their lips. 
At mightfall tho army were drunken, and when it was 
dark Sujjan beat tho drums, 
Making masks of thoir blankets the men of tho Burlr 
country came in. 
Collecting the thorns of the deserts they made a fence 
round the house. 
Then spuke Chdhar Singh, “ O Sajjan, why didst thou 
beat the drams ?” 
25  Saith he, “Somo husbandimun hath lost his cow; go thou 
tu sleep, thou son of Phil. 





* In Putifld State. ; 
+ DyAlpura is in Pagidld State. The Bhits or Bhaikifin family are 
lah dagen ‘latuing senior descent to the Phalkidn families, with 
they ure intimately connected. 

of Chaar Singh. : ” 
‘Kuldle age Us eebte that make and sell spirituous liquors. 
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O thon light of thy race, have no fear in thy heart.” 
Lighting cowdung (fuel) he set fire to the house. 
When the corpse-destroying flame arose said Chihar 
Singh, ‘‘ O Sajjan, what torch hast thou lit ?”, 
“Do thou sleep, O Chdhar Singh, and have no fear in 
thy heart.” 
80 The poople of the Barir country took a horse anda 
shaw] and came to meet (the conqueror Sajjan). 
When the corpso-devouring flames arose some of tho 
beams of the roof fell down, and the fire reached 
the handsome navel and the fine beard of Chdbar 
Singh. 

Said Chiher Singh, “O Dal Singh, go up on to the 
roof of the house and show them some spirit ! 
Sinco death hath come upon our heads, why should wo 

disgrace our family ?” 
He cared nothing for his life, and throw his shicld full 
of sand on tho feet of Dal Singh.* 
35 Dying he said, “O Dal Singh, born gt different timos, 
our death has come to us passin. ! 
Phél and Mardj are our homes} and wo moct our death 
at the hands of Jatts.” 
Said Chahar Singh, “‘O Dal Singh, keep thy lifo o 
moment, I will make no delay (in dying with thee).” 
Said Chtbar Singh, “O Naind Singh, thou Jhanjar,t 
this is the time to show thy spirit.” 
Many an effort did Naini Singh, the Jhanjar, mako, 
but none availed. 
40 Then said Sajjan, “Give up thy arms,O Chihar Singh, 
and we will uot kill thee.” 
“Come and take the arms, O Sajjan, or send thy 
brother Pardhina.” 





* them. 

+ Phd! in the Nabhé State and j in the meets due 
the original homes of the Phdlkian and jkian 

t A police officer or thdndddr under Chihar Singh. 
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Sajjan signed to Pardhini, and Pardbini went up into 
the honse to Chihar Singh, and Chthar Sing} 
threw a burning arrow in Pardhint’s face. 

_ The wife of Sajjan filled a cup with milk and brought it. 

“1 am your sacrifice, O Chihar Singh and Dal Singh. 
O my kinsfolk, drink this cup of milk &t the time of 
your death from my hands and go. 

45 Ye real Barirs were treacherous from the beginning: 
there is no trust in you.” 

And then Chihar Singh died, and the news of Chihar 
Singh’s death reached Gurf’s Kotha.* 

Tho Lady Rajji wrote letters and sent them to Bhadaur. 

Tho clerks and officials read the letters: and how terriblo 
was the news ! 

Thoy sent for Lahaurf the Bard and the letterst were 
given to Lahauri. 

50 Sending tho lettor to Patiilé the Lady Rajkur tore the 
locks that she bad (but) Jately dressed. 

‘The nows that Chihar Singh and Dal Singh wore dead 
reached. 

Tieaps of jewels were taken off and put away into boxes. 

Weeping the Lady Rijkoiwart called out, “O Chihar 
Singh, O my Lord!” 

The letters journcyod and reached Patiili, 

55 In Patiala wero Saide Khii Dogar§ and Albeli Singh 
Kilekaj| who showed the letter to all. 

Sabhar the Dogar kept back his force from advancing; 
(saying) 

“The army will die of thirst in this month of heat.” 


* In the Furidkot State. + Bards were the postmen of the old days. 

t ie, Réjjt the wife of Ohdhar Singh. 

§ He was the Commandant of the PatiAlé troops. The Dogars are 
MusalmAns that claim Réjpdt descent in the Firozpér district. 

|| Sardar Albelé Singh K&lek& was the Minister of the PatiAlé state 
under S4hib Singh and @ powerful man at the time. His sister was 
mwried to Ohthur Singh. 


| Another Commandant of PafiAld troops. 
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With eyes black and red from anger Albel Singh Kalcka 
advanced his force to Ghania Baja. 
The army reached Ghanid Baja. 

GO The first camp was at Kurarchhipi,* the socond at 
Dyélpura of tho Bhiis, where caldrons full of sweets 
were distributed. 

Said Bir Singh of Jalal,t “ O Devi, do thou confront mo 
with my enemy.” 

Sajjan was hunting with seven horsemen, and hearing 
the drums of the men of Phil, he turned his horso, 

He hud with him the grey horse of Chthar Singh and 
his hawk on his hand. 

Seeing the army of the men of Phd the horse and tho 
hawk began crying out, and ceased not. 

65 Said Sajjan, “bring me three turbans, O sons of Barl-, 
These ure but chattering birds of Sunimt and 
Patiala, God hath brought them to us at our homes.” 

Said Bir Singh of Jalil in great wrath, “give me the 
command, O [tijd Sthib Singh, and I will not let 
the Jatt go alive.” 

Raji Sahib Singh gave the order and ho sot his maro 


after the Jatt. 

As be was passing the dunghill§ Bir Singh’s spear 
reached Sajjan, 

And be struck the straight spear (through him) into tho 
ground. 


70 And when Lahanri the bard passed by him ho cut off 
the head of Sajjan and set fire to his board. 
Now that Sajjan is dead, Ghunid Biji cunnot live in 
peace. 
‘A storm came over it in groat violence, and (only) God 
can spare the lives of the Jatts (now). 
Ghanid Baja has boen deserted from that day aud n0 
inhabitant has gone back again. 
® In the Patiélé State. + Tht son of Chohar Singh. 
t A large, ancient and well known town neag Pafiilld itself. 
§ ic, just an he was entering the village. 
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Tho army roturned to Patiilé going by way of Bhadaur. 
75 Rijé Sibib Singh collected all the brotherhood tozy- 

ther and held a council: 

“Tho honor of the Barir country has died to-day and 
the Barirs will not let go their revenge. 

Have a care, O my brethren, each in his own place. 

What fate the Gurft (Ninak) hsth ordained cannot bo 
avoiaicd, O my Lady (Rajjf). 

Such a time cannot be avuidod, for strength avails not.” 
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SANSAR CHAND OF KANGRA AND FATYEH 
PARKASH OF SARMOR. 


AS SUNG BY Two MfRdsfs FROM JAMMUN. 


[This song parports to relate a war betwoon the famous Raji Sausdr Chand, 
the Katoch of Kingré, and Baja Fateh Parkish of Sarmor, and is interest 
ing as showing how rapidly facts booome distorted into more treition in 
India. According to the song Raja Fattch Parkish married Raji Sansir 
Chand’s sister and tho war botween thom, ending in the death of the former, 
was caused by a foolish quarre! botweon Bay Fattoh Parkilsh and hia wito.) 
[Sansir Chand died asa very old man in 1884 4.p., while Fatteh Parkish was 
not born till 1805, and was plsced on the throne of Sarmor by the British 
Government in 1816, and diod after & prosperous and well spent life in 
1860, Acodrding toe MB. history in Urdd I havo of tho Sarmor Rajls, 
Vatech Parkiah’s uncle, Raji Dharm Parktsh, was killed in 1708 in a 
personal encounter with Bij) Sansdr Chand in this way. Sanstir Chand 
more suo had attackod Baja Mabiii Chand of Kuphidr on tho Batlaj, who, 
in bis extremity, implored the aid of Dharm Parkii#ty agreeing to pay 0 lAth 
of rupeos as indemnity. Dharm Parkish, with his barons und Baja Rim 
Bingh of HindOr or Nalagarb, awaited Sansir Chand at JarirtokA, whero bo 
was killed in the battle that ensued by @anahr Chand himself, Neitho: 
this M8., nor similar ono I have about the Katoch family, says o word 
‘ebont Sanair Chand’s sister. Dharm ParkAsh left no issuo and was suc- 
cooded by the incompetent Karm Parkish, hia brothor, and fathor of 
Patteh Parkéeh.) + 
[Tho prose portion of the narrative being in Urdd has not beon givon w 
original.) 

Baja Sansir Chand of Kingri and Raji Fatteh Parkish of 
Sarmor, alias Nahan, were related through the sister of Riyi 
Sansir Chand, who had married Raji Fatteh Parkash. Ono 
day R&ji Fatteh Parkish went to his wife and told her to play 
at chess with him, the stake to be her brother’s head. Said 
he, “if you lose I will go and bring Sans&r Chand’s bead 

“Very well” said the Rant, “and if you lose my bro 
ther will come and fetch your head.” On this the RajA becemé 
very angry and threw the pieces in the Rént’s face and ssid 
“How will your brother take my head? I have » large '™/ 
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and many alien, and your brother is but a dancing boy. How 
should he wield the sword ?”” “ My brother’s slaves are as 
as your whole army,” said the Rant, and wrote the whole s' 
to her brother Raja Sansér Chand. Whereon he attacked 
Sarmor and slew Raja Fattch Parkash and took his sister back 
with him to Kangrt. 


Jano Risi Sansiz Cnann, Wit! Kinori. 
Ackal Saneér Chand, aon Rajd, karat ashndn, ot dhydn 








Dharot Dhydn Singh Jai Singh ke man pdr, “pakar kébt, 
karo bat wir.” 

Gendd Dhadwal jab uthd sambhalke japhi yavodn IA lagt bhéri. 

Chhuti jab kard Dhydn Singh ke hdth se lagt Dhadwal ke 
gherikers. i 

Bhuj balitdi: saptran Katoch kd sis son pakré jab kesdhéri, 


Kari maslihat Khushhél Chand Sansdr Chand tegh blre 
dhare pin darhér, 
Tha jab Wer@ Fatteh Chand Mahériy we xdya Sarmor par 
ninth tale + 
Huith darbird Rhip Mahirdj we mist fanj kta ikh 
Vili Suket, Kahlir, Kold mila. mild Goler sal kari ik tar, 
Hud acwhr Tegh Chand ke chakarwe siya Sarmor ke hil 
gae dhir, 
Bhut haitdl kul khet riven, khaye Kalki kalak Rani jndh 
liya. 
Bhajet gamba, avr yarj hal hare’, Inyas Névad ran rdg 
griyd. 
Raye bandik aur Hr tartar chalen, garj baler basen Iwlar 
puhdr. 
Pilid xipdh, nakib bingdrdd, hdziri bherld vir sarsdr, 
15 Diiert tara’ Dayyd Bde lalkdrdd, muhar padmor phirei 
kare hathiydr, 
dite hai jang Muhdrdy, Mahdrdj Sannir Chand ne jong 
ko jil bdji badh 
Méra Sarmor, aur Réni se met hid, fauj Satluj ko eudhdi. 
Pité Tegh Chand sapsit swyhal ke; atal Mahardj bhp 
bhae! 





1 








vou. 
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Tae War or Risi Sansiz Cuanp, Lorp or Kinari. 


The powerful Sansir Chand, (like) the Lord Rama, was 
bathing, and was absorbed in meditation, and turn- 
ed his to the worship of the name of Niriyan,* 

A bitter complaint (arose) against Dhyfin Singh, (who 
was) under the protection of Jai Singh, “seize him 
so that he escape not.” 

Then up gat Genda the Dhadwil+ and seized him in his 
arms. 

, When Dhy&n Singh used his dagger he inflicted a severe 
wound on the hadwal. 
5 (Then) the whole of the strong men of the Katoches 
scize the long-haired onet by his hair.§ 


Khushhal Chand and Sansir Chand held a consultation 
and placed the sword and the betel-leaves in the 
assembly. || 

And Fattch Chand, the great, took up the betel leaves 
and girded on his sword for thedand of Sarmor. 

Sitting in the assembly tho mighty monarch (Sansir 
Chand) mustered his forces. 

Suket, and Kahldr, and Kola and Goler all joined toge- 
ther and stood in a line.** 


®* Vishnu. 
+ The Kotwal of Kangr. Dha/wils are RAjpdte. 
t éc., Dhydn Singh, in allusion to his uncut hair as a Sikh. 

‘These five lines have no connection with the rest of the atory and 
evidently refer to quite unother. matter, probably helonging to another 
song. In 1774 Saifu'llah (or Saif ’Ali) the Muhummadan Gover- 
nor, under the Dehlf Emperors, of Kangrh Fort died, and Sansir 
Chand invoked the aid of Sirdir Jai Singh KanhayyA in recovering it 
for himself, Jai Singh sent his son Garbakhah Singh who 


c : 1 
1784-5 Sanabr Chand joined Mahin Singh Sukarchakit in defeating Ju 
i red Kis . The Dhy&n Singh of the 
Singh. 
tl ol. 1., pp. 48, 479, ete. 


| Brother to Sansir Chand. 
© Various hill states in the Kingri und Simlirdistriots. 
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10 All the followers of Tegh Chand* mounted and made 
the hills of the land.of Sarmor to shake. 

The ghosts and devils were rampant over all the fiedy 
and Queen Kalkit raged furiously. 

The jackals ran about and kites wheeled (overhead), and 
Narada sang songs of joy.t 

The guns went off and the arrows flew incessantly, the 
air resounded as when Indra sends down heavy 
rain, 

Yellow (dressed) were the soldiers and the herald was 
shouting, and the men were fighting with crossed 
swords, 

15 On the other side was Dayyd Ram taunting, the war- 
riors in front were crossing swords. 

The great king won the fight, the great king Sansir 
Chand winning the fight finished his work (game). 

Killing Sarmor and meeting the Queen, he took back 
his army to the Satlnj. 

The dutiful son of Tegh Chand distinguished himself; 
may the great king remain (ever) # monarch ! 


© The father of Sansir Chand 


+ ce, Durga, the goddess of death and unmder 
} The Indian Orpheus, and alvo the * maker of strife” 
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No. XXV. 


RAJA JAGAT SINGH OF NURPTR, 


AS RECITED BY TWO MiRASIS FROM JAMMUN 


[The facts related here are meunt to be bistorical, and tho story ws valuable 
8 showing how the mountasncess of Kiingrd and the ueyhbouring tract 
have kept the tradition of the doings of this allastrioux leader, whore 
deeds ure recorded in subcr history and bave exerted tho admiration of real 
historians J 

[It nood hardly bo said that the burds have got most of tho history avd oll 
the geography wrong ‘The real facta seem tohave Lorn ax follows taking 
advantage of internal troubles Shahjubhn made ap attempt to reoover 
Bulkb and Badakbehéu aud sent the fanous ‘Ali Mardén Kham tw conquer 
them mm 1644 A D., but be was not aa successful aa the Emperor had hoped, 
and vo in 1045 Bf yfi Jagat Sing) wax sent with 14,000 RAjpdts, who por- 
formed great things but dit not apparently reduce tho country, an that 
was accomplished alterwards hy ‘Al: Mardén Khfn workmg uuder the 
nominal guidance of tho Imperml Prince Muhammad Murad Bakhsh, 
The whole uffuir onded tamely m 1047 by theaylinguishment of the 
country to its orginal owoers 

[The story boing roorded in Lpda has been joven bere Ww translation only ] 








The Story of Kaji Jugat Singh, Pothint, Lord of Nerpir 
in the Kangra Distrut. 





Raja Jugat Singh, Pathina Riypat, of Narpdr in the Kangré 
District, took service under the Ewpcror Akbar* of Dehlt, who 
had granted him terntories yiclding a revenue of six lakhs.t 
One day Akbar laid the betel leaves and naked sword of 
challenge} for an expedition to Kibul, but though there were 
two aud twenty Réjis in tlie Court at the time nu one would 
take up the challenge. So at last the Emperor turned to Rib 
Jagat Singh who accepted the chullenge. The Emperor was 


* Really under Shihji 
+ Re. #90, 000. _ 
wp 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


RAJA JAGAT SINGH OF NCErCR. 149 


so pleased at this that he told him to demand whatever he 
pleased, and ull that the Raji asked for was an army. As 1: 
had 30,000 men* of his own the Emperor doubled them, of 
pressed him further as to his wants; whereon the Raja replied 
that he, who had an army, wanted for nothing, neither io 
treasure nor territory. In the end the Emperor gave him 
40,000 men with whom he started for Kabul. With him were 
the Nawibs *Izzat Khii and Parzat Khii and the Diwins 
Kis! Nath and Todar Mall.+ 

On the road to Kabul there is a fort called Shahr Shafa’ 
built by Nawib Sbaff Shih,t who had been harrassing the 
Ewmperor’s territory, burning down bis hunting-boxes and 
imprisoning his officials. Raji Jagat Singh therefore attacked 
him with 80,000 men, bat did no more than surround the 
place. It was a habit of Nawab Shafi’ Shah to leave his fort 
at night and go hunting. On one of these expeditions he 
was caught, and Raji Jagat Singh, patting silver fetters on his 
fect, sent bim to Dehli, where be was tortured to death by 
being hanged at the palace gate and having nails driven into 
him. 

After this Raja Jagat Singh enquired of the people of Shahr 
Shafa’ where the other maranders were to be found, and they 
showed the way to where nine lakhs (900,000!) of spears of 
the Yfsafzai Pathans$ were congregated. This force belonged 
to Hamid Khan,|| king of Khurdsin, and was commanded by 
Nawibs Saifu'llah Khai, Rehatu’llah Khan, ’Abdu’llah Khia 
and Ahmad Khia, A great buttle ensued, lasting eight days, 
during which.all the commanders, except Nawib Ahmad Khan, 
were killed. On the last day the Nawdb and Raja Jagat Singh 
wet each other in battle and bags ‘Newhb managed to wound 

* Really 


+ Toad Malt died in 1889, 20 it ia clear that be was not present. 
Who ‘pie others are meant for I cannot say. 
t Probably seen fog CAA Ea, ch Salut king of Por, ob 1642 
tor Pri noe ‘Ali Mardin Kha, then governor of Kandahar 
for Pe 1687. 


ii 7, mage. belos 29 8 pee to tie mer juhin’s forces, were Nasar 
opposed ‘. 
Muhammad Khta'o of YBa | Shanta Khia. 
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Jagat Singh in the face over his shield, which meade Jagat 
Singh so furious that he struck the Nawab with such force 
as to cut him in half down through the saddle and wound the 
horse under him. After this the Réjé occupied the territory 
and posted the Imporial garrisons over it. 

The people then pointed out to him the fort occupied vy 
Nawib ‘Ali Mardin Khaa* still further in the territory of 
Khburisin, whom the Raja found to be a most powerful man. 
However the Raji proceeded onwards and sent his messenger 

a(vakil) to declare war. “He had better go his way,” sud 
?Ali Mardin Khu, “or I will drown him in the fords of Atak 
and Nilib.”+ Finding him very strong the Raja resolved ou 
treachery. He caused 500 must of poisoned sweetmeate to he 
prepared, as he ascertained that such things were inuch valued 
in those parte, and loaded them on: 500 bullocks, which he 
had driven past the furt at night with torches tied to their tails, 
Tho Pathtns in the fort at once concluded that they were being 
attacked and rushed out and finding only « quantity of bullocks 
Jaden with sweets <cized them as buoty. ‘The poison, however, 
soon killed them off either on the spot or in fdeir houses, Jagat 
Singh thereon attacked the remainder of "Ali Mardin Khan's 
forces and after eight days routed them, ’Al Mardin Klin 
then fled fur refuge to the Chief of the Bungash (Pathans§), 
who imprisoned hiu. 

The Chief of the Bungash sent Rahmat Khan with 18,000 
men against Riji Jagat Singh, bat the Raja overcame him and 
entered the Bangash territories, On this the Chief collected all 
his forces, 40,000 men, and faced Jagat Singh, but in 28 deys 
he was killed and his territories annexed. 

The Raja next proceeded to KAbnl, where ’Ali Mardin Khin 
was king,|| and opposed him. But the Pathius had ouly daggers 














© The whole of this is of course al] nonsense historical; 
at Both over the Indus near Atak. The hopelessness ‘of the geogr- 
ingggeoming apparent. 
wr 
Near Balkh and Bukhdré nays the bard! really this tribe lives 2 
the Kohat District of the Panjab 
{| The bard is now utterly regardless of sequetive, mors exo. 
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and Jagat Singh’s men had guns, and so after many days 
the king of Kabul was killed and the Imperial authority was 
established. 

‘Then the Raja went on to Kburisin and was opposed by the 
Waztr Sus Khan with 18,000 men of his own and 40,000 men 
of the king. A tremendous battle ensued in which the Rij& 
lost 10,000 men, but one of the Raja’s men speared Sius Khin. 
After which the battle lasted 76 days till the king fled and the 
Raja overcame his leaderless army. Having got possession of 
the kingdom, he placed his right foot on the throne and wrote 
news of the victory to the Emperor at Dehlf. 

On his return to Dehli the Emperor Akbar rewarded him 
with territories yielding two lakhs of rupees, which with his 
previous income of six ldkhs, guve him a total revenue of 
eight lakhe® 


Kasit. 


Jab dayyé kar, uldve tare jal wiyar kv. Iarad ko diir kare; 
yeh hi tero kar ha, 

Némhow I lajyd tht ple qaul apne ko, sangat ko nuwére; Har, 
ti hi rachpdl hai. 

Bhukhe ko bhare, siikhe ku hare kare, dale ko tare; tert qud- 
rat dpér hai. 

Chawiah hi tabay meh sab base yir jete jupe udm terd ik; ta 
hi nirankdr hai. 

Bajnk ko jée bij, ldy na lukde liken ; murgli ke je bdj hot nd 
ghajéeke, 

Ménni ke jée madh mate matw&re phireh ; singhnt ke jae sher 
més ke khilée se. 

Gatin kd bachhé achhd dhore lipténd hot, gadhé bhi na hot 
bachhé Gany ke nhalée ee. 

(ahit Kabi Gang, “ Suno, Dindiydl, baglé na hot hans mott 

ke chugée se. 








© Bay £80,000. 
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Verses. 


By thy kindness (0 Hari) we can cross the ocean. Thou art 
the remover of pains: this is thy doing. 

For thy name’s sake thou dost perform thy word, and 
relievest us of pain; Hari, thou art our protector. 

Thou dost feed the hungry, and makest green the dry 
(places), and savest the drowning ; unfathomable is thy power. 

In the fourteen quarters of the world all the people worship 
only thy name ; and thou art without form. 

+’ The falcon bears the falcon, he cannot hide his dignity if he 

try ; the chick of the hen becomes not a falcon by teaching. 

The son of the great wanders drunken with his pride and 
glory ; the whelp of the honess 1s fed with prey. 

The calf of the cow is born from a fine bull, but an ass 
cannot become a calf by washing with Ganges water. 

Saith the poet Gang, “Hear, Cherisher of the Poor,* the 
heron doth not become a swan by eating pearls.”+ 





© The king. 
+ Refers to the common legend that the ew (hanea) lives on 
pearls only 
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A HYMN TO ‘ABDUL-QADIR JiLANI, 


AS SUNG BY A BARD FROM THE MONTGOMERY 
. DISTRICT. 


[Tho vory spirited song relatos a miraclo attributed to Ghaunu'l’ Azam or 'Ab- 
who may be called the groatest Mulammadan Saint in 
India, ut it is mach more likely that tho story was originally told of lun 
descendant Shekh Mohammad Ghaus Jilint of Uchh in tho Multan district | 
Mr, Pir-i-Dantagir, Ghansu'l-’ Azam, Ghouru-'s-Ramdini Mahbub-i- 
phan’, Mira Muhavyu'ddin, Suyyid (or Shekh) "Abdu'l-Qidie Jiu 
Hasnnu-'l-Hunsaint, the founder of the Qidiria order of mondicants, was 
turn in Gildn or Jilin, but properly Kil-o-Kildn, a wortorn diatrict of 
Pornia in A.H. 471 of A.D. 1078, and died at Baghdad in A.D, 1106, whore 
hin tomb in atl held in grant revoronce. He hud two roma Sayyid Alt 
Muhammad and Bhekh ‘Abdu’l-Wabbéb. Ninth m descent from the 
Inttor was Bhekh Hamid Jahin Bakhwh, better known ax Haxrat Shekh 
Muhammad @haus Jildul, who ottlod at Uoht in the Multin diateict about 
1894 A D. in the timo of Tuimdr (1936-1405 A.D.), and ie still tho patron 
rant of the D&Odputens of the BabdwalpOr State. Hin doscendant, Pir 
Mand Pak Shahtd, a saint of great renown, was buried xt Mullin im 1598 
AD, and from him are desoonded the Makhddme of Multin, The 
ndanta of *Abdu'L-Qidir’s cldest sun alno aottled later ip the Sarit 
Siddha fahafl of the Multdn district, Thowo facts aro wufhcient 1 account 
for the celebrity of *Abdu'l-Qiidir in tho Panj 
Muluinmad Qéaim of Dandpor published rk in 1435 called ‘Ade 
“Ghaned in Urdd, giving full details about ‘Abdu’ l-Qadir. ] 



























TEXT. 
Mavan Hazmat *Aspo’s-Qine ’orr Piri Pis. 
Thi pir tamimt piriu da! 
Th sarwar kul amiraa da! 
Gham dir karo dilgirin di! 
Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilani ! 
Tan dost pak Ilaht dal 
Tan vich Hazfri chibida ! 
Sar-chhat julanda Shahi da! 
You. 20 
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Ya Ghausn’l-’Azam Jilani! 
Tera wada buland sitara, j1!* 
10 Tujhe seven ’ilam sird, jf! 
Tera kul chaukot nugara, ji! 
Ya Ghausn’l-’Azam Jilnt ! 
Ta Shih Mardin dé potd hain !+ 
Tha Nabbi Sahib da dobta hain ! 
15 Vich ndr Tabi de dhotan hain! 
Ya Ghauso’l-’Azam Jilanf ! 
Tai Sayyid pak Gflint haiti ! 
Tn zohird: qutub Rabbant haia! 
‘Ton roshan dohen jabint haii! 
20 ‘Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilint ! 
Jag hie babut azirf, jt: 
Jo cha parhefi madsh tumhari, jt: 
Oh di bhi tart kar dend karf, ji! 
Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilani! 
2h Jag hoe bandiwin, piri, 
Oh de mushkil kare Asin, pird! 
Ob nf bah warh har maidin,*piri! 
Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jflint! 
Tk jo budhi mat 
” Us tert yarht chai, jt, 
Tin oh di murid pahunchii, jf! 
Yd Ghausu’t-’Azam Jilini. 
Us budht ghar farzand hai: 
Barat wigot chand hia. 
35 Oh sobant qad buland bia! 
‘Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilini! 
Budhi kuram te ghar sadal, ji: 
Wobo sfun din takit, jt: 
Woho manlt gadh pawaf, jt: 
’Azam Jilani! 
», Jett out in tho translation: see 


. of , but the saint waa descended on 
father's sie from Haaan, and'eke soothers from Brusca, hopes i 
of Hassnu’l-Hussaint, 
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A HYMN TO *ABDU’L-Qipie sfLANt. 


Budhf ningar turt mangiiA, jf; 
Oh de gind dast bandhiia, jf : 
Sayaa mil mil khdb nahaia, ji, 
‘Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jildnt! 
Oh de dge thAl takaia, jt: 
Ohnén nfnak didak aid, jt: 
Oh nf neudra sab ugharaia, jt. 
Ya Ghausu’l-'Azam Jflani! 
Larke nai mehndi tart Inga, jf: 
Ob nQé chazha rang Tht, ji! 
Oh de shukar kare hai mat, jt! 
Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilani! 
Badht no ghort turt mangit, jf: 
Oh de mukh lagdm diwii, jf: 
Sab volisi dinde bhif, jf. 
Ya Ghousu’l-’Azam Jilini! 
Larke pair rikahe paia, jt, 
Un barse nar sawiyys, jf. 
Jo kuchh tikha hai so paid, jf. 
Y6 Ghausu’l-'Azam Jilinf! 
Unhti babin jo pakare wig, ji, 
De bahinii da lig, ji: 
“Taint Allah lid bhag, jf!” 
Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilini! 
Us ditta st dchera, jf: 
Us Ath, ghor&, wichhora, jf: 
Us gith, mahia lawer@, ji. 
Y8 Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilin! ! 
‘Larka jandi ja namdir hia: 
Oh bbitta nfl tayyAr had : 
Sab siun te shagun vichir hii! 
YA Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilint 
‘'T& janj pattan te af, jf: 
Un bert tart mangit, j 
Sab, mil matta’ bhardl, jt: 
Y& Ghauso’l-’Azam Jildal! 
Bitt jd mamdie hue: 
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Sab sdun te shagun vichér hue f 
Seb alam nél tekrar hae! 
80 Ya Ghousu’l-’Azam Jilanit 
Oh agla aha farda, jf: 
Ob bhika mal na zar da, jf: 
Us jo kuchh ditta sardA, ji: 
Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilant? 
83 Janj karti eh salabda, ji: 
Wanj pakare an mallaban, jf: 
Bord turke haf agihan, jf. 
Ya Ghausu’l-'Azam Jilani! 
Utho ghulf miah hanert, jt: 
90 Utho bhal gai tori mert, ji: 
Uthe pesh na jae dilort, jz 
Y4 Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilani ! 
Vichon to larki boli, ji: 
“ Maindn kab ndn pai doll, ji? 
95 Sad shagun to meri jholf, jt: ” 
Ya Ghoveo’l-’Azam Jilani ! 
“ Rabba, mainia kah néii paid& kita, ail 





Mere kanth kharf kita, ai! 
Sas wir nf pant p’ ai!” 
100 Y& Ghansu’l-'Avam Jilani! 


Uthe ghollit te chawaid, ji! 
Dariyd labar vich aia, jt! 
Us berd chak ultiia, ji! 
Y4 Ghausu’l-’Azum Jilani ! 
05 Beré latthé jae dughats, ji: 
, Janjt gherq hie jd pant, jt: 
To bukm Ilahi Will, jt! 
Y¥é Ghanso’l-’Azam Jilanf! 
‘Tia budht ais! khusht vich ai, jt = 
110 Agge khabar dittt ja rabt, ji, 
Jo wart! khol sonii, jf : 
Ya Ghausu’l-'Azam Jilan!! 
Ob budhf hori nit vichhé dhare = 
Ob nfb dekhan dé chih kare :* 
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A HYMN To ’ABDU'L-QApIR JILANt. 


Oh qudrat Ob di nda wih kare ! 

Ya Ghausu’l-’Azain Jilani | 
Budhi 4 kharf dariyie te; 

Jithe be,{ budhi so jie te: 
Us badha lakkh do’ie se. 

Ya Ghausu’l-’Asam Jilani! 
Budghi n& kuchh pi khif, jt: 

Ob dam dam pir mani, jt: 
Ob din rit kurlaf, ji. 

Y& Ghausu’l-’Azum Jilani ! 
Ik roz pir shikar de : 

Oh piro lang urwir de: 
“ Kya ronf hil wanjin, Mii?” 

Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilini! 
“ Maithe iko pit vichari da : 

Oh bddh mda hatidri da : 
Kof aur né augun bari da.” 

Ya Ghausu’l-’ Azam Jilini! 
Uthe do’a to mingi pir, 
Us nadi ki wagge nir, 
Berd kaddha tor zanjir, ji: 

YA Ghausu’l-’Azam Jilint ! 

“ Abd Salih ke tum bans babidar! 
Jodha bara sipihan nar |” 






‘Mirdi qudrat eh dikbai nfagar doli *im bhar! 


Ya Ghausu’l-’Azam Jflant ! 
Dholak tai tambiri waj kar, 
-Shidt bo gat vioh shahar ; 


‘Miri qudrat eh dilhéf, nigar dolf ’im bhart 


Ya Ghauso’l-’Asam Jilént ! 


TRANSLATION. 


157- 


A Hyex to rae Hour ’Aspv’L-Qivrs, Know™ as Pinin Pix, 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library 


Thou saint of all the saints! 
Thou head of all the holy ones! 


Put away the sorrows of the sorrowfal ! 


O Gheusu’l-’Azam of Jilan! 
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5 Thon friend of the Holy God! 
Thou beloved of the Court (of God) ! 
The royal canopy is waved (over thce) ! 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jflan. 
Thy star is cxalted on high ! 
10 The whole world follows thee! 
The drums (of thy fimo) are beaten in all the four 
quarters (of the earth) ! 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin ! 
Thou art the grandson of Shib Mardin (’Ah) ! 
Thou art the grandson of the Holy Prophet ! 
15 Bathed in the light of God! 
O Ghansw’l’Avam of Jilin! 
Thou art the Holy Sayyid of Gilin ! 
Thou art the visible pillar of God! 
Thou art the light of Loth worlds! 
zam of Jilan! 
Who is much afflicted in the world, 
If he sing thy praises, 
Thou dost relieve him curly! 
O Ghansu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
25 Who hath become a prisoner, O Saint, 
Lis distress dost thou relieve, O Saint. 
To him thou dost appear in any place, O Saint! 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
There was an old woman, 
30 She vowed to observe thy foast.* 
And thou didst fulfil her desire ! 
O Ghauso’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
In the old woman’s house a son was born, 
In beauty as the moon. 
385 Tall and beautiful was ho ! 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
The old woman invited her kith and kin, 


8 








© They art or the gudreti, or chict feast in honor of state 
ir Jt on the i (guarets) of Rapt'’s shat, tall dee 
ittion of which is to'be found ‘9’ Berklote' Gatoonce-Zalam, p85 
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And fixed an auspicious day, 
And put on tho marriago knots. 
40 O Ghausu’l-'Azam of Jilin! 
The old woman sont for her son quickly, 
And (wound) the marriage bracelet round his wrist, 
And the matrons bathed him well. 
O Ghausu’l-’Avain of Jilin ! 
45 The platter (of presents) was placed before him : 
His futher’s and wothur’s kindred camo, 
And he received all their gifts. 
O Ghausu’l-'Azam of Jilan ! 
The mrhndi* was quickly put on the boy, 
50 The dye was put on him (in the name) of God ! 
And his mother gave thanks. 
O Ghausu’l-’Azum of Jilin ! 
The old woman at once procured u mare, 
And put the bit into its mouth, 
The kindred made the sacrifice.+ 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
The boy put his foot into the stirrup, 
And the light (of God) wus shed upon him, 
And ho obtained what was written in his fate. 
60 O Ghausu’l-’Azan of Jilan! 
His sistor held the reins, 
And be gavo ber her ducs.t 
(Said she), God grant thee fortune! 
O Ghausu’l-’Avam of Jilin !”? 
“5 He gavo her u camol ; 
He (gave) a camel, a horse, and a colt ; 
He (gave) a cow and 8 milch, buffulo. 
O Ghausu’l-’Azain of Jilin | 


o 


* Mehndt 
«ie Mrhndt or ‘Mind ia myrtlo powder for colouring red the nail, 


t Belair 
eae drt reenter rte tt 
wile bards. Tt isa 


t {aly pricenl i chtlgnaasy tx isdn acceler: 
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The boy went to the jand/ trec,* 
70 And his brethren went with him, 
And all the propitious omons were obrerved! 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin ! 
Then the procession went to the ferry, 
And dewanded a boat at once, 
75 And loaded up their goods and chattels. 
O Ghausu’l-’Azan of Jilin ! 
At night they reached (the bride’s housc), 
And all the propitious omens wore observed ! 
Aud ull the world collected there! 
80 O Ghousn’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
Her father was well-to-do, 
He had no lack of goods and money, 
And he gave according his wealth. 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
85 The procession wero enjoying thomsclyes, 
And the boatmen seized tho poles, 
And tho boat went forwied. 
O Ghausw’l-’Avam of Jilin! 
A storm of rain came on, 
90 And they could not recognize each other, 
And no resource was of any avail. 
O Ghansu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
From within said the bride, 
“Why didst thou put me in the dol, (O God), 
95 The marriage sheet is in my wallet. + 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
“ O God, why was I born! 
My bridegroom stands silent! 
His mother has not yet waved the watert (over me)!” 
é ‘“ A eS i 
ce 7 Bp nO TNE eNang 
marriage is ae wi A i s 
4 
Spee nomen mare site eae 
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100 O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
(Then) the 'whirlwinds blew there, 
The river broke into waves 
And the boat upset. 
° O Ghausu'l-’Azam of Jilan! 
105 And the boat sank deeply ; 
And the procession was drowned in the water; 
It was the order of God! 
© Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
Meanwhile the old woman was very happy, 
110 Until a stranger came and told her 
And oxplained what had passed. 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
The old woman had kept hor mat sprend,* 
As she was very anxious to soe her son’s wife. 
115 And she cried out at tho power of God ! 
O Ghansu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
The old woman came to tho river: 
The old woman wont to where the boat hud sunk, 
And vowod a thousand vows ! 
120 O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jtlin ! 
The old woman could neither cat nor drink, 
And invoked the saint with every breath, 
And wept and wailed day and night. 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
125 One day the saint went a-hunting 
And came across tho river (to her) : 
“Why weepest so bittorly, mother ?” 
O Ghausu’l-'Azam of Jilin! 
“I am the helpléss (mother) of an only sou ; 
180 The miserable (mother) whose (son) hath been drown- 
ed, 
The sinful (mother) that hath no other” 
O Ghausu’l-’Azam of Jilin ! 
She prayed then to the saint: 





* For the bride and bridegroom to sit on when they return. 
‘Vou. 11.21, 
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And the waters of the river became disturbed, 
185 = And the boat burst its chains ! 
O Ghausu'l-’Azam of Jilin! 
“Thou son of the great house of Abfi Silih,* 
Valiant and brave warrior |” 
And tho saint showed his power by bringing forth 
the bride and bridegroom ! 
140 O Ghausn’l-’Azam of Jilin! 
Sounding the drams and timbrels, 
There was rejoicing in the city. 
For the saint had showed his power, by bringing 
forth the bride and bridegroom ! 
O Ghansu’l-’Azam of Jilan! 


* Suid to huve been the name of 'Abdu’l-Qédir's father. 
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JALALI, THE BLACKSMITH’S DAUGHTER, 
48 SUNG BY A BARD OF THE AMBALA DISTRICT. 


[This is s most popular tale all over the country, and is known not only to the 
bards, but also to the women who live entirely at home. 1 have, liowever, 
been able to ascortain nothing satisfactory about it.) 

[Tho story of JalAit is that sho was a Blacksmith's daughter, (Lohirt,) noized 
upon by @ local king from whom Rode Bhih or Boda xpirited hoe away 
ler home is given variously as Patné (in a chup-book entitled Qrsa 
Regd Jaldls), and somowhero in tho Kurnal or Multdn Districts. About 
Bodo Shih all I have been ablo to guthor is that thoro ia a tomb or 
shrino to bi near Lahor on the Amritsar Road, otherwire ho in said to 
come from Multén, as » follower of 'Aldu'l-Qadir Jilant, in which cure 
wo must place him about 15th coutury ut tho carliest, All the logonda 
agroo in saying ho came from Makka, just as this ono says tho Lobfrt 
war from Baghdad, but thie must be sheer nonsense, as his name, Rede 
Shih, the Shaven Mendicant, is purely Indiav, just ns is that of her 
‘canto The great feat and miraclo attributed to Bode Shah is that of 
making the invuluable dab grasa of India groon and swoct for over!) 








[The language in which the legend is here given 1s woll worth examination.) 


TEXT. 
Lonint Jariui xi sixc. 

Lohirt Jalilt Shahr Baghdid men paida hii, aur Rodo Shih 
Fugit Makki mei paidi hd’. Rode Shih Fagir ko Tohirt 
Tullt khwib med nazar parf, aur Rodo Shih Fuqir ko nsi wage 
Yishq paidd ho gayd. Aur Lohirt Jalalt ko Rode Shih Faqir 
khwib mea Shshr Bughdid mea nazar para. 


Itnt dokh Rode Shih Faqir ne Duldul Ite saiiwir ; 

Hith kajih, gal tasbth, bagbaloi bich Quran. 

Bismillah karke Duldul chher dic: rasto mei mile 
Charoa Yar. 

Charoii Yar bolde Rode Shih se, kared sawil : 
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“ Kaunse mnlk se Awant ? kaunst vildyat ko jin ?” 

“Makka Sharif se dwani; Shahr Baghdad ko jin.” 

Ttne kahke chal pare, aur raste me ho gai rain. 

Rain ko dekhke Rode Shih hée be-chain. 

Rode Shih Faqir ne jangal ki ghis uktht kart; ghisoa 
se karen sawil: 

Sawa hathf deo bistari, phakar nda parhn! namiz.’” 

Itn{ sunkar ghis boldt phakar se karen sawal : 

“‘ Hamire par bistard uahii, dekho kof thaur.” 

{tni sun Rode Shih Faqir dil hte udis. 

Gandf ghis Loldi, Rode Shih so kare’ jawib : 

“ Dhit bhar,Hnsrat, badh lo, bistar lo jamie.” 

[unt san Rode Shih Fayir ne ghuson se kare sawal : 

“ Aur ghis eub jul jlengo, tere se miregi khushba. 

Guwwin chugen, dadh denge, aur duniyi mea rabogi 
teri ndm. 

Aisi nanbi ho chaliye bande, jaist wanbt ditb ! 

Aur ghas sab jal pegi, hart rahegt db 1” 

lint kabke Rode Shih Kyqir chal paré, fyi mallah ko 

is 

a lanka ro malliih ke, san meri ards. 

1k beri Allsh nam ki phakar ko lakh de pir.” 

Itni sun mallih bold; “sun, phakar, mert bit ; 

Takin hdd Lobiri Julilt ki. tumhei kaise lakbive 
par?” 

Itni sun phakar bold’; “sun, mallih, merf bit: 

Auron 4 lenda parsha, phakar so le le do ehiir: 

Th be i Allah um ki phakar ko lakha do pir.” 

“Je tum phakur anh dpon se Iangh jo pir.” 

Itnt sun Rode Shih Pagir ke tan men lug gaf ag. 

Kishti kf be f bande, sotf ki bali lagdo : 

B'isim’lluh kurke phakac baith gae, langh gae parle piir- 

Apne dil men malldh sochti, “phakar nahii, kot 
darvesh.” 

Jakar qudam darvesh ko pakar Ifo, shihjt sc kare sawil : 

“ Main na jinon tum ascauhi, chashinon par lenda bithie. 

Ko aist do’ mangiyo mor& berd kur jifyo par.” 
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Itnt sun Rode Sh&h bold&, msllah se kard jawb : 
“Behuti khatiyo, bahut4 kamifyo, thire khate mei 
barkat ho ltyo nah!” 
Im! sun Rode Shah Faqir kf mallah hua udis. 
40° Itni kah Rode Shah chil pare Shahr BaghdAd ko jin: 
Lobirt Jalalt ke bar mei det ‘lakh’ jagto. ¥ 
Itnt sun Lohfrt Jalalt ne KamAli bahin Ite bold : 
*¢ Jitye, bahin ladif, bhichha de pao.”” 
Lekar bhichha chal part, af phakar ke pis: 
45 ‘*O phaknr, bhichhd lo, kharf Kamalt tere pis.” 
ltni sun Rode Shih Fagir ne Kamali se karen jawfb: 
“Ham ne bhichhi kya karnf? Jalili ki lon didir.” 
Itni sun Kamali chal payt, af Jalili ke pas : 
“Kala kfld bhund sa, par rahi sfde khiyfl. 
50 Motioi ki bhichhi nahin lendd lengo ter’ didir ! ” 
Itni san Rode Shih Faqir Lohiiri se karen jawab: 
« Kala kala kis ko Latduti? kala hai buri buldo. 
Kali sir ko bil hain: yeh mardoi ke singar. 
KAii Ankhoa ki pftii, mohe kul sansiir. 
Kala Pachham ki badal!, barse kul sansar. 
Itue kiloi ko mirke, phir phakar se karfyo jawdb !”” 
Itnt sun Jalili Kaméli se kare jawdb: 
« Jis phakur se maiii dard, wabt aya side pis!” 
Hath jor Jalili boldi, ‘sun, Kamali bahin, merf bit : 
60 Babal mere se kah de, ‘yeh phaker nabti, kot bad- 
ma’ish.’ ” 
Itn} sunkar chal pari, 1 bibal de pis : 
‘Hath jor kah rahi, ‘‘ sun, Biba), meri bit ; 
Phaker nehii kof maskhra, mange teri bott kit diddr !’” 
Itni sunkar chal para, ay bet? ke pis: 
65 “Hukm, beti, de de, jo chihe, so hove.” 
“Is phakar ko nikél do, dhuke do do char.” 
« Jalye, phakar, hat ji: yeh hai Lobart ka farmin.” 
Itnt sun bolda phakar, kare sawél : 
“ Turtoi Makk&se 4 gid, dekhan tera dfdar.”’ 
70 Itnt sunkar ghuss’ ho gat woh chanchal st nfr. 
Ghar ke jallid lfe bulwio, mangwie apno pis : 


o 
& 
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“Is phakar ko pakar lo, mashkaén deo 4j. 

YA tQ keh do phaker ko ‘ hat ji,’ aur nabii, tukre kar 
do char.” 

Ttnf sun phakar boldé, aur Lobari se kare jawib : 

«Tn dato’ se ni dard ; Itaga tert didir |” 

Itnt sun Lohéri Jalilt ne hukm dia, charhio: 

« Jald? maskan bandh lo, tukre kar do chir. 

Itni tukre banie do, aur kambal ke bandho pind.” 

Ttnt sun jallid ne baha die talwir, 

Phakar bhi na bolda, hukm hifi DargAb. 

Chir chair ungal ke tukre kar die, lie samundar ko jin. 

Jaker samundar ger did aur machhlion ne badh Ifa mas. 

“ Sard m&s tum khie lo, do nain defyo chhor. 

Mujh ko piyd milan ki ds.” Hukm hai Dargih so 
Khwaj KInzar darmiyiin : 

“Ts phakar ki deh saropfiran kar do: is ko piyd milan 
kf fis.” 

Hukm hi Dargih so sampiiran ho gaf deh. 

Jalidon se pabilo chal pag, ayé Lohiri ke bir: 

“Lobirt Jaldlt, Alluh kt piyart, phukar nfn detyo didar!” 

Bolt Jaldlt, “kya kaho? sun, Kamil, bat ! 

Kaisa phakar bolda is doodhi durmiyan f ” 

Dekh Kamilt ro puri, at bahin ke pis : 

“Bahin, phakar nahin, kof aula, aur phakar bure bulde 

Jis phakar nia t maria, oh phakar khaid tere darbar! ” 

Ttni sun ghusse bf aur nain Ife bhartir : 

“ Ai phakar, tf na hati, tere tukre kar dig! chir |” 

“Tn baton se nd darun, lingi ter didar !”” 

“ Sankar 4 gaya, Jalilf, teri bip.” 

“ Bap, tain is phakar ko mar do; nahii, mardi katir\ 
khie.” 

Itnt sunkar bolda jhat us ka bap : 

*€ Jo kahi so kara is ghari woh bit.” 

Lohe ka tanddr garwa de, aur lakron ki kar di Anch. 

Bandh mashkan, ger de us tandfr darmuyap. 

Tand@r jhat garwi dia aur lakron ki kar di finch. 

Surkh tanddr ho gayi aur phakar se kare sawil : 
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105 ‘J, be phaker, hat j8: nabti, jal bal hojéegh rich 1” 

“ Dbur Makké se 4 gay& len teri didir.” 
Itnf sunkar jal gaf, tan man lag gat fig. 
Bandh mashkéa ger did us-tandfr darmiyan. 

+ Sara shabr ro raha, Lohirt se kare sawill : 

110 “ Ai, Lohari, tain ky& karé, phaker dit marwid ?’”? 
Hukm héa Dargah se dhitea ko wat die charhie. 

Kajlt Ban men so rahe Rode Shah Faqir. 
Lohirt Jalalf bolti, “‘ Sun, Babal, mert bat ; 
Is sart rikh ko samundar men detyo bahao. 

115 Ab is phakar kf chuk lie kaise lega didar?” 

Itni sun kind! sonta bold! Lobfri se kfe jawib: * 
“TQ kwis? nébin kar rahi? phakar legi didfr.” 
ltni sunke boldt Lobart kurt jawab : 

“ Rikh thf baba di, ab tf{jé dn karwie.” 

120 Ust waqt Lohirt ne degia de charhwao. 

Shabr mea dhandhora de dia, aur faqir Me bulwae. 
Satranjiin bichbi die, fagir baithe de. 

Kundi sonti sochde rahe, na &e Rode Shah Faqir. 
Hukm hid Dargah se, Rode Shih ke khul gao Ankh: 

125 “Tom, phakar, ky so rahe? third tijd ho raba aj !?? 

Itni sun Rode Shih chal pare, de Lobari ke pis. 

Majlis lag rahi darbir men: A Rode Shih kare sawil : 

“ De diyo, Loharf Jalali, Allah kt piyari, phakar nfi de 
diddr 1” : 

Itni sunkar Lohéri Jalili kare sawil : 

180“ Dekhfyo, phakar nahi, kof aulid: phakar bure bulie. 

Morf singir le ja, aur phakar niin de didar.” 
Pahia singir Kamél! nikal part, a! phakar ke pis : 
« A, phakar, didar le, kbari Jalali tero pis.” 

Itni sunkar phakar botda Jalili se kare sawal : 

135 “Je tt Mai Jalali hai, to tere chhere par barsfyo nfir : 
Je tt phakar nfia thag rahi, teri ho ji rih se be-rab.” 
Hukm hii Dargah se, ho gaf rh se be-rilh. 

Rond! pitdt awandi, at Jalalf ke pis : 
“Bball chahtye didar de: aur nabii, ho jiogi rib 
be-rih,” 
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140 Dekh sfirat Jalalt ro part, nath bhajke & gat us phakar 
ke 
“TK, be phabery didar le le, khayt Jalali tere pis.” 
“Ya to didir nf lett; yeh hai phakar ki jawib, 
Mahil par apne charh ja, aur sir se sbi tir. 
Dena didir, Bibt, aur sifat karda tera jag min.” 
145 Itnf sunkar ro parf, kare phakar ki sawill: 
“ Aisi baten mat kaho ; rakho parda tum Ap.” 
“In baton se na batt: ye phakar kA sawil : 
Chhaje dpar kharf ho, dekhe kul sansir.’? 
Ttnt sunkar charh gat woh chitar st nar, 
150 Rode Shih bolda, “suno, Shahr ko log, 
Jalili charh gat mahil par, sir se sihi dia tir.” 
Duniya ke log dekhde, Rode Duldul Ie singar. 
Jhat sawar us Duldul par dp ; 
Strat teri bahut hai aur td chatar ef nar: 
155 Hem chalo Makki Sharif ko, tA rahe ibid!” 
Atni sun Lohiri ne Qpar so miri chhial ; 
Jhatde se Duldu! pakar Ije, aur phakar kare sawil : 
“Ya ti mujh ko lo chal ; ‘nabii, khAkar mardi kat@r.” 
Itni sun Rode Shih Paqir Loharf so karo sawal : 
160 “ Hum phakar darvesh bain, tera hamari kyi sith ?” 
“ Chituk, Phakur, 1d chali, ab jine ki kya is ? 
Yi chala tere sith ; nahii, khikar mar(i katir.” 
Itul sun phakur ne jhut lo Ii apne aith, 
Lokar phakar chal pace, pari Ianbi ih. 
165 Rab meu phakar jangal & gae. dere die lagic. 
Ts jangal ke bich imen buithe dono 4. 
Jalili ko le & Makki ke darmiyan. 





TRANSLATION. 
Tax Tare or Ja.iti, rae Buacxemrtn’s Davonrer. 


Jalalt, the Blacksmith’s daughter, was born in the City of 
Baghdid, and Rodo Shih the Faqir in Makka. Jalili, tho 
Blacksmith’s daughter, appoared to Rodeo Shah tho Faqir 
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in a dream and Rode Shab Faqfr fell in love with her at once, 
Likewise Rode Shéh the Faqir appeared to Jalili, the Black- 
amith’s daughter, in the City of Baghdad. 


Scoing this (dream) Rode Shih the Faqir mounted his 
(mule) Duldal,* 
His gourd in his hand, his beads round bis neck, his 
Qurin under his arm. 
Saying “Bi’smillah’’+ he spurred on Duldul: on the 
road he met the Four Friends.¢ 
Said the Four Friends to Rode Shih : 
“ From what country comest thou? To what land goest 
thou?” 
“Tam come from tho Makki the Holy and I go to 
Bnghdad.” 
So saying he went on, and the night came upon him on 
the road. 
Secing the night Rode Shih became misvrable. 
Todo Shih the Fugtr took ap the grass of the wilderness 
and snid to the grass 
10“ Muke me # bed of a span in length, § for the fagir inust 
pray.” 
Tlearing this tho grass said to the fayir ; 
“Thou canst not make thy bed on me, seck some other 
place.” 
Hearing this Rode Shih the Faqir was grieved. 
Thon suid the db grass|| to Rode Shah the Faqir: 
15. “Take two and x half (mule) londs of me «ud sprend 
thy bed.” 


a 


* Really the namo of the mule vf “Ali here m-rely a fine mule 

t “In the Name of God.” the Musulmin invocation on commencing 
wnything . 

t Aba Bakar, "Umar, 'Usmin and ‘Ali: the “four friends” of 
Mihummad 

§ A half bed used us @ penance hy fagirs on wecount of ite extreme 
ast omnfort 

|| Kura, the cynodon dactylon or sacred yrusv of the Hindds it Las 
' fresh sweet umell, 


Vow, 1-82 
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Hearing this Rode Shih the Fagir said to the grasses: 
“The other grasses shall bo burnt up, but thou shalt 
give forth a sweet smell : 
And the cows shall eat thee and give milk and thy: name 
shall live in tho world. 
Let the servants (of God) be humble as the lowly ab i* 
20 The other grasses shall bo burnt up, but grecn shall 
remain the ditb!” 
Saying this Rode Shih the Faqir went on and camo to 
a boatman : 
“O son of the boatmen, hear my prayer. 
Sce tho fagir across (the river) ina boat in the name 
of God.” 
Hearing this said tho boatman ; “ Faqtr, hear my words. 
25 I have the orders of Jalili the Blacksmith’s daughter: 
IT cannot soc thee over.” 
Hearing this said the fayér ; “ Boatman, hear my words: 
From others thou hast one puisd,t tako two or three 
from tho fagir, 
And see the fuyir over in i boat in the namo of God.” 
“Tf thou be a (true) fagir and saint take thygelf 
across.” 
80 Houring this Rode Shih the Faqir’s body was aflame 
(with wrath). 
Making a boat of his gourd and an oar of his staff, 
And saying “i’smillah” tho fuyir wat in it and went 
across. 
Thought tho boatman in his mind, “ He is no fagir, he 
iy a saint?” 
He went and fell at the saint’s feet and besought the 
saint: 
85 “I knew not that thou wert so great a saint, or I would 
have served thee well.§ 








i Allusion to its low spreading character. 
third anna or a hulf penny neurly. 
jt Saag i one of the extravagant fitles ussumed by faktre. 
Lit., sat thee on my eyes. 
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So pray for me that my boat may safely cross over 
(into the next world).” 
Hearing this said Rode Shih to the boatman: 
“Labour much and earn much, but let not thy labour 
prosper thee!” 
Hearing these words of Rode Shih the Faqtr the bont- 
man became sorrowful. 
40 Saying this Rode Shih went on to the city of Baghdad: 
And called ‘ élakh’ at tho door of Jalili the Blacksmith’s 
daughter. 
Hearing him Jalalt the Blacksmith’s daughter said to 
her sister Kamali: 
“ Go, sweet sister, and give him alms.” 
Sho went with the alms to the fuyér : 
45 “0 Faqir, take the alms, Kamali stands beside theo.” 
Hearing this said Rode Shah the Faqtr to Kumalt: 
“T came nat for alms. I came to see Jalill.’* 
Hearing this Kamili went to Jalili: 
“ Black, black as a beetle, hath fallen in love with thee. 
50 He will not take the alms of pearls, he would see thee |’’ 
Hearing this Rode Shih the Faqir shouted to the Black- 
smith’s daughter; 
“ Who is she calling black ? blackness is a deep stain, 
Black is the hair of the head, the adornment of mun. 
Black are the pupils of tho eyes, beloved of the whole 
world. 
355 Black are the clouds of the West, that water the whole 
earth. 
Destroy these black things cre thou answer the fagir !” 
Hearing thie Jalal! said to Kamit : 
“The fayir I dreaded has come to us!” 
With joined hands said Jalélt, Sister Kamali, hear my 
words : 
60 Go and tell my father, this is no fagir, but some scoun- 
drel.” 


* To say that holad come to see » parddnishtn woman wus, of course, 
to insult lier groaaly. 
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Hearing this she went to her father ; 
And said with joined hands; “ Father, hear my words. 
He is no fayir, but some jester and would see thy 
daughter!” 
Hearing this ho went to his danghter: 
65 “Give thy commands, my daughter: it shall be as 
thou wilt.” 
“Tarn ont this fagir, thrust him away.” 
“Go, thon fuyir, go away: this is the command of the 
Blacksmitl’s danghter.” 
Hearing this said the fayir: 
“1 camo walking from Mukki to see her (fuce).’” 
70 Hearing this the silly woman became angry. 
She called the household executioner! 
(And suid) ; “ Sieze this fugér and bind his arms behind 
him af once, 
Either indiace the fuyir to go away, or cut him to 
pieces.” 
Hearing this said the fugigto the Blacksmith’s daughter: 
“JT fear not thy words; 1 will (ussuredly) see thee P? 
Nearing this Julili the Blacksmith’s daughter gave orders 
to proceed : 
“Quickly bind his arms behind him and cut him to 
pieces. 
Cut him into many pieces and tic up his body in o 
Dlanket.” 
Hearing this the exeentioncr flourished his sword, 
80 But the fuyir suid never a word, (us) it was an order 
from the Conrt (of God). 
He cut him into little bits and took them to the 
river* 
Going to the river be throw them iv and the fishes 
divided the flesh. 
(Said the fay) “cat up all the flesh, bat Jeave the two 





a 
a 








* Hindd custom, 
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I would meet my beloved.” An order went from the 
Court (of God) tc Khwaja Khizur : * 
85 “ Muko whole the body of this saqir, (for) he would sco 
his beloved.” 
The order went from the Court (of God) and the body 
became whole. 
He wont on before the executioners and came to the 
door of the Blacksmith’s daughter : 
 O Jalili, thou Blacksmith’s daughter, beloved of God, 
show thyself to the fagér !” 
Said Jalalt, “what saith he? Kamali, hear my words ! 
90 What fagir is he that is talking in the doorway *” 
Kamili woat to sce and came weeping to her sister : 
“Sister he is no fugir, but some saint, and (that too) a 
poworful saint. 
The fayir that thou didst slay is the fagir (now) standing 
at thy door!” 
Hearing this she was wroth and her eycs grew stern : 
95 O fagir, if thou dost not go, I will cut theo in pieces.” 
«1 fear not these words, (but) I will seo thy (fuce) !”” 
“ Hearing this, Jalili, hath thy father come.”’+ 
“Father, slay this fagir, or I will stab myself to death 
with a dagger.” 
Hearing this her futher said quickly : 
100 “I will do as thou sayest this moment.”” 
He made an iron oven and lighted wood within it. 
Binding his arms behind him ho throw (the fuyir) into it. 
Quickly he made the oven and lighted the wood. 
The oven became red-hot aud the (Blackswith’s daugh- 
ter) said td the fayir : 
105 “Go, O Fuqir, go uwuy or be burnt to ashes !” 
“T came from far Makki to see thy (face).” 
Hearing this sho was aflume (with wrath), and the fire 
(of wrath) caught her body und soul. 


* See Vol 1. p 416, &c. 
+ Jaldli's futher say» this 
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Binding hisarms behind him they threw him into the oven, 
All the city wept and said to the Blacksmith’s daughter: 





110 “O thou Blacksmith’s daughter, what art thou doing, 
slaying this fagir ?” 
It was the order of the Court (of God) and the snoke 
went up in circles.* 
And Rode Shah the Fagir slept in the Kajal! forest.t 
Said Jalali, the Blacksmith’s daughter; “ Father, hear 
my words : 
Throw all these ashes into the river.t 
115 Now that we have finished this fayir how shall he see 
(my face) ?” 
Hearing this his pestle and mortar§ said to the Black- 
smith’s daughter : 
« How wilt thou deny (thy face) to the fagir ?”” 
Hearing this suid the Blacksmith’s daughter: 
“©The ashes have been sent afloat, now will I hold the 
funeral cer2monies.” || 
120 And that very moment the,Blacksmith’s daughter put 
the canldrons on (the fire). 
She sent a cryer through the City and called all the fugirs. 
She spread carpets and the fug:rs came and sat ou them. 
The pestle and mortar began to grieve becuuse Rodo 
Shih Faqir camo not. 
It was the order of the Court (of God) und Rode Shih 
opened his eyes. 
125 “Why art thou sleeping, fugir ? They are holding thy 
funeral ceremonies to-day |” 
Hearing this Rode Shih went to the Blacksmith’s 
daughter. 
The company were all assembled when Rode Shih cate 
and said : 
* zoronge hich Rode Shih cxcaped. 
+ Brought in merely as u fanons nue: nee Vol 1, p, 520 
} Hindu custom. 
§ Kepe by faire for muking bhung. 


yt or suyam. the ceremonies of the third day after death held 
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“Show (thy face), Jalili, thou Blacksmith’s daughter, 
beloved of God, to the fagir !” 

Hearing this said Julali the Blackemith’s daughter :* 

“ Behold, this is no fagir, but some saint: and (tliat too) 
a powerful saint. 

Put on my clothes and show thyself to the fagit.” 

Putting on the clothes Kamali went out to the fagir : 

“ Come fagir, behold me, Jalalf standeth beside thee.” 

Hearing this the fugi said to Jaltlt : 

“If thou be the Lady Jalili, then let thy face glow with 
light: 

But if thou art deceiving the fagir may thy beunty 
vanish,” 

It was the order of the Court (of God) and her beauty 
vanished. 

Weeping and wailing she went to Jalilt: 

“Tf thou seek thy good show thyself (to him), or thy 
beauty will vanish. 

Sceing her Jalilt wept and ran quickly to the fagir : 

“ Come, Fuqir, behold me, Jalili standeth by thee.” 

“T will not sec thee thus: this is thy fuyér’s reply. 

Go upon the palace roof, take the veil from off thy 
head. 

Show thyself, Lady, and let the world praise theo.” 

Hearing this she wept and suid to the fagir : 

“ Say not such words; keep my honor!” 

“I will not go back upon my words: this is the fagir’s 
request : 

Stand on the roof and let the whole world sec thoo.”” 

Hearing this the wise woman went up (on to the roof). 

Said Rode Shih, “ hoar, ye people of the City, 

Jalalt hath gone up on to the roof of her palaco, and 
taken the voil from off her hcad.” 

All the world was looking (at her) whilo Rodo (Shih) 
saddled his (mule) Duldul. 





* To her sister. 
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Quickly he mounted him : 

(Said he) “great is thy beauty and thou art a wise 
woman: 

I go to Mukka the Holy, do thou dwell (here) !” 

Hoaring this tho Blacksmith’s daughter leapt Uown 
from above , 

And quickly she seized Duldul and said to the fagir: 

“ Either take me with thee, or 1 stub mysclf to death 
with « dagger.” 

Hearing this Rodo Shih Faqfr said to tho Blacksmith’s 
daughter: 

“Tam a fugir and a saint, what connection can thoro bo 
twixt me and theo 2” 

“Thou hast enchanted mo, O Faqir, and how can I live 
now (away from thee) ? 

Either 1 go with thee or stab myself to doath with a 
dagger.” 

Hearing this the firyir took her at once with him, 

The fayir took her, and they went a long road. 

On the road they arrived at a desert and made a halt. 

They both settled im that desert. 

And he (at lust) took Jalili to Makka, 
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Ko. XXVIII. 
VRE LEGEND OF *ABDU'LLAN SILAN 
OF SAMIN, 


As TAKEN DOWN IN THE BALOCHI LANGUAGE FROM THE 
Naguative or Gnurim MusamMap Baracuini Mazini, 
AND TRANSLATED By M. Lonowortu Dames, Exg. 
['Abdu'llih SbG bolonged to a Sayyid family living at Samto, a village 
somo south of Dera Ghizt Khia, He enjoyed a grent reputation f 
wanctity, Which ix maimtained by hix family, now represented by a grand. 
son of the original ‘Abdu'llih Shih. The story ix chicfly remarkable for 
tho introduction of the herves of the very favorite Panjibi tule of Hte and 
Ranjh in the aftor-world, Ranjha ix represented as still following hus 
original occupation of a buffalu-herdm and as supplying milk to the 

Prophet. J 

[The mtory of Hite and Ranjha in of world-wide colobrity in the Panjab, and 
will be given in fall later on in these volumox lr was the danghter of 
Chdchuk, w SyAl of Bangpdr, in tho Muzaffargarh District. Rénjbi's 

mo was Didho; be was by caxte a Ranjhf Jatt, and is known almost 

‘oly hy hia costo name, which also takox the diminutive forms 

Runjhud, Béryhetd, and Ranjhetri. Ii father Mand wana Chaudh 
Revenue Collector, aud local magnate at Takbt Hasfra, in tho Gujrinwale 
District}. 

[fhe Ryile aro of RAjpht origin, and claim higher rank than the surrounding 
dutt trikes, to whom they will not give their daughters in mariage, ale 
though they may marry Jatt women. Thus, thongl Hir and enh were 
Voth Muhammadans, their love was illteit, and ended dixasteron 
pride of the Syaln trated by another oclebratod lure stor 
‘and Mirza,” which will also be gren in full lator on, the eeene of wh 
at Kbiwa near Shang It ia evon now an insult to a 8)é1 to mention 
cithor Hie or Bhhibdi, and no Sy} will remain present, while ether of 
there stories is beg recited. ‘They aro, howeror, celebrated iu the Panjéb 
es the typos uf courtant lovors, much in tho name way ax Abolard and 
Héloise in Modora Europe, or an Laili and Manin in Arabic, and Farbhd and 
Shirin in Poraian story. Hir's tomb ix about half milo from the civil 
station of Jbang, and in marked on the survey map as ‘ Mookurba Heer,” 
whiob stands for “ Maqhara-i-Hir." or Hir's monument. It is @ brick build 
ing, resombliug in style tho ordinary Musalmin wab of the 10th contury, 

ith the exooption that instead uf being covored by «dome it 1s open to 

the sky. Thore are niches or windows on the four sides. That on 

the west is closed, while the uther three are open, the reason assigned 
You, 11.—3 
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being that the wind should blow on Htr from every direction except that 
of her home Rangpiir, where she had boon murdered. The tomb stands 
close to an old bed of the Chendb, and it is related that at the time of 
‘Hir’s death the river was still fowing in this old bod, and that Hir appeared 
in a vision to # merchant who was travelling past in boat, telling him 
to build hor tomb iu this place, and to build it so that the rain of Beaven 
should always fall on it, This was done after Hir's body had been placed 
in the tomb, but beforo it was closed Ranjb& appeared, and, entering the 
the tomb alive, was buried with her. This is not in accordance with the 
poom, but is the account given by Bhatti Vaie, an old Jatt in charge of 
the tomb, A meld or fair, of some local celebrity, ix held at tho tomb in the 
month of Migh (February). Ilr and RAnjbé are commonly suid to havo 
flourished 700 or KUO years ago, bat others asxign them to Akbar's time 
(16th century A.D.), and the architecture of the tomb is in accordance 
with thia sapposition). 

[The first poom in their honour is said to havo hoon compoxed by Namodar 
Patwarl, of Jhnng, but tho mort colcbrated ix tho prem of Waris Shih, 
nitive of Takbe Harta in GujriuwAlé, Ranjhé'n nativn place, It ovon 
now forms & favourite subject for local bards. Waris Shih is supposed to 
have flourisbeil 150 to 2C0 years nyo). 

[t should be remombered thut the letters printed in the following toxt as th 
and gh are pronounced in Baloch! as tho th respectively in ‘breath’ and 
breathe’ }. 

TEXT. 

*Abdu’llah Shah Snidh nishtaghd Somind. Ravi bitha hnjji, 
shutho jahizA chariths, Ravina raviina shutha, jahiz oshtitha 
biths. Jahiz mardin hild khutha, jabtz na bokbia, 

Samundar kharghi murgh-galo nishtagheth. Gud jahin- 
wizhi gwashta. “Landa ef closhen bi, ki wisté Hudhiia 
watht sari dath, azh jubizd or-khaftth, Laroth, hawaii murghit 
bal dith? Murgh Lal girant, guda jubAzi gwith miii-khdith, 
jubds tilhith.” ’Abdu’llih Shihd gwashta, “Mai defi watht 
sara wasti Hudhaii.” Er-khaptat azh jahizd, shutho hawii 
murgh bal dithaghant, murgh bal giptaghant; gwith min- 
fichta, jahdz tilbithe, 

’Abdu'llah Shih Samundar pabnidhi dighirl rawia bitho. 
Jihe ki akhta, gindi gwimoshint rand ci, Yartha-f hawt 
rand, zirina zirana shutha; baroth gind! duhoie dukhaghei, 
gwimeshini jhok ei hamodhi. Subr-sarei zflo nishtiyon. 
*Abdu’lldh Shih ki nazi akhta, phidh-ikbto hawaii zl, gwash- 
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ta-f, “B’ismi’llah ’Abdu'llth Shih Samtnewalt, biytithe!” 
Phol-khuthat ki, ‘Mai, tha khaie?” Zalt gwashta ki, “Maa 
Mat Ar in; Mia Ranjhd go méhian ea, Makhta tho khush 
bf nind, begabA Mida Ranjha di kbaith.” Begabi gwimesh 
ikhta pha jhokd, subr-rished marde phedhighea. Phol-khutha 
*Abdu’llh Shiba ki, “awed mard khai ei ki phedhighes 
gwameshint rendi?” Mit Hird gwashte ki, “E Miai Ranjha 
en” Aukifkbta ’Abdu'llih, Shih phidh-ikhte. Ai marda 
gwashta, “ Bixmi'llih, ’Abdu’llab Shib, biyd durr sh’ikhtaghe !” 
*Abdu'lldh Shihd gwashta, “Mahairi, Mila Raujhi.” Miia 
Raujha ch’oshiya hil gipta. ’Abdu’ilih Sh&h watht hal thewa- 
ghei dithaghant. Miia Ranjha gwashta, “That hajj azh dargihd 
qubfl oi, mai Leguha shiro barda phujainii ma Huzdri.” 

GudA mati shird phur khutho sar chakhd zurtho, ’Abdu’llth 
Shah dastd gipt-1, gwashta-f, “Watht chhaméi bit.” Chhamai 
bitthaghanti. Gud gwashta Miin Ranjha, “Nt chhamdn 
phat? Nt ki chham@i phatthaghanti ditha-t ki Rus@lu’llah 
nishtaghen wath? takht suri, Rusdiu’lldh saldm ditha-1, bajj 
qubal bitha-t. 

Gindt ki ya kumbhir Samfu-nindokhea, aiht chakba chydr- 
gist rapid chatid khapto bastha-ich, Gndd Ras@lu’llih phar- 
muintha ki, “ Midd Raujhd thard hukm ea ki "Abdu’lldh Shih 
wathi shahré rasain dai” Dar-kbapto ikhtaghant jhoki. 
Miin Ranjhi gwashta ki, “ Do rosh nind hamedha, shirt bawar 
gwimeshiut, gudi thard watht handd rasainia.” Do rosh 
nishta hamodhi; saim? roshi Mili Rinjhi gwashta ki, “ Ni 
dasté mandi dui, gudi chhamin bat.” Dast ditho chham bit- 
thoghant-1. Guda Midi Ranjha gwashta, ‘Ni muin dastd bil 
dai, chhamii phat.” Chhamia phat! gind! ki mai Semin 
Shuhr laf oshtéthnghii. Jibaud ditha ki ’Abdu’lldh Shih 
ikhta. Kumbhir akbti greéna gwar ’Abdu’llah Shiba ki, 
“Philid Landa’ Drikine logh duzii bhorentha, rand artho 
mati logh pahnidhd gwizenthaish ; ‘Ni Sarkar gushith ki 
chyargist rOpid chatt phur khan dai” Maa be-gunih di, 
Hudhit wistd mania chorain.” ’Abdu’lldh Shahi gwashto ki 
“Echatt mata chorainagh nea,” ki huzir dimind that chakha 
Dasthiyei, Baro phur khan dai.” 








Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


180 LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


TRANSLATION. 

?Abdu’llih Shih Sayyid lived at Samfin. He started on a 
pilgrimage [to Meceu,] and went on board a ship. Going on 
he procecded, when the ship stepped. ‘Ihe crew cxerted 
themselves, but the ship did not move. . 

A flock of birds were sitting on the seashore. The ship’s 
master suid: “Is there any such man bere, who, for the sake of 
God, will risk his life* and alight frou the ship, and go and 
mianko those birds fly away? If the birds fly away the wind 
will reach the ship, and the ship will go on.’”? ?Abdu’Ilah Shah 
said, ‘1 will risk my Ife for God’s sake.” He alighted from 
the ship, and went and made the birds fly awny, the wind 
reached the ship aud the ship went on, 

*Abdu’llih Shab (left nlone) on the edge of the sea started 
off ulong the land. Ie came to a cortain place, and there ho 
saw tracks of bafinlocs. He took up these tracks, and follow- 
ing and following thou he went on aud saw a smoke rising. 
There was o bullalucs’ grazing station (jiok) there, A red- 
headed woman was seated thyre. When ’Abdu’llth Shih 
upproached the woman rose and said, “In the name of God, 
ih of Samin, you are welcome!” He asked her, 
ther, who wt thou?” The woman said, “1 am Hir; 
Main Ranjha is with hiv buffaloes. For the present sit down 
aud rest. In tho evening Mids Ranjhé also will come.” In 
the evening the buffiloes returned to the station, and a red- 
bearded wan came with them, ’Abdu’llih Shih asked (of Hir) 
“Who is this man that is coming in the track of the buff 
Joes?” Mir rephed, “This is Mian Ranjha’? When he camo 
*Abdu'llih Shah rose, ‘Lho man said, “In the name of God, 
*Abdu'llik Shih, you are welcome!” *Abdu’llih Shih said, 
“All is woll, Mili Ranjha.” Ranjhd asked him for his news. 
*Abdu'llah Shah told him all that bad happened to him, Ranjha 
said, “Thy pilgrimago is accepted at the (divinc) threshold. 
In the evening I shall tuko some wnilk, and bring you into the 
presenco (of the Prophet).’’ 









® Lit., give his head. t Lit., a smoke smoking. 
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Then having filled an carthen pot with milk and lifted it on 
to his head, he took ’Abdu’lldh Shih by tho hand, and said 
“Shut your cyes.” He shut his eyes, Then Rinjha said, 
“Now, open your eyes.” When be opened his eyes he saw the 
Apo tle of God sitting on his throne. ‘The Prophet saluted 
hun, and his pilgrimage was accepted. 

There he saw a certain Kumbir (potter), an inhabitant of 
Samin, on whom (the Prophet’s court) imposed a fine of eighty 
rupees. After this the Prophet gave this command: “Mian 
Ranjha, thon art ordered to conduct ’Abdu'llih Shih back to 
his own town.” They went out and returned to tho station. 
Min Ranjhi. “Stay here for two days, and drink iny buf- 
fuloes? milk, ‘Then I will take thee to thy own placo.” For 
two days he stayed there: the third day Rinjhd said, “Now 
give me your hand and then shut your eyes.” He gave him 
his hand and shut his eyes. Thou Ranjha said, “ Now let go 
my hund, and open your cyes.” He opened his cyes and 
found himself standing in the town of Samin, The whole 
world saw how ’Abdu’llah Shih came. Tho Komliir came 
weeping tu ’Abdu'llih Shih suymg, “ At such aud such a place 
thieves have broken into the house of a certain carpenter. 
They brought the track snd mado it pass by the side of my 
house, and now tho Government suys, ‘ Puy up a fine of cighty 
rapocs” Iam innocent, for God’s sake get mo off” ’Abdu- 
‘lldh Shih said, “1t is not for me to get this fine remitted, for 
it was imposed upon thee in the court of the Prophet’s Majesty. 
Go und pay it.” 
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No. XXIX. 
THE STORY OF RAJA JAGDEO, 
AS TOLD BY A BARD OF THE MONTGOMERY DISTRICT. 









[t in probubly hopeless to find out who Raja Jagdeo the Patiwitr wi 
flosh, us the ancient. Riypit tribe of the Pramara, Puiwar or Paiwar, 
40 long lost all yeetyges of royalty that uothing but vague tradition remains 
of then former yen Thoro is not o naino in tho legend among tho 
several mentionod of Jardoo's family that giver any elne to hia adentity. 
Dincdnagari or Dhara, his home, 18 meant by the bard to be Makpu 
but, T think, it 1s more probably a confused recoll of the real Dhars 

the Vindbya mountains, ‘Tho soone of his 
exploits with the demon at DipdlpQr, once an important place, but 
now an obscure villago in tho Mentgomery Di affords uo cluo to 
of hin second exploit is laid in the modern city of 
ty modorn times.) 

[Tho legend as p of the ordinary wort, and what history crops up is, 
of cour Tho story of Jugdoo's birth ix 
reforred to tho EmperorWalim Shab SQr, who flourixbed 155- 
1554 A.1,, and one of lux exploiix to the days of the gromt Jai Singh 
Baw Gi, founder of Japdr, who died in 1743 A.D.) 

[E buve not thought it worth while to give the proso portion of tho legond in 
original, but much of the lauguage of the versos ix archaic.) 























naar of the old Pramaras 


























Tux Srory ov Rik Jaaveo Panwir or Didrdnacant. 

There was ouce a Rijd of the Dwipur Jug* whoxe name was 
Udidit and who was a Patiwir by caste. From him was 
descended Riji Karan, the Panwar. 

Now Itaji Udadit hud no son, and ono day, as he was out 
hunting, he chanced upon a fayir sitting in the wilds. Tho 
Raji got off his horse und puid his respects to the holy mun 
and made all his followers do the same. ‘I'he fagir was much 
pleased at this and also at tho Raji's humility in standing in 
his presence while he himsclf remainod sitting, so ho asked 
him what he wanted, and the Raji replied that he had no sou. 
On this the fagir stretched out his hand and gavo him two 











* A random statement to give an air of antiquity to the legend. 
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apples which he told him to give his wives, who would then 
bear him two sons, and tho Raji did accordingly. 

Abont five months after this Salim, the Emperor of Debll, 
demanded tribute to the extent of two and a half lakhx of 
rupees (250,000), but as the Maja could only pay one anda 
quarter /dkh he was detained in Delhi. When he had been 
{here four months a bard was sent to congratulate him on the 
birth of Jagdeo, his oldest son, and four days after a Brihman 
was started off to congratulato him on the birth of a younger 
son, Randhaur. Tho Brihman ontwalked the bard and rench- 
ed Deldi first, so the news of Raudhaur’s birth reached beforo 
that of Jugdco’s and Rundbaur was recorded as tho successor 
of Udidit by the Emperor. When tho truo facts wero ex- 
plained to tho Emperor he rofused to alter the succession and 
sv it camo about that Randhaur was treated as tho elder son. 

Now the Emporor had refased to receive the one and a» 
quarter lakh offered by Udidit, as it was only half bis demand, 
sv the Raja still had this sum with him, and when he explained 
to the bard why it was he was detained in Dehli the bard 
explained to him that be had better spend what he bad on an 
entertainment in honor of tho birth of his two sons and see 
what would heppou. Wherenpon the Raji ordered an entertain- 
iment to the public on a xcalo never before seen even in Delilt 
and made all the people very happy. The Emperor and his 
wife, of course, heard of it and she persuaded her husband to 
forgive the Raji who had spent his all in delighting tho 
Emperor's subjects. Next day when the Emperor was sented 
in his hall of audience he sent for Raji Udidit and be not only 
romitted all the revenue duo from him, Int gave him a dress 
of honor (/hil’at) and let him go home free. 

Afterwards when tho boys grew up Randbaur was appointed 
successor to the throne and all the peoplo weut to pay their 
respects, but when Jugdco went to the audience ho thrust his 
Speur into tho ground and went away, saying in his heart that 
ho himself was the lawful heir. Tho ministers and courticrs 
obsorved this and told Rija Udidit that Jagdeo was a strong 
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man and had envy in his heart and would some day slay the 
Raja Randhaur. Raji Udidit informed Jagdoo of what tho 
people said, and Jagdeo, thereupon, resolved to leave his country 
and started off to seek his fortune with his horse and one 
servant. 

As he wandcred on he came to the country of Raji Kankhir 
and put up at a Briman woman's house, who lived with her 
son next door to Itijé Kankhitr’s palneo, She was a widow 
and tho Raja paid her five gold pieces* fur accommodation for 
tho night only. 

At that place a demon (deo) had been in the habit of coming 
at night and killing and eating throo or four of the poople, 
so tho Raji had built a fort of a milo square for him to livo 
in and into it he scnt as a sop to tho demon twelve loaves 
and some meat from his own table and one human victim 
from the city daily. ‘This demou’s name was Marhi,t and ls 
city of Marhd still stands near Dipalpirt abont 30 wiles from 
Mungamri (Montgomery). While Raji dJagdco was staying 
with tho old woman the chief constable came to her to say 
that it was ler son’s turn to go as the victim next day, whero- 
on she fell to weeping and said :-— 

“Je mujh ko holt str chhor nagart ugh jatt ; 
Kist dharm vildyal baith jé, mushyat kar khdts. 
Yehdi buithan ji dahdio; 
Jarmi pit sapit, atr naint bhar dio. 
Ab ka rdt katéi afsos karda: 
Te rét kd is nugari meh ky ah rahdi?” 
“ Had I my will I would loave this city, 
And go to some more favored land and earn my living. 
Hero I bowail my life; 


Lhave a dutcous son, for whom my cyes are filled with 
tears. 





* Five mohare,=80 rupees. + In Panjabt, » corpse. 
z, Am ancient site in the Montgomery District and in former times 


an important city second onl; eerie Multén as late as the 16th 
sapper Te js bot far from PA sie sited 
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T puss this night in sorrow: 
Ah, why do I stay this night in this city ? 

Aud while she was still weeping the chicf constable went 
his way, and seeing her in great distress Jagdeo’s heart 
was moved with compassion, as he was a pure, chasto, 
earnest, austere and gencrous+hearted* man, und he suid to 
her :— 

“NG ro, mdganhdr:t sis maik apnd desda, 

Desdit Néin Khudde ke, sob do gag mew lest, 

Tumbird pit chhordusdi; Raypit bat sdchi kare! 

Bt desis mast apud, jo yit tumbdrd wd mare.” 

“ Weep not, Bidhmanf: I will give my head, 

1 will give it in the Name of God and secure » good name 
in both worlds. 

I will reloase thy son ; and Rijpits speak the truth ! 

I will give my head that thy son may not die.” 

Saying this he lay down to slvep and the old woman was 
content with tho pledge. Meanwhile the chief coustablo came 
and said, “Give your son, mothor.” When Hija Jagdoo 
heard this he bethought hin: of his pledge and taking his sword 
iu hix hand went up to the chief constable and asked where 
tho demon dwelt. The chief constable began thinking to 
lumself who he could be, as he did not look like a Brihman or 
u scrvunt, no he said to him : 

“Kis des kd dhant? kaun hai gis ju third ? 

Kis bap kd pil @kaun hai ism tumhkdrd ? 

Kis des tum chale? suno ik ’araz hamdré! 

4j kal thdvé dise. Woh éfdt Valwant hai, ji: Udkh khin 
ie uae.’ 

“ What lord's son art thou ? where is thy house ? 

‘What futher’s son? what is thy name f 

Whithor govst thou ? Hear a word from me! 

Thou hast met thy fute to-day. The monster is vory 
strong and has slain thousands.” 





* Jatt, sutt, haf, patt, nakhé. 
art, agankées lit. beggar, used towards Briliman women when ad. 


vou u—2s 
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Replied Raji Jagdeo : 
“Kahe Réo Jagdeo, kul sab fént host. 
Maiddn paré Kujpit sith de kadMi nd dest, 
Kyitis bat ght kako?” 
tudl ko, “tum WM lok thir kt raho?", 
Jugdco, all are mortal. 
Once on the field of battle the Rajpit never turns his 
back, 
Why dost speak terrifying (false) words ?” 
Saith Jagdeo to the chief constable, “ will you people 
remain wuere you are?” * 

Said the chief constable, “1 will take him to the demon as 
he is willing to bo destroyed, but as the peoplo will accuse mo 
of offering up # stranger I will take witnesses with me.” 

Ih sdth Jagdeo, pach sit aur bulde. 

Gav Rdsakt ke pds, j4 khulé darwdza Ide. 

Bare dhant Paiwdr, “dm Ram” mukh se hare. 

Sock pid ua log ko, Rajjuit nahia haryiz dare. 

He took Jugdeo with him, calling four or fivo (others), 
Ho took him to the derf¥n and opened the door. 

The brave lord, the Puuwir, said adient with his lips. 
Thonght the lovkers on, a Rajpdt will never fear. 

‘Thon the chief constable went to Raji Kankhfr and told him 

the nows. 
Gid pas Kankhdr kofwdl ik bdt bakhdnt: 
“Th dekhd Kaypit, jan us kei tht fant. 
Us tumhdre nagar men achray bat cckhé thi, 
Is Dwdpar Jug mei Ragpit dekhé sakhi.” 
Suni bil Kankhir dukhon se nie palatte, 
Gid hoa farmosh bil pat pat satte. 
Kankhds kahe kotwal ku, “tumhit bat dge hyts na kare? 
Rukh leo Rajptt ko, yo pit Brélwan kd mare.” 


‘The chief constable went to Raji Kankhir and told the 
story: 








§ Be Rando a oa ceseaa (ht Lagoa allied words 
aaa, 20 ugh this ith ied wo! 
Bakas, Rdkchas, &e. re pas 
t Bam Ram : the usual salutation on coming and going. 
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*T have seen a Rajpit, who pats no value on his hfe. 

I have seen a wondrous thing in thy city. 

Thave scen a (truly) generous Rijpit in this Dwipar 
Jug.” 

Hearing this Rija Kankhir’s eyes dropped tears, 

And being disturbed in his mind he tore off his hair, 

Said Rij Kankhir to the chief constable, “ Why didst 
thou not say this before ? 

Spare the Rajpft and let the Brihman’s son die.” 

Said the chief constable : 

“ Ham harjo lakh war bat, us ik na mani. 

Us shish did Rabb® Ném; mard ki yh hi nishdni. 

Soldis kaldis shaptt hai, chaudah bidyd nidhdn, 

Strat aairat us ki, ju sundar tayul jardn.” 

“T tried a thousand persuasions, he wonld not listen 
to one, 

He guvo bis head in the Name of God ; thus is the sign 
of a truo man. 

He has tho sixteen (good) qualitics and knows the 
fourteen sciences. 

Beautcous is his form and beautcons his mind.” 

And the chief constable sud to the Raji, “he was not out 
of Ins senses and fully undorstood the risk be was running, 
but he said he had given his pledge in tho namo of God and 
would not draw back.” 

Meanwhile, Raji Jagdeo was sitting inside the closed door, 
and said to himself, it was well that he had given his hoad in 
the name of God. 

Kid soch Jagdeo daur darwdzd diya : 

Die hath 8 jhosht tor darwaza dhiiyd. 

Déhar dyd hot ton jo wdig sher bidal gajen. 

Inve fatah Khuldwand, shabésh lng mastak sajen, 

Jagdoo thought over it and ran towards the door: 

He pushed it with his hand and tore down the 
door. 

He came out of the Fort as doth a roaring lion. 


© Observe the Muhammadan words for God all through this legend. 
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God gave him the victory, and the people heut their 
heads in admiration. 


And coming suddenly out of the door the Raji awuited the 
coming of the demon. 
Gat ghart do rat tM, woh Rékshas dyd. 
Ohalé figdo ho Kido Jayteo buldyd : 
© Pajt pair Ponwir ke do hath hamre chhakes. 
Lagne hith Paiwér ke, t@ taddi ndm hamrd japri.” 
‘When two watches of the night had passed the demon 
came, 


When he came in front of him Raji Jagdco called out 
to him: 


“Try the strength of thy hands and fvct with the 
Paiwir, 
When the hands of the Patwir touch thee, thou wilt 
take his name.”* 
When the demon heard this he said : 
Lule Rakehas, “bali shilsish ! Rajpiit pidre 
Tei, aklslt dri jan; jdogumn apne dire, 


Aive jodhe bali, kydi kathan maidin mei yaho 
Hum hah ; tum samajh j 





jo luir bar phir na kako.” 
Said the demon, “ bravo, friend Rajptit ! 

Go, savo thy life; go to thy own house. 

Why should so brave a warrior faco this fatal field ? 


T havo said it: do thou hearken ; I will not say it again 
and again,” 


Replied Raji Jadco : 
Bole dhant Paiwdr, mukhow sk rakhan é le: 
“Tk mdi ke put, ike tum golé jd 2” 
Komar bandh ran bare, oh Rikchas, oh Jagde ; 
Dowehs sher jodhe Tarr’ 
Then out spake the bold Piiiwar with his lips: 


“ Art thou thy mother’s son or the child of some slave- 
girl?” + 





* i.e., acknowledge his superiority 
+ The taunt here is in the insinuation that he is illegitimate. 
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Jagdeo and the demon girded their loins and ontered 
the field of battle, 

As two lion-like warriors fight. 

And as they fought God gave the victory to Raji Jagdeo. 
* Ralt préku ban zor bhuj dohen lie. 

Pakar pachhdri deo dant dharni dhar dite. 

Lio Ném Naranykir kd tu kint deo puldr. 

Nim rat pachhe rahe to pde fatuh Pawar, 

The brave hero used the might of both his arms, 

He seized the demon and dashed him to the trombling 
earth, 

The demon called out to him in the namo of God.* 

Tt was after midnight that the Paiwir obtained the 
victory. 

When Raji Jagdeo overthrew the demon and sat on his breast, 
the demon begau praising tho Raji and suid to him: “I was 
born in Lavkiit (Ceylon) aud I noticed thut my parents always 
pruyed that I should be protected from a virtuous man. I 
used to laugh at them, as mankind is our food, aud I could not 
understand why we should fear a man. When 1 grew up I 
Jeft Lank& and have lived ou human beings for the last fifteen 
years. Even at very sight of me they die and I devour them 
at leisure, but nevertheless my parcnty’ fear of mankind has 
never left them.” 

“Jo sund hai kant, asd ajj ankhia dekhé. 

Desitin tudh rghit ju sangrdmd uthd, 

Bubhsh mort jan, Jagde, Lank chhor Brij wasdirdn ; 

Jit Khag Amt Singh dovei tert nagar paithéwdi.” 

“ Whut [had heard with my ears I have to-day seen with 
my eyes, 

I will give thee presents if I escape from fighting thee. 

Grant me my life, Jagdeo, and I will leave Lanki and 
live in Brij,t 








* To spare his life. 
+ The fabled home of the demons. 3 
t A holy land of the Hindas and, of conrse, the very opposite of Lanks. 
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And bring before thee both Jit Khag and Ami Singh.”* 

And the demon said that Jit Khag had been given to his 
father by Sulaimin (Solomon) the Holy and that he had the 
power of scaring off the seventy hundred evils. ‘“ And in ad- 
dition to this 1 will give you Ami Singh Bir, and if yor will 
spare my life, { will leave lanki and goto Phalaukit and never 
come here aguin.” But Raji Jagdeo refused to spuro his life, 

Kid dfat ko cer, hith shamsher utlde, 

Mukh se juphe Nem, tegh Rédsak ko twie, 

Afat ka sir kiité, do gahdéu shibdvh lukhé 

Dhérdis dhani Panedir hai, kar bali mard Jagdeo sakhi. 

Putting the domon under him, he took his sword in his 
hand. 

Taking the (Moly) Name he brandished his sword ovor 
tho demon. 

Cutting off the demon’s head he won glory in both worlds. 

The bold Paiwir of Dhiri, the high-spirited Jagdeo, 
hath put on the garland of manhvod. 

When Raji Jagdeo had cut off“the demon’s head he deter- 
mined to go buck to his bed in the city, but Raji Kankhir had 
placed 15 soldiers and 5 guns at each gate from which a con- 
tinuous fire was kept up to keep off the demon. However Raji 
Jagdeo went on. 

Afat kd sir kit, zor Jagdiu dikhio, 

Lid héth ke hich dast sajje se chde. 

Afat ka sir katke yiwhe dar par khwd : 

“ Bad khol kindy hd, ham ghar Balman ke chalé.” 

Jagdeo showed his prowoss and cut off the demon’s 
head, 

He took it in his right hand. 

THe cut off the head of the demon and stood at the city 
gate, 











The allusion here is to the very little understood subject of the 
Bore or warrior godlings, who seem in India to correspond to the Pahil- 
wane of Persian fable. Their name is legion and they are worshipped 
faa gods, the cult of any particular Brr being strictly local. 

+ Explained as another and « distant Lanka. 
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(And said) “ Open the leaves of the gate, I would go 
to the Brihman’s house.” 
And the Riji said to tho door-keepers ; 

Char chiz achit nakie hott, hathiwin, sfrwdn, gdrtwén, 

darwdu. Wén ké lafa achhd nahi hotd. 

Four things are evil, elophant-driver, camel-driver, cart- 
driver, doorkeeper. Wdn is a bad ending to » 
man’s nawe.* 

And then the Raj said to the door-kecpers : 
“At ménax daridn, tumhen dar kuluf utéro! 
Ai mdnas darwan, ky@ hai chalé théro? 
Hunré kahé man le, jv yeh bhalow i rit: 
Hom to khés Raypit hats, jo twn se rakhin prit.” 

“O friend door-keepers, open the locks of the gate. 

O friend door-kecpers, what is your intention ? 

Hoar my words, as good men should : 

Tam a real Rajpft that is your friend.” 

Open the doors aud 1 will repay you the obligation.” But 
said the door-kecpers : 
“Tam ky@ janen prit? Kaun hai ménas bandé ? 
Us to div bhdy, kam ti kid mand? 
Bhagii sc tit Résakon, nd shish apnd dd, 
Achraj hid is Shahr men, jo burd kdm tum ne kid!" 

“What know we of friendship ? Who art thou ? 

Hist run away (from the demon), and done an ovil thing? 

Thou hast run from the demon snd not given bim thy 
head. ' 

It is astonishing to this city that thew shouldest do evil !’” 
And said the door-keepers, “it is against our orders that we 
should take you in.” Then thought the Réji in his mind that 











* This is a well-known bon-mét thrown in for effect. ‘The play in om 
the teriination dw and thero is properly an unswer-—* Heb, mih rbd: 
Just so, kind sir.” Miharbdn, kind sir, having also this objectionable 
termination bdn (or wan). 
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ho had better tell them of his success, as their fear of the de- 
mon was 80 great. So he said to them: 
“Jin dfat ka khauf timhen, ham’ woh dat mart. 
Us se lid khos sang kinhdn do dhhii. 
Ajat kd mr kath, yo eyd Oar par kharé 
Lid Lhol hinér led, ham ghar Bdhman ke chal.” 
“T have slain the demon whom ye fear. 
T have taken his two-edged sword that he had. 
1 have cut off the demon’s head, that stand at your 
gates. 
Open the Icaves of the gate, I would go to the Brih- 
man’s house.” 

Said the door-kcepers : 

 Khule woke kinder yo balkdre hom 

Ya Lholwdse kiwi, ord topdn dhune, 

Ajat hd si Vatud, to bali tardn opud karo 

Bid Iehol kinds hit, to thé dn andar ware” 

“Let him open the gates that 1s mighty: 

1 Jet him open the gategthat hath the guns with him. 

1t thou hast cut off the drmon’s head, show now thy 
strength, 

Opon the leaves of the gates (thyself) and enter” 

RAji Jagdco perccived that they were mocking him, and 
being furiously angry and a man of miraculous power, he 
pushed open the door aud overthrew the fiftocn soldicrs and the 
five guns together. 

Bahan phor, yo tayrn so 1017 wthe + 

Tore qujal canjir, jo durlane kithi, 

Darwasr div tor mor, har phhuke dhdre. 

Jitne bans pati he pil, utne Pain dr ke akhdze. 

Dekhe log sarde he, “ua git pdt picho bhalo: 

Dhdré dhant Paiwdr har, jo Marhd yhdy Jayde chalo.” 

Throwing down all that were passing the night there, 

He broke the bolts and bars and slew the door-keepers- 

He broke open the gates and strewod about the pieces. 

The Paiwar’s battlefields were as many as the loaves of 
the bamboo. 
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The people saw and said in admiration, “ask nor clan 
nor caste : 

He is Jagdeo the bold Paiwir of Dhiiri that hath slain 
the Demon.” 

And all the people cried out that the domon had broken 
loose and burst into the city, so they took to flight. And the 
news reached Raji Kankhar who collected his forces, mounted 
all the guns on the Fort and entered it. But Raji Jagdoo 
went to the Brihman’s house and lay down to sleep. Mcan- 
while Raja Kankhir’s soldiers found the rampart of the Fort 
broken down and the demon lying deud with his head severed 
from the trunk and they told him of it. Admiring the bravery 
ofthe hero who could slay such a demon the Raji returned home. 

Pe fateh Paiwdr pickhdt hat dere dio. 

Sunt bét Kankhér, ust ko turt mangdio. 

Kul amtr bhaje sabhe, Kankhér kuhe wazir ko, “ Wahi jawén 
abhi léiv.” 

The Paiwir gained the victory and went home. 

As soon as Kankhir heard of it he sent for hi 

He sent all his nobles and Kunkbar said to his; 
“ Bring the young man hore at once.” : 

When Raja Kankhir’s officials came to Raji Jagdeo and told 
him that the king had sent for him, he angrily cried out, “J am 
not your servant. I will go to the king when it suits me, and 
that is to-morrow morning. Even then I will merely make over 
tho domon’s head and go back to my home.” So then the 
Raji sent his minister to Jagdeo who suid: 

“Aqil bare amir Rai Kankhér bulde: 

*Agil bare amir melkar kul ko Uae.” 

“The wise and noble Rijé Kankhir calls thee : 

He hath sent all tho wise and noble (of his people) to- 
gether (to thee).” 

And then he asked him his namo and home: 

“ Kis des kd dhant? Khart bét tum hi kako.” 
Wastr kake Jagdeo ko, “ Tumhen sher ith raho.” 
“ Of what land art Lord? Tell me truly.” 


VoL. 11.—25 
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Said the minister to Jagdeo, “So lion-like a man must 
remain here.” 

So Raji Jagdeo bathed himself, put on golden sandals, took 
the demon’s head in his hand and accompanied the minister to 
the RAji’s palace. On the way the minister asked him to ex- 
plain fully who he was to the Raj&. Presently they reached the 
king’s presence and Raji Jagdeo said to him: 

“ Udddit kd pit hin, Pirtht kd Réjé. 

Pénchon phar hathiyér, nahin main réti bhdjd.” 

Bich kachahri Geke sab salém majlis kare: 

Kankhir Jagdeo ko jo Gp hath mdth dhare. 

“T am tho son of Udadit, the Lord of the Earth. 

Wearing the five arms I did not run away in the night.” 

As he came into the assembly all salated him: 

Even Kankhar himself put his hand to his forehead for 
Jagdeo. 

Then Raji Jagdeo sat Leside Raji Kankhér on the throne with 
the demon’s head before him. 

Now Raji Kankhar had logg ago promised that whoever 
should kill the demon should have half his kingdom and his 
daughter Philmido to wifo, whatover his caste might be. So 
the king said to his minister that, as he had made the pro- 
mise, and as the person who had fulfilled the conditions was a 
Rajpdt of high descent, u Hind@, and pivus, devout, carnost 
and austere, there was nothing left to him but to carry it out 
at once. 

Khushi hie Kankhér, khufia vk bal sunt: 

“Taintin dold dewan.” Shatdb Raje kint kurmdi, 

Hulem hdvil edie div, Kankhdr kahe wazir ku: “Jo nek 

kim Séhib kiv!” 

Pleased was Kankhir and said privately : 

“I will give thee my daughter.” Quickly the Rajé 
made the betrothal. 

And gave all the necessary orders. Kankhar said to bis 
minister : ‘‘ How woll hath God done!” 

So Raja Kankhar married his daughter to Raja Jagdeo. 
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About a month afterwards Raja Jagdeo acquainted his wife 
with his intention of making @ journey, and on her entreating 
him to take her with him he started off with her, taking also 
his servants, her maid, and the necessary following. 


Tk mahtne ba'd Réjd ne KM anwért, 

Tk Rént Philmdde, nél ghuldm piéri. 
Majlt mojli pahunchhe ant de nagart bart, 
Mahilie Jagdeo ne kiwér khol andar bare, 


After a month the Raja started forth 

With Rani Phulmide and a trusty servant. 

At the end of each stage they came to a great city, 

And Jagdeo opening the gates of a palace went 
within. 


At JaipOr the Raja rented a house and restod there. After 
four days had passed the maid said that there was no more oil 
left for the lamps, so the Raji ordered her to go and buy some 
in the bdzdr. The maid went accordingly, but was refused at 
every shop, so she had to return without any oil, and whev the 
Riya told her to light the lamp she said : 


“ Hukm nahin is des matd kot diwd bdle. 

Sunt bat Jar Singh usi ko pakur manga le- 

Ghar nildn us hd kare,” ghulém kake Jagileo ko, “jo diwh 
mandar live.” 


“It is against the laws of this land that any man light 
a lamp. 
As soon as Jai Singh hears of it he seizes (the delin- 
quent) 
And sells his house,” said the servant to Jagdeo, “ who 
lights a lamp in his house.” 

The fact was that Raji Jai Singh had strictly forbidden any 
One to keep a light in his house and allowed no lamp except in 
his own palace in all his territories. All that the people could 
tell Raja Jagdeo about it was that it was the Rajé’s order. 
So Réja Jagdeo gave his servant five gold pieces (mohara) and 
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told him to get some oilman to give him oil in return on the 
ground that they were travellers. 

Kahe Réo Jagdeo nafar ko, “tel le do: 

Jo kot kare gumdn ust ko pakar mangdo,” 

Nafar khol milkraén dhare, ném leve jab tel kd, to woh 

kalém teli kare. 

Said Raja Jagdeo to his servant, “ bring oil : 

If any refuse, seize and bring him here.” 

‘The servant brought out the gold pieces, but when he 
mentioned the name of oil the oilman spake as be- 
fore.* 

Being refused tho oil the servant went back, and when Raji 
Jagdeo demanded the oil he suid, “ hear what the oilman said; 

Kaun teré Jagdeo, jist wv tel mangagd ? 

‘Aisé kare gunén kyin Jai Singh te dyé ? 

Ts Raja Jai Singh ke jo lakh khde tukré gée! 

Idiye kake’ Jagileo ko jo yeh kaldm tel kahe” 

Thort Gi bat nafar ne kid pasird. 

Ti kare kaldm, “kann Jagleo tumhérd 2?" 

Phar katér Jayilon gid tobjy teli marke sabhi tel Jagdeo lid 

“Who is thy Jagdeo that desires oil ? 

Who is it that has come thus to mock Jai Singh? 

This Raja Jai Singh whose gifts thousands enjoy ! 

Go and tell Jagdeo what the oilman saith.” 

The servant magnificd a small mutter: 

The oilman had (really) said, “ who is thy Jugdeo?” 

Jagdeo took his dagger and went to the oilman, and 
slew him and took all his oil. 

When Raja Jagdeo reached the olman’s house the latter 
remarked that a short time before a stupid fool had been at 
his house, and now that he hud come in a rage, whereon the 
Raja slew him at once with his dagger, and as his wife began 
making a disturbance, he slew her tuo. Ie then took all the 
oil there was in the shop and lit up tis house. 

Rajé Jai Singh heard in the morning that a man, calling him- 
self Raja Jagdeo, had killed au oilman and his wife and bad ht 


© iv, reimned to give it. 
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up his house with their oil contrary to orders, but he took ne 
notice of it at the time. 

Now Raja Jai Singh had a moon of his own* which he hung 
up in the sky to give light to his people and, of course, when 
Raja Jagdeo was in the city it was lighted up as usual, and this 
made’ him ask about it, and he learnt that it was an artificial 
moon made by Raji Jai Singh. As soon as he learnt this he 
determined to play a practical joke, and found out where the 
moon-makers lived, and sent his servant to fetch them in order 
to make him a moon like Jai Singh’s. The moon-makers had 
heard of what had happened to the oilman for refusing oil, so 
they were afraid to refuse also, and accompanied the servant 
to Raja Jagdeo’s house. When they arrived he asked them 
how mach they wanted for a moon. They replied, whatever 
he wished to pay, so he gave them 500 golden pieces and order- 
ed a moon like Jai Singh’s. 

Kahe Réo Jagdeo kdrtgar turt mangée, 

Bind tel ke chéud Rdjd pharnalak charhée. 

Salli Shahr ghaughdé kare. 

Jai Singh kahe wazir ko, “ist wayt Sérij charhe!” 

Calling them quickly spake Raji Jugdeo to the moon- 
makers, 

And had a Moon put up in the heavens (that burnt) with. 
out oil. 

All the City cried out at it, 

And Jai Singh ssid to his minister, ‘the Sun hath 
risen!” 

As soon as the moon-muakers had raised up a second moon 
Rij Jai Singh heard of it and asked who had done such a 
thing. His officials told him that it was by the order of the man 
who had killed the oilman. “Very well,” said Raja Jai Singh, 
“tomorrow morning we will test his strength,” and he began col- 
lecting his army. Meanwhile Raji Jagdeo reflected that he 
Was a mere traveller and had better pay his respects to Raja 





* This o is a most curious referenco to the astronomical procli- 
‘itios of Jai Singh Sawai, his scientific feets having i 150 years given 
Twe to such pure folklore as this ! 
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Jai Singh and depart. So next morning after bathing he put 
on his golden sandals and splendid raiment and went off to 
see Raji Jai Singh. It was the day of the Sulond festival,* and 
before Rajt Jagdeo arrived at Jai Singh’s palace, Kankali, the 
bard’s wife,t had been to Raji Jai Singh to congratulate him 
on the day and receive her customary present. 

Sarij ditt chdsh Rdjd ne kt Kachahrt: 

Pénchoi phar hathiyér Rajé dyad hankért, 

Bich Kachahri deke sab salém majlis kare: 

Jai Sinyh Réjé Jagdeo ko jo dp hdth math dhare, 

When the sun rose the Raja held his Court, 

Wearing his five arms bold Raja (Jagdeo) came there. 

He came into the assembly and al] saluted him : 

Even Jai Singh put his hand to his forehead for Rajé 

Jagdeo. 

Then Raji Jagdeo went and sat beside Raji Jai Singh on the 
throne and all the nobles of tho Court were silenced for swe 
of him and none durst ask him who he was or whence he 
came. Then up came Kankil!, the bard’s wife and said. 

“Jab jégo parbhil pirtham Thikur ke dvew; 

Karke mt danddwat Uhat charnt chit léven ; 

Ganui kare ashndn dhydn pijd kér rbkhen ; 

Kathé barté hot pat gitd gun béchen, 

‘Juha sakat ko dén hai,’ Bed pat Pundit parhen. 

Pérat sukab kab Ij ko, achal rij yug jug hi karen.” 

“When ye wake at dawn first go to the God (Thakur) ; 

Making the circuit, bend your hearts to prostration and 
obeisance ; 

Sing your hymns, bathe, moditate and worship ; 

Read your religious books and sing your hymns. 

‘Give of your ability,’ toach the Doctors from the 
Scriptures, 





® This account of the proceedings at the Rakht festival of the 
RAjpdts is worth noting Sslon& 1s the lest duy of Sdwan and falls 
about the 15th of August. 


+ Bhdtnt: this is the regular custom. 
} Kankélt or Kankdlint, means a witch or sorceress. 
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It is the prayer of the perfect poet that ye may rule for 
age upon age.” 

Then Kankilt, the bard’s wife, went up to the Raja to bind on 
the rékhé* and put a veil over her face. First she raised her 
right, hand and put the fikdt on the forehead of Raja Jagdeo 
and then with her left hand she put it on the forehead of Raji 
Jai Singh. After this Kankilt, the bard’s wife, went away and 
so did Raja Jagdeo. 

‘When he had gone the nobles said to Raji Jai Singh “he 
seems to be some great Raja, but we do not know who he is. 
We are, however, much struck with the doings of the bard’s 
wife. First she acted improperly in reciting the verses veiled, 
and then in putting the ¢ikdé on the stranger's forehead with 
her right hand and on your Majesty’s with the left.” “When 
she comes again,” said Rajé Jai Singh, “ we will ask her what 
she meant.” 

In the afternoon, when the Raji again held an audience, 
Kankill, the bard’s wife, came again to recite verses, but the 
Raja stopped her and demanded of her who it was on whose 
forehead she had placed the f//% first in the morning so impro- 
perly. To which she replied :— 

“Dhant Dhérdin kd dhant, des pirtht jag jane: 

Dhant Dhérdi kd dhani, des pirthi dn méne. 

Main Kankdli kandalt, sdf bdt mukh se kahén: 

Maia Kankdli kandalt, dhdp sis yale kahdn.” 

“Lord of the lordly Dhira, all the earth knows him: 
Lord of the lordly Dhara, all the earth acknowledges him. 
I, Kankalf, am true and speak trath with my lips: 

I, Kankali, am true and veiled my face and spake.” 

The Raji then aaked ber why she had veiled hgr face and 
marked the stranger first with the ¢iké with her right band 
and then himself with the left. ‘I veiled myself before him,” 
she replied, “because in him I saws true man.” Then said 





* A bracelet bound on the wrist to avert the evil- at this festival. 
Tod, Rdjasthdn, ong. ed., Vol. I., pp. 242 and 457, gives elaborate 
‘ccounta of the oéremony. 


t The mark of royalty. 
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the nobles, “ she never veiled before us, so if she veiled before 
him because he is a true man she wust take us all for women,” 
Said Raja Jai Singh to her, “what are the signs of a true 
man?” Replied she, “ purity, chastity, earnestness, austerity, 
generosity,® all these I saw in him.” Then said the Raja, “ you 
say you saw generosity in him, let us then test this first. Go 
and ask him for a present, and whatever you get I will give you 
eleven-fold hereafter.” “Swear this with an oath of the 
Hindfs,” said she. Then said the Raja 

“Indar bat baram bach béton tale nichar gale!” 

“ By Indra I say, that if I go back on my word may | 

rot in the nether world !”” 

In the old days this oath was so powerfal that be who fore- 
swore it was annibilated in the next world. So next morning 
Kankill, the bard’s wife, went to Raji Jagdeo’s house to beg. 
Said Rani Philmide, “he is not at home, you will find him at 
the bathing place.” Kankali went there and found Raja Jug- 
deo returning from bathing with his towel in his hand and his 
lott and telling his boads.°Kankili went up to him and 
said :— "] 

“Ganpat Ganesh mangal kare!" 

Riya Jagdeo ne kahd, “hukin, manganhdr 2" 

“May Ganega, Lord of Hosts, bless thee.’” 

Said Raji Jagdeo, “thy will, thou beggar (of alms)?” 

Ssid Kankili, “Iam (the Angel of) Death and slay by 
chance or by disease.” 

“Tk khat charh maren, ik sote nahi yagen. 

Th dg dak marvin, k dang Uhi bhajen. 

Ik pani dum marci, ik sdun ghun ghojer. 

Har bidh marnd jdin nd; suno, Kdjd, métd yin kak, 
Sis kdt de Uhat ko yu klrat jag men rahe.” 

“One dieth in bis bed, one sleepeth and waketh not. 
One dieth in the fire, one falleth by » serpent’s bite. 

Bee ante, p. 185. 


° 
} A brass cupor pot used for drinking and bathing purposes 7 
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One is drowned in the water, one dieth bold and roaring. 

All must die in some way; hear, RAja, thus saith the 
mother ; 

Give thy head to the bard’s wife, if thou wouldst have 

“ @ good name in the world.” 

Said Kankalf, “ Raj, thy head isthe boon I crave.” Said he, 

“ My head is His that gave it me: thou cravest it—here it is.” 
Jas jiwan, @jas maran hai, jus ke kijtye kim. 
Kahe Baitél, “sun, Bikarmé,* jo sufal bét hai dfn.” 
Googness is life, evil is death, so do good works. 
Saith Baitdl, “hear, Bikarmi, charity is the deed that 
prospers.” 

Thon said the Raji to the bard’s wife, “cut off my head.” 
But said she, “I am no murderess that I should cut off thy head 
in the bdzdr. Go to thy house and cover thy head with jewels 
that all may know it to bo a Réji’s and not a goat’s head. 
Then toko a platter in thy left hand and with thy right hand 
strike off thy head into it with thy dugger and then shall I 
know thee for a truly gencrous mau. I take only freely given 
alms. Iam no oppressor.” Tho Raji went home and told bis 
wifo Rani Phalmade of what the bard’s wifo had asked and 
whut ho had promised. Then said Rint Philmido:— 

“ Main to tort dds hit, woh matdé bhagin. 
Jo kuchh mité pitd kahe, ao gal parwdn.” 
“Iam thy slave, she thy blessed mother. 
What thy father and mother say is incumbent on thee.” 

Said the Raji, “the head is His who gave it, not father’s nor 
mother's.” Then the Rani covered his head with jewels weep- 
ing, and when she had finished, the Raja called out to Kanktilt: 
“Here, thou beggar-woman, come and take thy alms,” and 
Kankalf presented herself. Whereon the Raja taking tho platter 
in his left hand and his dagger in his right struck off his head 

* This is a characteristically confused allusion to the variant of this 
Ue legend by which | Bikarma ( (Vitramdditye) boy 5 = ‘a Bf 


in Man, Dostana: Ouieh, 2058, pp 30-22 and is alluded to in Panjab 
Notes and Guerien Vol. 1., note 832. 


VOL, 11.— 36 
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end his body fell to the ground. Then spake Kankilf to 
Philmide :— 

“Main Kankdli kandali Des Dakhan se AA. 

' Bie deio Rabb Ném, mard kb phirt dohét. 

Main, Kankdlt kandalt, sdf bét mukh se kahnda. 

Tum, Rink Phiilméde, suhdg tumhérd sufal rahds."* 

“Tam the trae Kankall from the Southern Land. 

His giving his head in the Name of God is the deed of 

true man. 

I, Kankalf, am true, I speak truth with my lips. 

Rani Philmide, thou shalt live in prosperous wedlock.” 

“ Now let us pray to God (Khuda), for He will mysteriously 
restore thee to wedlock, and have a care that no fly touches 
hie body.” 

In the morning Kankilf took the head in the platter and 
went with it to Raja Jai Singh, to his hall of audience and de- 
manded eleven suchheads. The head, however, was so covered 
with jewels that the Raji thonght it was merely o platter of 
jewels and offered her fifteeg such, but Kankali took out the 
head in tho hall of audience and said :— 

“Jas karan Jagdeo jis dhar jag meh io: 

Jas kéran Hari Chand hath pur jde vikdio: 

Jas kéran Bal Bain jib kd lobh na kino: 

Jas kéran Jagdeo sts Kankéli ko dino.” 

“ For honor came Jagdeo thus upon the earth : 
For honor Hari Chand sold himself (as a slave) : 
For honor Bal Bain* gave up worldly lusts : 
For honor Jagdeo gave his head to Kankalf.”"+ 

‘When he heard this, Raja Jai Singh asked Kankdlt to wait 
awhile and went to his nine queens and asked them for their 
heads, but they refused, saying, “we came into the world to 
enjoy ourselves, not to givo up our heads.” Then he went to 
his seven sons who also refused, saying, “if this is what 
a AE A a St, Aa en 


spa Baterence to the well-known classical legends of Harischandre «04 
+ ie, for = good name. 
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you want we will pack ourselves off at once.” Then said 
Kankélt: 

“Dharg hai Réjé Joi Singh, jis dharm wanjhio! 

Dharg hai Rdjé Jai Singh, zis ndm gawdio! 

Dharg hai tore karan ko bich nfs jab hot /” 

“ Cursed be Réjé Jai Singh, that went back on his word! 

Cursed be Raja Jai Singh, that lost his (good) name! 

Cursed be thou to be destroyed by thy own act!” 

Saying this Kankalt returned to Raja Jagdeo’s house, where 
she joined the head to the body, and then sho said to Rant 
Philmade : “ my daughter let us pray to God (Khuda) together, 
and if it be His will that you again enjoy wedlock the Raja will 
live.” For she said : 

“Jab Khuda kt Kachahrt kd veld hotd hat, jab sawhlt ke 
sawGl ké velé hotd hai, aur us Kachahri mei un IA 
do'd mustajét hoe.” 

“When it is the hour for God to hold his Court, then is 
the hour for the prayer of the suppliant, for then 
his prayer prevaileth in the Court (of God).” 

In the morning Kankalf told Rant Philmide to see if God 
had heard their prayer, and when the Rin! went to awaken the 
Rija he sat up and spake. And Rani Philmide gave heart-felt 
thanks to God. 
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RAJA NAL, 
AS PLAYED ANNUALLY AT JAGADHR! IN THE 
AMBALA DISTRICT. 


[This poem is « swing of the same description as those previously given, and is 
performed or sung in precisely the same way.) 

[Tho tule of Nala and Damayant! bas been ao ofton edited and translated from 
tho Sarisknt that it needs no special explanation here, except to point out 
that the presont vorsion closely follows—but in a vastly inferior fashion— 
tho legend ax rolated in tho Mahdbhdrata up to the pomt where Nala and 
Damayunti aredriven into the forests. Alter this the bard waadors off in- 
to other stores und onda lamely and abruptly.) 

[The part played here by the gods as superior heroes under an abstract God— 
mentionod under various names—just as ordinary mortala could be, pointe 
to the vast diftorence that roally exists between the popular Hinduiem uf 
modern days and the religion of the authors of the Mahébhdrata, &o.] 


[According to the bards Nangéchir the@raiman rolates the tale ax Vriliadas\a 
does in the Mahébidrota ‘Lhis Rangéchér bas already turned up as the 
parrator in previous au'inae ) 

[Thore is a common modern story current in chap-books and very popular in 
tho Panyib called Nal Doman based on tke Muhdbhivata legend. These 
versions of Nal Daman aro transintions or ronderings of a Permon work of 
the same name, which im its turn 1s an adaptation of a Sunsrit variant of 
the tale Anabstract of this tale will be uxeful here to be read with 
the Sanskrit and modern bardic sersions } 


[The Nal Daman story 18 ws follows. Béyh Nal soos Daman ine dream and 
falls w love with bor, and & similar dream comosto Daman. Her nurse, or 
dueuna, attempts to disnade her from fulling in love with Nal, aud go docs 
her futhor the King of Badar (Vidarbba) when he hears of it, A swan 
then carries the correspondence which onsues between Nal and Daman, 
and ut lest her fathor, finding 11 soles to keparate them, has them married 
at his house. Nal tukes ler to his country und gambles away bis property 
to his younger brother, whi turnx them both out into the deserts, In tho 
deserts Nal losox his last covoring in attempt to catch a bird for food, and 
in also unsucovssfal in uttompting to catch some fish. After this be loss 
Daman, and being drivon mud by tho bite of w serpont, wanders to the 
country of Batburan (Rituparnu of Ayodhaya). Upon this there is ® 
diligent search mado by Brihmans, and Nal sad Daman are finally united | 





Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


RAIA NAL. 205 


TEXT. 
Swng R4jé Nal ka. 


Jagat jot Jwalamukhi, dharte teré dhyan ! 
Kirpa apni kijiyo; karo chhand k& gyfn ! 


Bhawint, man ichha bar pita! 

Karo budh pargish, simarke Nel ki swing beni, 
5 Hath jor ddhin hoveg!, charnon sis niwdtn. 

Maid tumhari ddhin, Matji; man ichha bhar pain, 


He Mata rf, main mdrakh hda, mand ’aqal mujh ko hai 
thort. 
Karo kirpa jag, Mat, saran main lenf torf. 


TRANSLATION. 
The Legend of Raja Nal. 
O Jwilimukhi,* light of the Earth, let me worship thee ! 
Grant me thy grace; give me knowledge of verse! 


O Bhawanit fulfil my heart's desire ! 
Givo me the light of wisdom, that worshipping thee I may 
sing the legend of Nal. 
5 With joined hands will I honor theo, laying my head 
at thy feet. 
1 am thy worshipper, O Mother; falfil my heart’s desire. 


O mother, I am but s fool and little wisdom have I. 
Have mercy ou me in the world, Mother, for 1 am thy 
servant. 





* Any fire coming from the earth, or a volcano, supposed to represent 
the fre in which Bett the wife of Siva burnt herecif "Here meant in a 
general way for Devt and brought in because of the celebrated shrine to 
Jwilémukht in the Kangrd District. 

+ Meant for Devi as above. 
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Maia lid hia saran, bhdja tum pakaro morf. 
10 Kahte Balmukand, hath tumharf hai dori! 
Muktal. 
Art Sarad Mahérani, 
TO hai Char Jag mea jan}, 
Jis ke baithi kanth 
Bahisht kf us se nishint. 
Guri. 
15 “Man kt dugdh& tyig de; suno haméart bat. 
Is chinté ko dar kar: ky& soche din rat ? 
Dokht main jag mea dekhi sari. 
Nal Réja par bipat pari; main tujh se sundfa, piyari ? 
Tlain sith ghora aur hithi, ho gat sab se tayyart. 


I am thy servant, do thou load me by the arm. 
10 Ssith Balmukand,* my honort is in thy band! 
Refrain. 
O Queen Strad,t™ 
Known throughout the Four Ages! 
To whose throat thou comest 
Hath the signs of Heaven. 
GurG.§ 
15 “ Put away the sorrows of thy heart; hear my words. 
Put away these grief: afar: why dost grieve day and 
night ? 
Throughout this world havo I seen grief. 
On Raja Nal there fell great sorrow, as I will tell thee, 
friend. 
Horses and elephants had ho and gave up all, but 
* Balmukand is evidently here the Gurd or spiritual adviser of Jud- 


ishtar and represents the ‘Vrihadaéva, who repeats the of 
Nala to Yadhishthira to soothe his grief in the orthodor orthodox legend of the 
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20 Tere sang to chir bir, jinhen Jarisandh se mire. 
Ai Rajajt, Nal Raja Mabirdj dharm kA karnehirs. 
Lit je mea jtt, rij se bihar nikila : 
Gia banon ke bich, tyigke sab parwira. 
Damwanti thf sith, hia phir us se niyfra |” 

Judishtar. 

25 “Suno Bipr Gurdeojf, main sab Ifa bichar. 

Kaho bat Nal Bhap kt, mouh se karo bistir.” 
Gurd. 

“Sano, man ab chit lake. 
Kaha Nal Raja kt bith’, dukht bi ban men jake. 
Damwanti thi sang, kahia tum ko chit like. 


20 Thou hast four brothers* that slew such men as Jard- 
sandh.t 
O Raja, the great lord Raj& Nal obeyed the law. 
He was beaten in a gambling match and driven from his 
kingdom, 
And went into the forests away from his household. 
Damwanti was with him and then he was separated 
from her!” 
Judishtar. 
25 “Hear, O Bréhman Gurd, I have considered all they say. 
‘Cell the story of King Nal, giving the details with thy 
lips.” 
Guri. 
“ Hoarken with heart and soul. 
T tell tho sad story of Raji Nal and the sorrow he suffered 
in the forests. 
Damwanti was with him as I tell thee with all my 
heart. 





* vis, Bhi Nakuls, and Sahadeva, who with Yudhish- 
shies oe Piped ‘Mahabharata. 


t Killed Killed in combat by Bhima according to the well-known legend. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


208 * LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 
30 


Kyfa socho din rit? kahin tum ko samjhike. 

Khelo chaupur sar sat kt bajt lake. 

Yeh chaupur ka khel, dir p&is4 chit like.” 
Pahili Sakhi. 

“Nikhid Des ke bich men Bir Sen ik bhip. 

TA ke ghar Nal putr bai kimdeo ka rp: 

35 KaAmdeo ké rap birdje, adh-budh sobha pie. 
Chaupur khel bahot se jane, rath bidhya charaf, 
Sobhé kabhi kahAn tak ? mf par kabf na jie. 
Nal Raja sA hdd, na hog&, Tin Lok ke mahin!” 
Ai Réjaji, san Rajé ke bich mano kof chand-raje: 


iso Why dost grieve day and night ? I tell thee, admonish- 
ing thee. 
Play at chaupur* with a pure heart. 
This is the way to play chaupur, throwing the dice 
with care.” 
First, Maid.t 
“In the country of Nikhidt one Bir Sen§ is king. 
In his house is a son Nal as beautiful as Kamdeo :|j 
35 Adorned with the beauty of Kimdeo and innumerable 
charms. 
Very great is his skill at chawpur4] and in the art of war. 
How far shall I speak of his virtues? They cannot be 
fally told. 
A Rija like Nal has never been, nor will be, in the Three 
Worlds ! 
O Raja, he was like a majestic moon among s hundred 
Rajis: 
© Bee Vol. L, pp. 243-245. Thisis advicc to Yudhishthira. Both heand 
Nala came by all their sorrows through inordinate gambling. 
+ These maids are attendants on Yudhishthira. 
t ie. Nishadhs, probably the modern Bbil country. 
§ Vira Sena, the father of Nala. 
|| ie., Kama, the God of Love 
J His skill in gambling is always reckoned among Nala's virtues! 
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40 Siar-bir, balwant, sher jai ran men gije. 


50 


45 


Purb& Bed Poran, sat ka pasanhard: 

Raja Indar samin Sabha ke bich nihira.” 
Désri Sakhi, 

« Kis Raja ke bagh mei ho reht ’sjab bahar ? 

Au, anjir, angar, sab nimbd, sed, andr, 

Bagh mea khil rahi khb chambelt ! 

Marwé mohan, Madan phil, aor khil raht ’ajab chambell. 

Hans roz chugue aye tuba mil mil dip kelt : 

Roz bigh men sair kare Rant aur sang sabell. 

Kis bagh men hans chugne ko fe? 

Lie Rio ne dekh turt pakayan ko dhive. 

Dene mot{ ger hans jab chugne lage, 

Lia hans ik pakar, aur bans sab bhige.”” 


A hero and a warrior, roaring as a lion in the field of 
battle. 

He had read the Vedas and Purdnas and was an 
encourager of virtue : 

Looking like Raja Indar in the midst of his Court.””* 

Second Mail. 

“ What Raji’s is the garden that blooms so beautifully ? 

Mangoes, grapes, figs, limes, apples, pomegranates, 

And jasmiues are in full bloom in the garden. 

Sweet marjoram and Cupid’s flower and lovely jasmines 
ure blooming. 

Swans come daily in flocks together, where 

Daily the Rani wanders in it with her maids. 

Whose is the garden where the swans have come to feed ? 

The Raji has seen thum and ordered their immediate 
capture. 

The pearls are thrown before the swans and they have 
begun to feed,t 

(Lo !) one swan is caught and the rest have flown away.” 





or Indre'’s Court, is the conventional expression for 


* Indar Sabha, 
«ll that is beautiful and lovely. ¢ See Vol. IL, pp. 88-89. 
VOL, 1.37 
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Hans. 
“ Raya, nf mértye, bans hamiré nim. 
Dekhat mam chhote lagen, bare sanwér Je kéw. 

55 Bare sanwar le kim, aur, Ji, stch bat bathidn, 
Damwant! ik Rént; kabfye, tam ko us se miléfx. 
Jaldt mujh ko chhoro, Rajé, us Rénf pe jaan. 

Tajh bin vabta aur ko bydhe, aist bit sunkda. 
Ai Rajaji, Tin Lok ke bich nabii kof aisf Rani. 

60 Chale hans kf chil; kahe mukh 1mrat baof; 

Mirg naint ; madh bhari; chandar min mukh kei jott ; 
Né Indrisan bich Nag kanyAa kf jott!” 

Riéjé Nal. 
“ Main tojh ko marfim nabin, man mea dhar le dhir. 
Sun, re bansi baware ; kytna hott dilgir ? 





Swan.* 
“ O Roji, slay me not, for swan is my name. 
In form I am small, but I can do thee great service. 
55 Great service can I do, agd, Sir, I will tell thee o trae 
thing. 
There 13 a Rani Damwanti, sey, and J will join you 
together. 
Quickly let me go, Raja, that I may go to the Rant. 
1 will toll her to marry none but thee. 
© Rij, withia the Three Worlds there is no such Réo!. 
60 Her gait as a swan’s, sweet words speaks she with her 
bps; 
Eyes ees antelope’s, her youth in its prime ; her face 
bright as the moon ; 
No Nig’s danghter in Indra’s Court bright as she ! "+ 
a6 Nal. 
“T will not slay thee, take courage in thy heart. 
Hear, foolish swan ; why art sad ? 
* ‘The story of Nala now begins by the captured ewan addressing 
Pe eT a eee 
© Indar-sabbA cf. lme ‘ note on the 
brag res Vol Ip. 416, &e. 
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65 Kyda hoté dilgir, piyare? Us ki bhed bata de. 
Jis Raje kA hai woh bett, us ké darshan dikha de. 
Sobha kare bari mukh set! ; us ka nim bata de. 
Bhilda nebia absdn, hans re, jo ti mujhe mild de, 
Hans re, ja piyirt ke pas, merd sab hil santo. 
70° Damwantt ke pis aj ham ko le jo. 
Tain sab baruan kari, sunat jfart ghabariyd. 
Dijtye darshan dikhie ; tujhe yeh hi samjbiya.” 
Hans. 
“RAj& Deo Nikidh moi Bhim odm bakbiyat : 
Strbir, dharmaétma, Damwant! ké tat. 
75 Bat maia kab lag karda bakhiydn!? 
Us piyart ke badan bich mea bharkar tol! jawant 


65 Why art sad, my friend ? Tell me the reason. 
Show me that Raja’s daughter. 
‘Thou hast praised her greatly with thy lips; tell me her 
name. 
I will not forget thy kindness, O swan, if thou bring 
me to her. 
O ewan, go to my love and tell her of me. 
70 Take me to-day to Damwanti. 
Thou bast told me all, and hearing xt my life has be- 
come restless. 
Show her to me: thus I conjure thee.*” 
Swan. 
“Tn the land of Nikadht there is a Raja named Bhim, t 
Hero and sege is he and father of Damwanti. 
75 How long shall I sing her praises in words f 
In that loveling’s body doth youth blaze forth. 








* The inconsequence of this speech is carried on throughout the 
pocm and is characteristic of it; due, no doubt, to the story being s0 
Well known to the audience. 

+ Should be Vidarbha, the modern Birir. - 

{Bhima of Vidarbha, father of Damayant!; not to be confounded 
with Bhima the Pndava, 
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Us ko chihe rakhe deotd, dharmrije gyint! 

Chand kiran se jott, Ran! aisf rip diwant. 

RAjij!, sundar mirat, banf bich mabilon ke sohf, 
80 Hans gun, muokh chand, rikhi jan man ko mobtf: 

Deo, dait, bhapal, nabii ghar aief nért ! 

‘Na maia kénod sunt, ni dj maid nibirt.” 

Rajé Nal. 
“ Are hans, wahén le chalo, jabio hai sundar nar. 
Urkar chhin mea ja miléa, nabii pankh die Kartér | 
Régni. 
85 Hans, urke abhi jo, 
Khabar piyart ke tam ldo. 


lt is meet that some god wise as Dharmrij* should 
wed her ! 
The beauty of the Princess is bright as the beams of 
the woon. 
Sir Raji, beautiful of¢orm she has become the orna- 
ment of the palace. 
80 Qualities of the swan, face as the moon, charms to 
conquer sages ! 
1n no home of god, or Titan, or king is such a maid! 
Nor havo imine curs heard, nor mine eyes seen a second 
to her.” 
Raja: Nal. 
“ O swan, tuke me whither is this beauteous maid. 
Had Godt given me wings 1 would fly to her in» 
moment.” 
Song. 
85 Swan, fly off at once 
And bring me news of my love. 


*% 
ap Steere t the vast difference made here thronghout between ‘God’ 
aa represented by such words us Karfdr, Kartd, in thia and 
the ‘gods’ of mythology as represented In oor deotd, &o, and how the 
expressions are used concurrently. poem isa valuable lesson 

m the scvual religion of the every day Hind. 
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Zark mit der ab Mo; 

Us se jake yeh samjhio : 

Woh sundar mujh se, piyArt, 

Basar gat sudh sab mart. 

Piyflé zabar ka pia: 

Bind piydrt nabfa jit. 

Hans. 

“Us piyirt ke rip k& kab lag karei bakhint ? 
Rikht, munf aur deotd dekh digt hai dhydnt ! 
Kaawal mokh chandar birdje ; 
Sab sakhion ke bich nfr beti waht séje ; 
Gal mottoi ke mal; nik nak besar sohe ; 
Shish phal sab dekh, sab man ko mohe; 
Bhichhwe aur pizeb jino rinbandi gabna ; 
Dekhat sab base hue; bane jdi mirg ke nain&!” 





90 


100 


Make no delay 
And go and tell her this: 
That I love her beauty 
And have lost my wits (for her). 
I will drink cup of poison 
Rather than live without my love. 
Swan. 
“« How long shall I praise the loveling’s beauty ? 
Prophets, sages and gods have looked on it and lost 
their (power of) devotion ! 
Her lotus* face glorious as the moon : 
An ornament amidst all her maids : 
Garland of pearls round her neck ; lovely rings in each 
nostril ; 
Flowers on her head captivating the hearts of all who 
see her; 
Anklets and toe-rings and jewels on her forehead ; 


All who see her are ravished ; eyes as of antelopes ! 


© Conventional etaphor for beauty and auspiciousness applied 
to feet, eyes, face, dc. J 
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Réjé Nal. 
“ Are hans, jéo, tumhen mai to dfa ute. 
‘Hath jor tum se kahfin, milo dir men jae. 
Abhi Bedarbhain-nagar mei jio: 
Us piyart ke pfs jdeke mera hil butdo, 
105 Hbe-hie-kar prin taj ; nahi mat na der lagto. 
Jo tumharé bas chale, hans re, pis mere le do.” 
3 Muktél. 
Hans ne Ife udart : 
Gia jabin haigt piydrt. 
“Na nindrd, nahi bhikh, 
110 Soch mujh ko hai bhari.” 
Hans. 
“Sun, RAni, is jagat mea hor nw tum sf nfirt: 
Malk mulk men ham phiref sab dekha sansir. 


RijésNal. 
“O swan, go, for I let thee fly. 
With joined hands I tell thee to join thy flock. 
Go now to the City of Bedarbhain* 
And go to my love and tell her of me. 
105 My life goes out in sighs; make thou no delay. 
If it be in thy power, O swan, bring her to me.” 
Refrain. 
‘Tho swan flew away 
And went to where the loveling was. 
“‘ Without sleep and without food,” (said he) 
110 “ Great is my anxiety.” 
Swan.t 
“ Hear, Rani, there is no maid like thee in the world: 
And I have wandered from land to land and seen all the 
world. 





© ie. Vidarbha, + To Damayantt. 
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Jagat men sur nahta Rint aist. 

Inder Lok kt nar Urbast so nahti hai tert jaist ! 
115 Chand Kiran Raja ki sfrat nf man mea bhif. 

Nal Rajé sf rop kist se maia jag men dekha nahfa, 

Ai Rénfjt, is duniy& ke bich sabht pe joban ayt; 

‘ Anr kist k& rfp mere man ko nahti bhaya. 

Tord jaisd rp 4j Nal dpar chhiya: 
120 Us ko le to biyahe, tumhen mai yeh bar suns; 

Rani Damwantl. 


“ Sun Raja ke rap ko dil to gia le te; 

Bird agin ut pat hdt man mere ke mahi, 
Hans, ab sunke bachan tumhire. 

Kaun des ki Raja Nal hai? Sachf bit bata, re! 





There is no such R&ntf in the world (as thou), 
Not even Urbasi* in Indra’s land is such as thou ! 
115 Raj Chand Kiran’st beauty did not please me, 
But I have seen no beauty in the world like Raja Nal’s. 
O Rani, all have youth in this world, 
But no other’s beauty hath pleased my heart, 
Nal’s beauty is as thine, 
120 So do thou marry him, I tell thee.” 
Réni Damwanti. 
“ Hearing of the Raja’s beauty my heart is ravished ; 
‘The fire of separation (from my love) is ablaze in my 
heart, 
O swan, from hearing thy words. 
In what land 1s Raja Nal? O tell me true words! 





* Urvast, a celebrated nymph at Indra’s Court, here called by ite 

classical name of Indraloks. 

t+ Confused allusion to the legend of RaAj Raja Chandarbhin, (see ante, 

2 798) and pt to that of SatyabbAmd, wife of Krishns and mother 
ho accompanied her husband to the Indraloka on 

[Apr inpe yc hpteec mgr ager as 
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Tai ne 4j bird kt phAnst die gale men, piyére! 
Ab to der kare mat, hansi, Nal Raja pe ja, re ! 
Hans re, us Raja pe jityo, ’araz kabtye yeh merf: 
Janam janam yeh bat kabhi bhilda nahta teri. 
Yeh hi bit tum kaho pis Raja ke jae: 
‘Tujhe suembar bich baregi Ran! af.’” 

Hans. 
“Sundar des Nikidh hai; Bir Sen nirp nim: 
Strbtr bal m&hin sab ke sfire kim: 
Sab ke sire kim ; putr us ki Nal Raja. 
Sundar raj samdj ; bajea chhattis bija. 
Sir par muket birdj, gale motti ket mili: 





Thou hast placed the noose of separation round my neck 
to-day, O my beloved (swan) ! 

Make no delay now, my swan, and ob, go to Raja Nal! 

O swan, go to the Raja and tell him this my say. 

And I will nevor forgetghe obligation to thee through 
all my births.* 

Do thou go to the Raji and tell him this: 

‘The Rani will chooset thee in the midst of her 
awayamvara? tf 

Swan. 

“ Lovely is the land of Nikidh; Bir Son is the king’s 
name 

A warrior whose might is at the service of all : 

At the service of all; Raja Nal is his son. 

Lovely is his kingdom where the 36 kinds of music are 
played.§ 

A glorious crown on his head, a garland of pearls round 
his neck : 





* Allusion to the doctrine of the transmigration of souls. 

t Lit., wed. 

1 The ancient custom of public choice of a husband constantly 
alluded to in legends 

§ Conventional expression . see Vol. L., p. 176. 
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Abhikhan singtr, sts par surkh dushala, 
Kamr(p autér, kahis lag opm git ? 
Na aisi kof bhdp, tujhe, Rant, samjhida.” 
Réni Damwanti. 
“ Are hans, jaldi jlo, zara na Ido der. 
140 Ngl Raja kA nim sun Ife, bird ne gher.” 
Ragni. 
“ Gher bird ne lie, piyire. 
Khabar jald? se ja 1a, ro! 
Bari Nal Rio ko, hansi : 
Nahfi is men kuchh sansa ! 
145 Sunt ta’rif mai, piyarf, 
Milan amblakh hai mari!” 


Jewels and ornaments and red kerchief over his head : 

An incarnation of Kimrip* is he: how far shall I sing 
his praisos ? 

Thero is no such king (clsewhere) I tell thee, Rani,” 


Rani Damwanti. 
«0 swan, go qaickly and delay not at all. 
140 The hearing of Raja Nal’s namo hath surrounded me 
with (the pain of) separation.” 


Song. 
“ Separation hath encompassed me, O my beloved (swan). 
Go and tell me (of him) quickly ! 
1 will wed Raja Nal, O swan: 
There is no doubt in this! 
145 Hearing his praises, O my beloved (swan), 
Hath smitten me with a desire to meet him |” 





* The Indian Cupid. 
VOL. 11,28 
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Sakhi. 
“Din din pilt bo gat, suntye, Rajksiwér. 
Kyé tere tan soch hai ? Kaho mukh bachan uchir. 
Kaho mukh bachan uchér ; kaun dukh ne tf gherf? 
150 Nit uth rahe udas, zaré dharti nabia seri. 
Ky& opja man hiyil? Hal to kab de sara. 
Kah de man kt bit: kaha yeh min haméra.” 


Réni Damwanti. 


“ Art sakht, majn ky kaha apni kf bit ? 
Na jindi mujh se kya bi; soch rabf din rit. 
155 Sakhi, mert bhitkh piyés ur gai sirf: 
Din nahi chain; nain nahin nindra; soch mujhe thi 
bhéri ; 
Sikat bedan ; agin tan biypi; hos nahia Ati mujh ko; 
Hal be-hal hf, sajhnf ; maii kya samjhfdng? tujh ko?” 


Maid. 
“Day by day dost thou tarn pale, Princess. 
‘What is the care in thy heart ? Tell me with thy lips. 
Tell mo with thy lips: what grief hath encompassed 
thee? 
150 Sorrow remaineth ever and thou hast no ease at all. 
What idea is in thy mind ? Tell me all the story. 
Tell mo the desire of thy heart, I say to thee.” 
Rani Damwanti. 
‘My maid, how shall I tell thee of myself? 
I cannot tell what has bofallen me; I grieve day and 
night. 
155 My maid, hunger and thirst have left me altogether; 
No joy by day; uo sleep to my eyes; heavy is my 
anxiety ; 
‘My body dries up ; fire is in my soul ; my wita come not 
to me; 
Iam miserable, my maid; how shall I tell it thee?” 
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Bakhi. 
“ Mabfrdj, tomhart sutya nit uth rahat udis ; 
160 Ham se kuchh bolf nahin, nf jtwan kf as. 
Behot bebdl hai Kanwart. 
Pfchho us ko jée; ‘araz yeh bit hamért. 
Bhojan dina tiyig, rahe nabta jel kt piytes. 
Phir us kt, Maharaj, kaon jtwan kt Asi ?”” 
Raji Bhim Sen. 
165 ‘San, baud!, tumhare bachan ham ne lie bichar; 
Aj suembar main rach: Ram utdre pir! 
Kbushi hogt Damwantt mahart!”” 


Yeh hf bachan sunke bandi, sab khusht hie nar nért, 


Maid.* 
“ My Lord, thy daughter is over in sorrow : 
160 She will say nothing to mo, and there is no hope of her 
hfe. 
Very miserable is the Princoss. 
Go and ask her why ; this 1s my prayer. 
She hath given up her food and thirsts not for water. 
So, my Lord, what hopo is there of her life ?” 
Rajé Bhim Sen. 
165 “ Hear, my maid, I have heard thy words. 
To-day will I prepare for her swayamvara: Godt pros- 
it! 
And my Damwantt shall be happy !”” 


Hearing this the maid and all the attendants were 





pleased. 
© Adareasing Bhima, rantt’s father. 
+ Bam cannet mean BAma Chandra hore. i except as God 
1 ‘the abstract, aa Nala could nover have looked him aa “God,” being 


ke 
‘ther his ancestor or his immediate descendant. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


220 LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Raja Bhim Sen. 


“Kal ko dit bhejke, sirf kar dia abhi tayyért. 
170 Hor kim so pichhe karnf, kahia kbush! yek ht mabirl,” 


“ A, Chiran, jald! jo patrt lekar bith : 
Sab Rajon se jieke, yeh hi kaho tum bit. 
Jheke patrt khol dikhand, 
Damwantt kA rachf suembur, sab se yeh kah And, 
175 Pfrab, Pachham o Dakhan, Utar, chir dasa phirind. 
Racha suembar sab Rajon k& kul ko yehin se And. 
Charan, jaldf jand, 
Zart nahii der lag&nt. 
Sab Rajoa ko sang 
180 Apne leke ana.” 


Raji Bhim Sen. 
“T will send out the mossengers* to-morrow and make 
all the preparationg. 
170 Other things I will do lator, this is my desire, I tell thee” 


“O Chirant, go with the writing in thy hand : 
Go to all the Rijds and tell them of this. 
Go open the scroll and show it them. 
Go and tell them all that Damwanti’s swayamvara 18 
boing prepared. 
175 Go to the East and Wost and South and North and the 
four quarters. 
The swayamvaru is preparod and all the Réyis must 
come. 
Chiran, go quickly 
And make no delay. 





And all the Riyts 
180 Bring back with thee.” 
® To call the guests for the swayamvura 
+ The family bard, who would, according to modern custom, carry the 
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Chiran Bhét. 
“ Hukm dif sof karfa, jdund parbhat. 
Chir das& ke bich maii pabunchfia riton rit: 
Sabhi Réjoa ko jae sunita. 
Damwanti ki rachi suembar patri khol dikhéda. 
188 Pfrab, Pachham, Dakban, Ucar, chair dasd phirdfn, 
‘Karke khabar sabhi Rajon ko pis tumhire atin.” 


Mabiloa se Nal chal pare, sune dat ke bain, 
Piyirf ke dekhe bind nek pare nahi chain, 
Indar bat Naérad ko samjhive. 
Indar. 
190 ‘Tum ho dp dayya ke sigur, ber& par langhive. 


Chéran, the Bard. 
“Thou hast given the order and I obey, going at dawn. 
I will reach each of the four quarters night by night, 
And tell all the Rajis. 
I will show the writing, that Damwant!’s swayamvara is 
prepared. 
185 East, West, South, North, in tho four quarters will I 
wander, 


And giving the nows to all tho Rajis will I return to 
thee.” 


When Raji Nal heard the messonger’s words 
Happiness left him because of not seeing bis love. 
‘Then Indar said to Nirad,* 


' Indar. 
190 “Thou art the ocean of grace, make me to succood.t 





This is once of the many confusing in this poem The 
scene ubruptly changes, and Tur messager of Dhtma has now reached 
Nula. In Mukibhdrata when the hear of the swayamvara they 
determine to attend us suitors, and muke Nala act as their go-betwoen 
to hep vis Damayanti's favour for one of them. Linc 189 introduces this 
scene here, ton. 

t Lit., take my boat across : a conventional phrase in this sense 
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Man ichba pfran ho; merf jf yeh bhed batAve. 
Ai Raja, sab kabin chale? Man ki sund mera mithve.” 
Nérad. 
“ Bidar nagar ke bich men Bhim Sen bikhat. 
Bard balf woh Réo hai, Damwant! ka tit. 
195 Damwantt ké tat hai, us kf ea} rabt aswirt. 
Bare bare jodbé de haiti, fanjan niyirt niyari. 
Suno, Indar Maharaj, kahe main tumhen hisas srt: 
Bir gat bighon ke andar, sundar sajt sawiri.” 
Indar. 
“Damwant! ke wiste sab de yeh bhip! 
200 Ab us ka barnan karo ham se adhik sarip : 
Ham se adhik vardp karo tum barnan sire ! 
————————— 


That the desire of my heart be fulfilled; tell her the 
meaning of this. 
O R&ja,* where are all theset going Remove the 
doubts in my mind 
Nérad.t 
“(In the land of Bidar§ is the celebrated Bhim Sen. 
A powerful Raji is he and futher of Damwanti. 

195 He is the father of Damwant! and this is his cavalcade 
Great warriors have come and many are following. 
Hear, my Lord Indar, for I tell thee ull the story: 

The crowd hath gone within the gurden, and beauteous 
is the cavalcade.” 
Indar. 
“ All theso kings come for Damwanti’s sake ! 
200 Tell me now of her wondrous beauty : 
Tell me all the talo of her wondrous beauty ! 





}, is strictly in accurdance with the classical 


§ te, Vidarbha. 
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Yeh snne kt bat, yeh hf abbiikh hamfre. 
Tum, Narad; rikhe rit, sabht ghat ghat kt jano : 
Hath jorkar kaha, hamen sab bit bakhino.” 


Nérad. 
205° “ Damwant! ke rip ka hotA nahin bakhin : 
. Ghandar kala mukh, nain mifrg, rij-sutiyé ko jan. 
Nahi upmf ham se kabf jie, 
Ds piyari ke bich suembar chalo Ap hamriaf. 
Na kof tere surg-lok men sist nir banat! 
210 Bare bhig jag men us ke, jo us ko le biyaht |” 


Indar. 
“Sankar tumhari bit ko abhi chaliin tat-kal. 
Sunkar tumhari bit ko ho gid hil be-hal. 
KaAm ab mere tan mea chhiyd, 
Jake darsan kari jo us ke, jab sfl ho kayd. 





Hearing of this, this is my desire now. 

Thou Nirad, chief of the sages, knowest the secrets 
of all: 

With joined hands I say, tell me all the story.” 


Nérad. 
205 “ Damwanti’s beauty cannot be told: 
Face as the moon, eyes as the antclope's, know her fora 
king’s daughter. 
I cannot tell her praises. 
Go thou thyself to the loveling’s swayamvara. 
Not in thy heavens is there such a maid | 
210 Happy his fortune in the world that weds her |” 


Indar. 
“ Hearing thy words I go now at once. 
Hearing thy words I am become restless. 
Love hath entered into my body. 
T will go and see her that my body may have rest. 
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Dharamnij, Agnt pe jadi, dil mea uthida maya; 
Sith Baran ko leke apni kartnga man ki chiy@.” 


“Tic kim mera karo, suno, Rio Nal Bhip. 
Chir deoté ate ball, jog kala dhar rip. 
Rao, tam Damwantt po jao: 
Hamre dit bano, Mabirija, us ko ji samjhio ; 
Indar, Dharm, Jal, Agnt ka tum jike nim batéo. 
Koi dooté bar lo in mea se, aisi jie sunio. 

Rio, tum jaldi jo, 

Usi Rani se kaho: 

Apnd maqead chhor, 

Dharm apne pe raho.” 





I will go to Dharmr4j and Agnf and tell them what is 
in my mind ; 

I will take Baran with me and fulfil the dosiro of my 
heart,”* 


“ Hear, O Raja Nal,t and do me a service. 
Four powerful gods are coming to the swayanvara, 
changing thcir forms by (virtue of) contemplation. 
Raji, go thou to Damwantf, 
Become our messenger, Maharaji, and go and tell her, 
And mention Iudar, Dhurmrij, Jal,§ and Agut (os 
suitors). 
Tell her to select a husband from among the gods. 
Raja, go quickly, 
And tell the Princess 
To givo up her own desire 
And be trne to the right.” 





* Dharmarija 
and Varapa bein trict accord with 





= Yama. The Bevoease nore ot end, peter) Indra, Yama, 


+ Indra now goes to Nula to ask for help ii ms cs matter een ‘procuring 
Damaysatt ‘as his bride. 
5 Aitverting 


to the classical notions of the power of penance and 


bare For Talapati, Lord of the Waters, an epithet of Varuna. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


BAJA NAL. 225 


Rijé Nal. 
“ Ap kah, sot karda: suno, Indar Mabaraj : 
Tum ho chiron deoti, karo shakl ki kaj |” 
- Régni. 
' “Tum his Jagdis, jug dhyant, 
230 Tumhart bit main m&nt, 
Mabil kis tarah main jada ? 
Baran wahin kaun bidh pada? 
Rahci deorhf pe rakhwal ; 
Jiei bidh kaun se, piyari ?” 
Indar. 

285“ Kirpd hamiri so tujhe kot na dokhe nar nr, 
Jio mahil ke bich mon, ai Nal Rajkaiwar, 
Mahil mei na koi tamhen pabchiine. 

Dekhen nubin aur kot wabai so, ik Damwantt jint. 
Ab ni dor kare, Rijaji, bachan hamiri mino, 





Raja Nal. 
“Thou hast said and so will I do: hear, oh Indar 
Mairaji : 
Ye four aro gods, do yo (good) servico to all !” 
Song. 
“Thou ure a Lord of the Earth, contemplative 
for ever, 
230 I obey thy word. 
How slull I go into the palace ? 
low shall I find a way of entrance there? 
Thera are guards upon tho doorway ; 
Tow shall 1 go in, my friend 1” 
Indar. 
235“ By my grace nor man nor woman shall sco thee. 
Go into the palace, O Princo Nal. 
No ono in the pulace shall recognize thee. 
Nono shall see thee then, but Damwanti shall know theo. 
Make uo delay, Sir Raji, and obey my word. 
VOL, 1.— 29 
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240 Char deo ham rahen Surg men chiron Bed bakhine.” 


‘Raja de mahil men Narad ke darbin. 
Khabar kisi ko né h(i, kirpa kari Bhagwan. 
Dekhkar Damwantt jhat 4! ; 
Kahe Damwanti: 
Rant Damwanti. 
“Kaun tf haigi ? de ham ko batlie! 
245 Kahia so aya? kabhi jog’? hosh tujhe nibin ? 
‘Mere mabil mei an, diwine, nabagq jan gaiiwite !”” 
Raja Nal. 
“ Rénfjt, sun lijiye, pati birt t( hai nim! 
Maia dooton ka dit h0i, Nal Raji hai nim.” 
Tdgni. 
“ Nim Nal Raj hai mera, 
250 Kit maia mahil men phort. 





240 Wo four gods remain in heaven studying the four 
Vedas.” = 


Tho Raji entered the palace as Nirad’s messenger. 
No onc knew of it by the grace of God. 
Scoing Lim Damwantt came at once ; 
And spake Damwanti: 
Réui Damwanti. 
“ Who art thou ? tell mo! 
245 Whence camest thou? whither goust ? Hust no sense? 
That thou comost, fool, into my palace to lose thy lilo 
for nothing !” 
Ktajé Nal. 
“O Rani, hear ; thy name is yirtuo! 
Iam tho messenger of the gods und Raja Nal 1s my 
name.” 
Song. 
“My name is Raja Nal, 
250 And I have wandered over the palace. 
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Dharmr4jé, Baran, Agni, 

Jo chauth& Indar hai, Rant, 

Mujhe bheja tumhire pis. 

Kahfa main bat, un manf, 
255 ‘Unhoa ne jo kahi mnjh ko. 

Yeh sunkar, chit men dhar le : 

Un hia charon ke maa se 

Ik to deota bar le!” 


Rant Damwanti. 


«* Main to tumhartf nfir hoi, tum hamri bhartir! 
260 Meri to ychi nem hai, barwan Nal Rajkaiwar |” 
Régni. 
“Nom maa mia yeh hi dhari! 
Tum hin prin kf piydrf. 
Tujhe jo tiyigke jadi,— 
Bachan sat ko maih samjhits,— 


Dharmrij, Baran, Agni, 

And the fourth (of these) Indar, O Ran’, 
Llave sent me to thee. 

I tell thee, und do thou hear, 

What thoy said to me. 

Hear this and ponder it in thy heart: 
From ont of these four 

Do thou wed a god !”” 


Tint Damwanti, 


“ But I am thy wife and thou iny husband ! 
260 And ¢his is my hope, to wed the Prince Nal !” 


Bong. 
“This is tho hopo of my heart ! 
Thou art the lovo of my life ! 
If I bo separated from thee,— 
And I tell thee true words,— 


ro 
8 
& 
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265 © Nahbta Indar ko bard jike. 
Marigi zahar bis khike. 
Na jifiigi, suno, Sata ; 
Pran chhin mon taj mihta.” 
Raja Nal. 
“ Sarg lok ke deotd padmi Indar samin ! 
270 Kyfi un ko barti nahin? tQ ho gai nidan! 
‘TA ho gai baorf, Baran surikhi nabid ddja ! 
Indar samfn nabta koi Riji, sab kareo un ko poja! 
Dharmrij, Agni ko bar le; chiro deoti hai bhiri! 
Maiti to nir manukh zit hin: kyfn td bhal gai, piyari ?” 


Rani Damwanti. 


275 “Patt birtd jo nir hai, mino kul kf an. 
Maia to tumhari dis hau, tum more Bhagwan ! 
Tam mere Bhagwin, piy’; maid pat! birtd hii nért, 


265 I will not go and Sed Indar. 
I will take poison and dio. 
1 will not go, listen, my Lord ; 
I will give up my hfe in a moment.” 
Raja Nal. 
A glorious god of lnaven like Indar ! 

270) Why will thou not wed Lin ? thou art gone mad ! 
Thou art bocome foolish, there is no second to Baran! 
There is no Raji lke Indar, whonn all worship ! 

Wed Dharimrij or Agni; all the four are great gods ! 
I am but one of mankind : why hast forgotten thyself, 
my love 2” 
Rani Damwanti. 

275 “I am a virtuous woman and care for my family 

honor. 


Iam thy slave and thon my God ! 
Thou art ny God, my love ; and I a virtuous wife. 
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Dharm gif, kya rah git? Raja, ho jag met un kt hart. 
Jab so bit kabi hansi ne, jab se prit lagi mart, 
280 Jo mujh ko tum uah baro, to pran tajii chhin mea 
piyiri.” 
Rijé Nal. 
* Woh chiron haiti deotd, ‘iin Lok ke nith. 
Tom uu ko bar lo; abhi min hamirt bat. 
Man hamiri bat, piyiri; yeh Lai prem kabint. 
Indar Raja biyah karwilo to hog! Indrauf, 
Aisi Rio aur nahti dja ; tain mau maa kya jane? 
Td us ko bar le, Rant, ho jig? pat-rint” 
Rani Damwanti. 
* Pat-rint to ho gut ik piyd so prem ! 
Patt birt jo bir hai, un ki yeh bai nom. 
Un ko yeb hai nem, piydri, sat dharm maid ni hiria. 


re 
@ 
a 


If duty go what romains? Riji, such aro ruined in the 
world. 
From the time the swan spake hath love conquered mo. 
280 If thou wed me nut J will give up wy love in a moment, 
my love.” i 
Rijé Nal, 
“ Those four aro gods, lords of the Three Worlds, 
Wed thou (oue of) thom ; hear now my words. 
Hearken tu my words, my love, for they be words of love. 
Jf thoa marry Indur thou wilt then be Indrini* 
285 ‘There is no Raji second to him ; what hast thou in thy 
mind f 
Marry thou him, Rani, and be his chief-quoon.” 
Réni Damwanti. 
“ A chief-qneen am I from the lovo of one husband ! 
This is the hope of virtuous women. 
This is their hope, my love, and I will not go back from 
my duty. 


* The name of Indra’s wife ; she is,not otherwise of any importance 
8 a goddess 
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290 Bich suembar 4j tumhart phill-mal gale mea dirs. 

Tk bachan tum se h0@ mera, ab dja kya purakh barda ? 

Jo tum tiydg joge mujh ko, kbie katiré aj maria.” 
Réjé Nal. 

“ Surg lok kf bis ho, man men karo bichir. 

Tam man mei yoh soch lo, sundar Rajkanwar. 

295 Sundar Rijkaiwir, tumhen ho chitr sugar, sun le, nart. 
Indar Raj so biyah karwio, yoh hi bit mino hamiri. 
Sundar rp band hai us kt, gal sha, mot! mala, 

Yeh bi bit tum karo, piyiri, piyo prom ras ka piyila.” 
Réni Damwanti. 
“ Prem nem un ki rahe, jin ki dhur se pit. 
300 Prem kabAui kathan hai, kof birld jane rit.” 


290 To-day at the swayamvara willl throw the flower-gar 
land round thy neck.* 

I gave theo my word once, how can I now wed another ’ 

If thou desert me I Vl stab myself with a dagger 


and die.” 
Réjé Nat. 
_‘ Thou wilt become a dwollor in Heaven, ponder it in 
thy mind. 


Think of this in thy mind, my beautcous Princess. 
295 Beautiful Princess, be sagacious and wise, and hear, 
my girl. 
Marry Raja Indar, and Lear theso words of mine. 
Beoutiful is his form, red kerchief round his neck, and 
necklace of pearls. 
Do thou this, my love, and drink of the cup of love.” 


Raut Damwanti. 
“The hope of love is their’s whoso love is from the 
beginning. 
800 The tale of love is difficult, and few know its ways.” 


* In token of accepting thce as my husband. 
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Régni. 
“Rit bdirld kof jane.” 
Bachan Raja nabii mine. 
“Sil gan rip mai nérf, 
Dharm ko nf tajdi, piyart. 
305 Tum hifi Maharaj ho mahari ! 
Bachan mai ne sahe thire. 
Suno, main das hia thtrt, 
Tk pal n& rahi niydri 1” 
Raja Nal. 
“Ranft, tum chatar bano, mat nf bano nadan. 
310 Char deo ko tum baro, kaha hamiri man. 
Kaha hamari min, tajho maii bahut bir samjhie. 
Mord kahii mfino tum, Ranf, achhf bit sunff. 
Sun, Rinf, gyn hamari ik samajh nahfa ai. 
Dil kd soch dar kar, piyirl; ’aq] kahii gaiwat ?” 


Song. 
“ Few know its ways.” 
The Raja would not listen to her words. 
“Tam a woman of virtue and uprightness, 
And I will not give up my duty, my beloved. 
805 Bo thou my Lord ! 
I have listened to all thy words. 
Hear me, I am thy slavo. 
And not a moment will Tromain away from 
theo!” 
Raja Nal. 
“ Rant, be wise and be not foolish. 
310 Wed one of tho four gods and mind my words. 
Mind my words as I have often conjured thee. 
Hoar my words, Rini, for I have spoken well. 
Hear me, Rint, my wisdom huth not ontered thy under- 
standing. 
Put thy fours afar, my love ; where hast lost thy sense ?” 
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Rént Damwanti. 
“ Bara ua tum bin aur ko ; mardi aj ap ghat ! 
Sati hdd, sil rachda: chalixi tumbire sath ! 
Chalfi tumnhire sith, prin chhin we kho darda ! 
Jo ab ko yeh knho, katarf ton moi maria, 
Tam hoke gunman, hit yoh kaun sunif ? 

Maia to tum bur lio, jin ko kanth guasifi.” 

Raja Nal. 

« Tith jor bint? karin; sano, Indar Mabirij. 
Damwanti po maiit git aj ap ke kaj. 
Gii dp ko kaj aj; yeh sunv haméri bint. 
Buhut bir us ko samjhic, unhhi mintt Rant. 

Wa to kuhe, * baraigi Nal ko,’ ho rahi 'ishq diwfnt, 
Samajli bichir, suuo, Mabiraji, yeh ti sach jar.” 














315 


320 


325 


Raut Damwanti. 

“T will wed none but thee; I will die at once! 

I will ho suff, Twill prepare iny pyre (eather than not) 
go with thee ! 

1 go with thes, (or) T destroy my life at once ! 

If then speakest again as now I will striko a dagger 
into my body. 

Boing wise, how canst say such things as theso ? 

T have accepted thee as my husband, the lord and hus- 
bund of my hfe.” 

aja Nal* 

“With joincd hands I beseech tho; hear, my Lord 
Indar. 

I wout to Damwant? to-day on thy behalf. 

I went on thy behalf ; hear theso my words. 

Often did 1 conjure her, but the Princess would not listen 

Said she, ‘1 will wed Nal,’ and remained mad with love. 

Think of it and Lear, wy Lord, knowing this for the 
truth,” 








* Returumg to India, 
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Indar. 

“Sab deotd, yeh hi karo: dbiiro Nal ka rp. 
Phir Rani kis ko bare hamra dekh sardp ? 
Hamra dekh sardp !” 


Sabhi ne yeh man bich bichire : 
330 «Chalo suembar bfch jabin haigi Damwanti piyart, 
Bahbut bar Nal ne samjhie, nd mani woh niri. 
Us ka sot digie chalenge.’ Yoh hi bat man dhari. 
Jab Raja Bhim ne dent sabha lage, 
Sakhi bejhkar mahil mei Damwanti lie bulic. 
335 Damwanti lie bulie, lie phir phil-mil kanie, 
Sab dewat Nal rip dekhke, jab mau met ghabarii, 


Indar.* 


« All yo gods, do this: put on the form of Nal. 

Aud then which of us shull the Princess wed, seving us 
all (alike) ? 

Seeing us all alike !”” 


‘They all pondered this in their bearts : 
380 Let ns go to tho aayamoura where 1s the lovely Dam= 
wanti. ‘ 
Often has Nal conjured her, but the maiden would uot 
listen. 
Let us go und destroy her honor.’ This they hud in their 
minds. 
When Raja Bhim began to collect the assembly, 
He sent a maid into the palaco and called Damwanti. 
335° He called Damwanti and made a flower garland. 
When (tho maiden) saw all the gods in the form of Nal 
sho was confused in her inind. 


© To the other gods. 
voL. 1.90 
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Bich suembar phire dekhtt : ‘ Mahmin kabin jie? 
Dokha sabhi ki rang nir ne die Hari bulde. 


Réni Damwanti. 
“ Ai, Prabhd Dinduith, ab sunfyo meri pukar. 
$40 Is sanghat mea sukh karo, Tin lok Kartir.” 
Régut. 
“ Prabhdjt, sidh Ifjtyo merf, 
Torf main charan kf chert. 
Deo Nal rtp sab dhara: 
Mer’ sat rakh, Kartéri! 
845 Barfiu Nal Bhop ko, Sim! ; 
Mera eat rikh tum, Safa! 
Taji maiii prin muhilon mei! 
Mera sat sil ho piri!” 





Wandering about the swayamvara looking (for him sho 
said to herself): ‘QVhere has the guest gone ? 
Seeing what had passed in the assembly the maiden 

called ou Hari.* 


Rani Damwanti. 
“O God, the Jord of thy Servants, hear now my prayer. 
340 Givo me thy blessing in this trouble, thou Creator of the 
Threo Worlds.” 
Song. 
“O Lord, give mo reliof, for 
I am a worshipper at thy fect. 
All the gods have put on the form of Nal. 
Preserve th a my honor, O God ! 
345 I would wed the King Nal, O Lord: 
Preserve thou my honor, O Lord! 
I will give up my life in the palace ! 
Keep whole my virtue and honor !” 


* ic, Vihnu= God, 
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Dharmrij. 
“Soch karo mat, béwari, kaha hamfri min. 
Ja, tujh ko yeh bar did, mile bhdp surgyin. 
Mile bhdp surgyfn, nim Nal se tum bachan uchiro. 
Us Raji ke gale bich tum phil-mal ab diro. 
Sada sil terd rahe jag mez, sat kabhi oahin biro. 
Man dnand karo tum, piyiri; man mei yeh ht bichiro,” 
Réni Damwanti. 
“ Sunke tumhari bat ko milli Ife uthi 
Ab dal¢a gal bich me Nal Raja ke jie 1” 
Rigui. 

« Piya gal mil mai dirda, 

Jo tan man ij sab wirda!” 

Gale men dirke mili, 

Khashi hoke pid piydali. 





Dharmriy * 
“ Bo not anxious, foolish (uaid), and hore my words, 
Go, I have granted thee this buon, that thou find this 
wine king. 
Find this wise king and call ont the name of Nal. 
Pat the Hower garland on tho Raji’s xeck. 
May thy virtue remam for ever in the world and thy 
honor be never injured. 
Keep thy heart happy, my lovely (maid) ; and ponder 
this in thy heart.” 
Kaui Damwanti. 
“Tearing thy words 1 take up the garland. 
And 1 go and place it round the neck of Riji Nal 1” 
Sony. 
“T place the garlund on my love's neck, 
And I sacrifice my body and soul to Inu!” 
Putting tho garland round his neck 
She drank of the cup of happiness, 


usion here. Damayauti prays 
iw answered by Varwus us in the clas. 







gend 
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Lage bije jabht bajne, 
Lage chint4 sagal tajnc. 
“ Ballo bipr, tum Raja, 
Hoo man ke pian kaja” 


Raja Nal. 
365 “Ham korakhsat dijfyo, Bhim Sen Mahiraj. 
Sab kiran Har ne karo ; rahe hamart Iij!”” 
Reagni. 

“ Laj Har ne rikh Ie mahéri! 

Karen ham nagar ki tayyari. 

Der kije nubiu, Raja: 
370 Karo hari yeb hf kija.” 


Suowmbar sab hia sundar, 
Bano jabaii bhip ke mandar. 


And the music began to play, 

Anil all Ler sorrow to dopart. 

“Raji, send for the Brahman,* 

For the desire of my heart is falfilled.’” 


Réja Nal.t 
365 “ Now ket ns depart, O Mahirija Bhim Sen. 
God hath doue all there was to do; may my honor be 
preserved |” 


Song. 
“God hath preserved my honor! 
Lot us make ready for my city. 
Make no delay, Rija: 
370 Do this sorvice for me.” 
Beautiful was the swayamvara, 
Held at the royal palace. 





* To marry us. + The marriage 1 now over 
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« Bidd dijo hamen Raja ; 
Kare Har ne meri kaja.”” 
Rajé Bhim Sen. 
475 “Khflb bit tum no kahf, hamen kid parwin, 
Ab tumhari tayyiri karfin, he nirp chitr sujan. 
He nirp chitr sujin, karo tum abhi chalan ki tuyyirt. 
Jo kuchh bit kahi hai tam ne, min lfc main thiri. 
Singirdn faujan, rath, hithi; sang karfingd thirt, 
380 Yeh rath aj singir, kia main khatir siraf tumhari.” 
Rani Damwaniti. 
«Mit, mujhe na bhiiliye, Iijiye beg bulic. 
Woh din kab phir hovegd, milfa tumben maii de 1” 
Réigni. 
“ Milan mer& kaun bidh hove ¢ 
Nain bhar bhar sakhi rove. 


“ Bid us farewell, Raja, 
For God hath done our desire.” 
Réjit Bhim Sen. 
375‘ Well hast thou spoken, I accept thy words. 
I will make preparation for thee, O wise and intelligent 
prince. 
O wiso and intelligent princo, mako thee ready to goat 
once. 
I have obeyed all that thou hast said. 
I will prepare thy cavalcade and chariots and elephants. 
380 This chariot have I adorned for thee alone to-day.” 
Hani Damwanti. 

“ Mother, forget mo not and quickly call me home* 
When will the day come that I mect thee again ?” 
Song. 

“ How shall I moct thee again ? 
My maidens’ oyes are full of tears. 





- * These specehes between ‘mother and ‘daughter are conventional, 
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Mildngt phir kab, Mét? 
Lijtye bog bulwae. 
Phir tumbed kab’ mild, Bahind ? 
Mera jal se bhari naint.” 

Mati Rin? Damwanti id. 
 Suno, Kniwar, meri ladi, tujhe bin mabil andher. 
Juldt bulwiita tujhe, nd karne kt der. 

Tk ’araz muri kardia, bachan meri sun Iije. 
Sis susar ki tabil, pati ki agya kije ; 
Rakhiye kul ki laj; tujhe yeh hf samjhagn, 
Jio sis ghar, la’l, teré po wird jin, 

Baitho rath ke bich, mat? ui der Ingo. 
Kashal khew sou, la’l, sis gliar apue jo.” 





Kinch kif Raja chale, diud rath bukwie. 








When shall I mect tl 
Call ne quickly home. 

Sister, when T shull mect you ?* 
My eyes are tull Of tears.” 


» Mother ? 


Damwanti’s Mother. 

“ Honr, Princosa, ny darling, without thee is the palace 
dark. 

Quichly will 1 call theo and make no deluy. 

One word have | to say, hear it. 

Servo thy Lusband’s parents and obey thy husband ; 

Proserve the honor of thy family; thus do 1 conjure 

thee. 

Go to thy husband’s honse, my boauty ; I am thy sucri- 
fice. 

Sit thee in the chariot and make no delay. 

With joy and dehght, my beauty, go to thy husband’s 
house.” 


The Riji commenced his march and drove off in his 
churiot. 
Olusaically Damayanti was an only daughter. 
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Mahil Raji chale, de nagar ke wihin : 
Ae nagar ke mihi; nagar mea ghar ghar part badhat. 
400 Mandar se sab nari milkar sdj arti le af 
Raja do mahil bich met sundar soj bichit. 
Ganpat kirpi kare; Anke rij kare chit lie. 
Kéljug. 
“ Kirpd, Nath Nérad, rakbiyo; kahin gae the ij? 
Sab ham so barnan karo, ai gunt sand samj. 
405 Ai guni sand samij, hamoa kuho sich mukh bani. 
Chir deoti milke tum to kahin gae the, gyint? 
Ye ichha pichhan ki meri; kaho, bit un mini. 
Tlith joke maii pchhti hii, mukh se kaho bakbint.” 
Stage by stage the Raji entered his own city : 
Entered his own city and congratulations came from 
evory house in tho city. 
400 All the women of the palace brought drté* for the 
bridegroom. 
The Raja entered the palaco and made the marriugo bed. 
Ganpatt was propitious ; so (the Raji) ruled with joy. 
Kaljug.t 
“ Grant ine thy grace, Lord Nirad ; whither wentest thou 
to-day ? 
O sage of the assembly,§ tell me the whole tale. 
405 O sage of the assembly, tell me the truth with thy lips. 
Whither went ull you four gods together, my wisv one ? 
LT ask theo the wish of my heart: tell and I will hear 
thy words. 
With joined hands I ask thoc, tell me with thy lips.” 

* The cere i ered i 
intro ari oie Tre“ S ne ee ag ek 
performed at the bri "s house by poetical license 

t ir., Guneéa, the God of all beginnings. 6 

t Kali, us the personification of the Kuli-yuga, the present wicked 
age. Here Kali is employed us a god just ax ‘are Indra, Agni, dc. 
‘There ix a complete change of scene here, and Kali is addressing iirada, 
ashing him what hus happened ut the swayamvura. The legend still 
follows the classical story. 


§ Nérada is the Nestor of the Indian Classics, as well as the messenger 
of the gods. 
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Indar. 
“ Bhim Sen Mahirdj ne raché suembur dn ; 
Damwanti ke waste kfo bare sumin, 
Kie bare samin, aji, ham ust dekhke de, 
Chiroa deo gue wabiii sc, tujh ko bachan sunat, 
Nal Raja biyith le gue, us ko sundar bhawan banie. 
Bubut din Kijé ne dint, birham bhoj karwao.” 
Kéljug. 
“ Char deotd chhorke purakh bard jo nar, 
Us ko chabiye dund ; kuchh hamei lye bichir. 
Hamo ne liye bichar, unheit kuchh dund ki kardia tay yart 
Khoti kam hii nirf ne, man mei nahin bichart. 
Bmw dukh dang mai un ko, yeh ablikh hamari. 
Nal Raj so biyih kara, jin bit na bhdjt thai.” 


z Indar.* 
“ Bhim Sen, the Mahiriji held a srayamvara : 
And made great preparation fur Damwanti’s sake, 
Made great preparation} sir; T have just come from 
sccingg it, 
The four gods went there, I tell thee. 
Raja Nal took her away in marriage, as beautiful was ho 
as u god, 
Great gifts gave the Raja (Bhim Sen) and great quuu- 
tities of fuod.” 
haljug. 
“Throwing over four gods, the woman that married « 
man 
Must be punished ; I havo an idva. 
J havo an idea, and will prepare a punishment for her. 
An ovil thing did that woman, hocping no thought (of 
grace) in her heart. 
Great trouble will I bring upon her, this is my desire. 
She has marricd Raji Nul, who disregarded thee.” 





# Answoring for Narada. 
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Indar. 


“Jab ham ne agya die, tab dirt gal mil. 
Din Raja dharmak hain, bolo bachan sambhal. 
Bolo bachan sambhal, unbei kuchh dand nahin deni bhat- 
We Raja gunman ba:e haiti, yeh tum ko maiit samjhat, 
425 Jab us ko ham se die agya, jab Raja Nal raj bare. 
Un ko dand kabb! nahia hogd; nahta buchan hamire 
bajh kero.” 


Jab Kiljag wabiti so chale, Aya Dwapar pis. 
Kaljug. 


“Tk kim mera karo, yeh hf mujh se biswis. 
Yeh hi mujh se biswis ; chalo tum Nal Raji nagar} mihia, 


Indar. 


«« When I besought her she put the garland round his 
neck, 

Tho Raji (Nal) is faithful to his duty, think over thy 
words. 

Think over thy words, he is not worthy of any puuish- 
meut. 

The Raja is very virtuous, I tell thee. 

425° When 1 besought her she married Rij Nal. 

She should never be punished; she valucd not my 

word.” 


Then Kaljug went away thence and came to Dwilpar.* 


Kaljug. 
(And said) : “ Do me a favour, this is my request. 
This is my request; go thou to Raji Nal’s city. 





* The Delp the Third Age of the world n which righteous. 
ness in diminiched fy hall, Dwayera iw bere, ax im the classical 
legend, personified as a god of evil Trike Kal 


vou. 1 —3L 
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Us ki nam bakihat Nal ki hai. Yeh hf bat mai samjhit: 
Tum Puskar ke baro pet mei; main Nal pe jan, Bhat.” 


Dwipar gid pet men us ke; na maya Prabha kf pat! 

Sil, dharm aur gyan tajé nf, nd Kaljag par jor pard. 

Baria baras Kaljug ko ho ga, bakut apna jor kara’ 

Tk din Raja baith palang pe, dhoe pair soche nihti. 

Dad laya us din Kaljug ka, bis Adar kina jie. 

Berat sir jab pot ke audar, turt Rao ki bidh hart. 

Chanpur sir mangayd Rao no; jab khelan kf tayyart kart, 
Raji. Nal. 

“ Ai bhit Paskar, mere mun men uthe bichdr. 

Yo hi bit tum se kahfu, khelo chaupur sir. 





430 


435 


440 


His name of Nal is well known. This is my say : 


Do thon go into Puskar* und I will go into Nal, 
Brother.” 


Dwipar entered (Puskar’e) belly ; unfathomable are 
God’s works ! 

(Nal) never forgot his honor and duty and religion, and 
no chance befell Kaljug. 

Twelve ycars passed over Kaljug, and greatly did he try. 

One day the Raja sat on his Lod and forgot to wash his 
feet (first).+ 

That day was Kaljug’s opportunity and he entered his 
belly. 

As soon as he had entered into his belly the Raja forgot 
his (religious) wisdom at once. 

The Raja sent at onco for the chaupur board and began 
to make ready to gamble. 

Réjé Nal. 
“O brother Paskar, I have an idea. 
This do I say to thee, play at chaupur with me. 


Pt ctor ated Sel are of ert,» chance 
‘orgot a ceremony and thus gave Kali, as the a 
atlatrog hia as 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


BAIL waL. 248 


Khelo chaupur sir, piyari; yeh ht bit man bhat. 
Sit har ki bajf rakh do, chaupurda bichhie. 
Yeh solah haifa did, hamare ; tujh ko dia dikhaf. 
Chaupur khel der nabia kije, yeh hi bat samjhii,” 
Puskar. 

445 “Tum to hamare bharit ho, jinta pitd saman. 
Ap bachan mujh ko kia, sof kardia parwin. 
Sot karfa parwin, hith pishi* main thiy&. 
Lekar Gurd ki nim, zamin par &p thardya ! 
Satrih athirih bich jit Ife bijf tharf! 

450 Lag biji pe dirt jit ab howan bir hamirf!” 

Rajé Nal. 

* Ddjt bajt po lagd mal khizind 4j. 
Phir goro phiist hfth sc, phir lagdaga rij. 


Play at chaupur with mo, my beloved (brother) ; this is 
in my heart. 
Put down the stakes and spread the chanpurt board. 
This is my throw, sixteen ; I show it thee. 
Don’t delay in this game of chaupur 1 te thee.” 
Puskar. 
445 ‘Thou art my brother and 1 hold thee as father. 
As thou hast spoken, so must I obey. 
So must I obey and lift up the dico in my hand. 
In tho name of the Gurdt I throw thom on the ground! 
1 win the game from thee with seventeen und eighteen ! 
450 Winning the stake by a throw is in my fate !” 


Raji: Nal. 
“On the next game I stake my hoards and property. 
Then 1 will throw the dice with my kingdom for stuke. 





* For phdied. 

t For the technicalities of chaupur, see Vol I., pp 248 #f. 
{Allusion to the now almost universal belief m the supermatural 

Pores of tho Gurds, or mythical spiritual gundes chiefly repren uted 
) Gurd Goraklndth. 
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Phir lagfiga rij, kbizint Ingdi mal ki, Bhat. 

Sab lag dtiiga rij, piydrl, der kardia kuchh nahia. 

Lag digi tambd sab derd, yeh mere man bhai. 

Jit h&r yeh hi baji kheliia wan chit lie. 

Dekh pa e satrah athirih, bajt jit ufhat! e 

Honhir ke yeh hi bas men, nd kucbh par basi |’” 
Puskar. 

“ Jit bamari ho gal is piisi men Aj. 

Aur nubfu bigi rubf, yeh hii sakul de rj. 

Yeh hit sukul do rij, piytrt, ky mujh ko samjhive ? 

Jis ki phitosd pare jit ki, 0 bij le jave. 

Kuranhir Kurtir wabt hai phinad jf jitdve. 

Jis par mihar kare ughrat, so baji ko pave. 

Ych sius man hich, piytrf, ky ghaburive ? 

Honhir hate ua, piydri, jo kuchh dukh hkhive.” 


Then will 1 stake my kingdom, (now) I stake my hoards 
and property, Brother. 

1 will stake all my kingdom, my beloved (brothor), 1 
will make no delay. 

I will stake wy cainp and tents, this is in my mind. 

Tam bout on losing or winning this game. 

See the seventocn and eightecn, thou hast (again) won 
the guine | 

‘This was in the power of fate, no power (of ours) avails!” 

Duskar. 

“T have won (agnin) to-day at this game. 

Nothing is now left thee but thy kingdom. 

Nothing but thy kingdom, my beloved (brother) ; why 
say more to me f 

Whose dice win wius the game. 

It is whom the Lord favors that wins the game. 

On whom His kindness falls, will win the game. 

Why art thus confusod in thy mind, my beloved 
(brother) ? 

What fate hath written cannot be blotted out, my beloved 
(brother).” 
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Raja Nal. 
« Raj pat sari laga is baji ke bioh. 
Khdb tarah jana hamea, yeh ph&isd hei nich |” 
Radgni. 
“Raja, main dia sira! 
470 Bachan mano yeh hf mahira : 
Uthaiyo hith se phaisa ; 
Dad para dy& khisd. 
Ych hi samjhautd tum ko, 
Sat hirda nahin mujh ko. 
475 Der kije nahia, bhaf, 
Jo biji jitke ai!” 
Puskar. 
“ Raj, mal, fanjau, sabbi tain ne dic lagao ; 
Jit hamari ho gat aur Jago kuchh @j. 
Aur lago kuchh aj, Raojt, jita rij tumhard, 
Raja Nal. 
“All my rule and kingdom is on this game. 
Well do I know that this gambling is a low thing!” 
Song. 
“Raji (Puskar), I have stuked it all! 
470 Hear these my words : 
‘Take up tho dice in thy hands ; 
Thou shalt have full opportunity for a throw. 
Thus do I tell thee, 
I will not go buck on my word. 
475 Make no delay, brother, 
To win the game!” 
Puskar. 
“Thou bast staked thy kingdom, wealth and armies 
and all: 
And I have won them, stake something more to-day. 
Stake something more to-duy, Raja, ur 1 have wou thy 
kingdom. 
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Raj pat ki baji, Raja, ab ke ham se hard. 
Sab ki hai ych bit je mon, taiii ne nabia bichart ? 
Ab kya mahil bich men, Raja, aj rahi bai thard ?” 
Raja Nal. 
“Tab tan ko bistar lage aur amfri thith | 
Biaji xe hati nabhi, yeh hi hameni hai Anth. 
Ych bi bamea hai anth, aj yeh har singtr lagd stra, 
Na pichhe raklma kuchh mujh ko, yeh hi nem man par 
dhara, 
Jo ab ki bajt tum jito, hor hamen ho ja hari, 
Aur bit moii kya kebQi tum se? Maia adhtn rabi 
thart !” 
Puskar. 
“Tore pe kuchh ni rahi, sab taitt dia harto. 
Khel hanvira ho chuké, kabf tujhe samjhio. 
Tk bigt rahi jin tumhari, 
Kuchh na rahi aur ab tum pe, tum bare khilirt, 


Kingdom and rule, Rijé, thou hast lost to-day to me. 

It is always thus in gambling, hast thou not thought it? 

What has now remained to thee in the palace, Raja?” 

Réjé Nal. 

“Then 1 stako the gurments on my body and my lordly 
jewols ! 

Let the gamo be not stayed, this is my desire. 

This is my desire, to-day I stake my necklace and jewels. 

I will kecp nothing back, this is the desire of my heart. 

If thou win the game to-day and I lose, 

What more shall J say thee? I am at thy morcy 1” 

Pushkar, 

“ Thou hast nothing left, thou hast lost thy all. 

The game is over, I tell thee. 

Nothing but thy hfe remains, 

Nothing else remains to thec, and thon hast earned (be 
nawe of « great gambler. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


495 


495 


_ RAJA NAL. 247 


Yeh to bit hith Sahib ke: jit raho, chihe birt. 

Ab ki bajt mea, Raja, to lag Damwantt ndrf, 

Ai Rajijt, sab baitho ho har, ik bagi rwbi udrf: 

Aur diijf, Mabirdj, rahe yeh deh tnmbirt. 

Nobti rij ee kin dp chaupur men hia. 

Ab is nagari bich nahi rahd kuchh tumbird.” 
Réjé Nal. 

“ Sankur tumburt bit ko, tan met uth gat fi, bhat, 

Khainch dudbard Lith men, deta jhat shish wat. 

Defi jhat shish uri, are, maii na chhoi tigi, bhal | 

Tere prim chhin mei kho ddigd, aist bit sundt, 

Tait ne ij kart hai aist samajh mérakh man, bhat, 

Tk din kal kapha sip Apar ; yd mere man, bhi.” 


Winning or losing is in the hands of God.* 

Iu the presont game, Raja, stako thy wife Damwantt, 

O Rija, thou hast lost all, only thy wifo remains : 

And, too, remuins, Raja, this thy body. 

Thou hast nothing to do with rule, having lost at 
chaupur. 

No longer canst thou remain in this city.” 

Réja Nal. 

“Honring thy words my body is aflamo (with wrath), 
brother. 

1 take the dagger in my hand to strike off thy head at 
once. 

I will strike off thy head at once, and O ! I will not leave 
thee (alive), brother! 

I will take thy life in a moment, thus do I say. 

Thou hast acted to-day as a man of little sense, brother. 

Deuth will hover over thy head some day ; this is in my 
mind, brother.” 


* Observe tho Musalmin word here. 
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Réni Damwanti. 
“ Hath jor bint? karia, Nal Raj, Maharaj. 
Jo tum miroge aise tunhard hot akij. 
Tumhara hot akij, aise mat mariyo, Raja. 
Shakal bigre tera kaj” 
Ragni. 
« Jugat mia pit ho bhirf. 
?Aqal kabin gai, piya thiri? 
Tomben samjhdut? bart. 
Bit minu yeh hi mubiet: 
Jft mat kheliye, Siti ! 
Zurd lajjd nabin at, 
Dharm apno se na hiro. 
Aisc wat jin se miro !”” 
Raja Nal. 
Ta ne kahit, so main sunt, yeh papi chandal ! 
Maia us ko chhorta nahi, 4 gid us ka kil. 


Rani Tmwanti. 
With joined hands T pray, O Raja Nal, my Lord. 
It will be evil for thoo to strike him thus. 
It will be evil for thee, strike him not tl 
All thy (good) works will be of no avail.” 
Song. 

“Tt will be a sinful thing in the world. 

Whither have thy wits gone? 

Often did I conjure thee! 

Hear my words : 

Play no more, my Lord! 

Thou hast felt no shame : 

Destroy not thy good works. 

Slay him not thus!” 

Raja Nal. 
“Thon hast said, I have heard, this is a wicked sinner! 
I will not leave him (alive, the time of) his death hath 
come. 








Raja. 
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A git us ka kdl, piydrt, lakh bar samjhaya. 

520 Aixe bachan kathor bolté, nahfii Iurai hai kay’! 
Nabi kuchh is mei mora, sir par kal ghumiya. 
Na jiwat chhorQigd is ko, dil men yeh hi thardya.” 


Réni Damwanti. 
“Yeh to tumhara putr sam, tum us ke ho tit! 
Man men soch bichariye, tumhen nd chihiye bat. 
525 Tumhoa né chihfyo yeh bit, Raoji, ap guni hul wea 
dana, 


Got ghit karni nahti, Raji; jagat ych tina, 
Jo tt us ko inde gaiwdo, bahutd dukh jay movi pio. 
Yeh hi mano, piyd mere, bith mati us ke lio 2” 


Raja Nal. 


“Us ne mukh khot? kahi, gai j 
530 Mai us ko chho, Ait nabhi, sun, 





r ko khie. 
Tint, chit late. 








His death hath come, athousand times have I hesought 
him, 
520 Such evil words doth he say and his body trembleth not! 
It is no (fault) of mine, he hath brought death on his 
own head, 
I will not leave him alive, this have I determined.” 


Réni Damwanti. 

“This is as thy son, thou art as his father. 

Ponder it in thy mind, this should not come from thee. 
This should not come from thee, thou that art the wisest 

of thy race. 
Slay not a kinsman, Raja, that the world jeer at thee. 
If thou slay him great will be thy grief in the world. 
Hearken to this, my love, lay not thy band upon him !” 
Raja Nal. 
“« His evil words have eaten into my heart. 
580 I will not leave him (alive), hear, Rant, with thy heart. 
VOL, 1,83, 


Pa 
& 
& 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


250 “LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB, 


Sun, Ranft, chit lée hamari kasab kid is ne bhari. 
Bara dast yeh hai, &b mint, sabhi bat khot mahirt. 
Ais& bachan kahé mukh set!, samajh nabin ff us ko. 
Mahé kapat ki khan birhd hai, tf bilak kaht! jis ko.” 
Rani Damwanti. 
585 “Math jor bint? karfa, prya, man chit lide: 
Is kA ky hai mdrnd, krodh karo mar jlo 2” 
Régni. 
“ Dharm aur sat mat haro! 
Mati, Raja, is se maro ! 
‘Tuinhei mai’ buhut samjhiya, 
340 *Aqal terf nahii diya! 
Mal anr raj ik nari. 
Khushi hoke tumhea hart! 
Kit kyfii krodh phir, Raja? 
Samajhke kijtye kija ?” 


Hear, Rin, with thy heart, ho hath done mo a great 
wrong. u 
Very wickedis he, and hear, he hath disgraced me utterly. 
Such words hath be said with his lips as thou canst not 
understand. 
He is a very pit of the greatost deceit, whom thou callest 
a child!” 
Réni Damwanti. 
585 “ With joined Lands I pray, my love, with all my heart. 
What good is it to slay him, and die of thy anger?” 
Song. 
“ Destroy not thy religion and thy honor! 
Slay him not Raja! 
Often do I conjure thee, 
540 And sense cometh not to thee ! 
Wealth and kingdom and coke a wife 
Hast thou lost joyfully | 
Why art angry after that, Raja ? 
Be wise and do thy duty |” 
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Puskar. 
«Raj bich rahné nabia, raha na tumhard kam, 
Mere r4j met ab tumhon khan nimak harim ; 
Khana nimak harim: are, tam dwarpil, ab jo. 
Subht rij me abhi dandhord jaldt se putwio, 


“Mere rij mei mat nf rakhtyo, jabii chihe wahii jo. 


Itvd kim karo tum jike, mat nf der lagio !” 
Réni Damwanti. 

« Babal more ke jdo, sun, re t0 rathwin. 

Ghore rath wahfa le jio, kahd meri ych min, 

Kaha mera le mfn, karo jaldi se tayyari. 

Ik kaniyiu, ik sft, soch mujh ko hai bhiri. 

In ko tum le jio mit meri ke tifa. 

Ham ko to banoi bis likhi karmoi ke mibia. 

Kubiyo shakal ahwil mit meri pe jike, 

Main kabti, kar joy aj tum ko shamjhike.” 


Puskar. 
“Thou canst not stay in this kingdom, thou hast no 
more business here. 
Thon canst no longer with right stay in my kingdom ; 
It is no longer right to stay : go and be a doorkeeper. 
Go and be a crier throughout tho kingdom. 
Stay not in my kingdom, go whither thou wilt. 
Go and do this without any delay !”” 
Réni Danuanti.* 
« Hear, thon charioteor, go to my father. 
Hear ny words, tnko the churiot and horses there. 
Hear my words and be ready quickly. 
Tam in great anxicty for my daughter and my son. 
Do thou taku them to my mother. 
‘As for me it is written in my fate that I wander in the 
forests. 
Go and tell all the story to my mother, 
I beseech thee to-day with joined hands.” 


* Damayanti now sends her children to her parents for safety. 
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Rathwén. 
«Ap kaha so bi kardia, maia jo(i tath-kal. 
Ab yehan se tayyart karin, mat né ho be-hi 
Mat nd ho be-hil, piyirf, yeh bi tujhe samj 
Balok rath ke bich bithi, mai’ teri mitd pe jafa, 
Tere tan ki main bal teri mitd ko jde sunita. 
Man mea dbir dharo tum, Rant, sirt kbabarda lida,” 


Rath ko big joticke kit ktinch makin, 

Pabuncha nagar mea Bhtm ka, jubin Rant sorgyin. 
Jahiti Raut surgydn, jicke sari bhité sunai. 

Sut kaniydn donoi wahaa chhore, Nal ki bit batat. 
Suranpil fk Rio ba; tha ux pe pahunche jae. 

Rath shore donon hii chhore Rio chale ban mihi. 





Charioteer. 

“ As thon hast said so will I do and I will go at once 

I will go heuce now, so be not gricved. 

Be vot grieved, friend, J tell thee. 

I will put the cluldren into the chariot and go to thy 
mother, 

And will tell thy mother what hath befallen thee. 

Have patience in thy heart, Rini, and I will tell theo all 
that happens.” 


Quickly preparing the chariot he went homewards. 

He reached the city of (Riji) Bhim, where dwelt the 
wise Rini.* 

Where dwelt the wise Rani: he went and told hor all tho 
trouble. 

Leaving tho boy and maid there he told tho story of Nul. 

‘He went to the grent Raja Suranpil. 

Lenving the chariot and horses tho Raj& went into the 
forest.+ 





* Damwanti’s mother 


+ 
Vars) 


¥) A coniused reference to Rituparna of Ayodhaya, whowe Kervice 
nya the chariotecr entered aftr seeing Dauiwanti's children 


home, according to the Mahdbkdruta story. 
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Rani Damwanti. 
“ Suno, piya, ky& sochte, rij did sab bir? 
Chalo kisi han khand mei, ham ho gae lachir 
Han ho gae lichfr, yeh hi ’araz sun lo mahiri, 
, Soch kat se kya hotd hai? Ap karo ban kf tayyért. 
575 Itne din ka raj likhé tha, so tum bhog Ifa, sifa. 
Abhi es rij bich nabia rahn&, maid kabti tumbare tala.” 


Réjé Nal. 
** Sach bit tum ne kahf, lie yeh hf min. 
Ab yehii rabné nabti, karam rekh parwin.”’ 
Ragut. 


“ Nabin dukh mea kof sitht, 
580 *Aqal meri rabt jatt ! 


Réni Damwanti.* 
“ Hear, my love, why grieve at losing all thy kingdom ? 
Let us go to some forest lund, for we aro helpless. 
Tear my prayer, for we are become helpless. 
What ix the use of grieving ? Make ready for the forest 


at ouce. 
575 Thou hast cujoyed all the days of royalty written in 
thy fute. 
Thou canst not now remain in this kingdom, I tell 
thee.” 


Raja Nul. 
“ Thou sayest truly and J obey. 
We cannot now remain here, the lines of fato are 
powerful.” 
Song. 
“T havo no friend in my woe, 
580 And my senses leavo me! 





* Speaking to her hushand again. 
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Karam gat yeh hove, Rani, 
Nubia yoh bat main jant! 
Raj chhora ée ban mei : 
Bhikh byapt mere tan mea. 
585 Tin din ho gac chultoa. 
Ao jal uu kara ham ko !”? 
Rani Dumwanti. 
“Ts pore pe kadain ke baithi ik kept * 
Isi mir bhuchhan karo, wur uplo nahtu hot. 
Ai Rajiji, nd kuch banat upc tarkbéut fn battle. 
590 Tan beakul ho gil, bhdkh ne prin guiwde, 
Ab hamare tan bich chalan ki tiyat niin, 
Miro yeh bi kapdt, karea bhojan ham khie.”” 
Raja Nal. 
“Rant, jubbt tamhard bachan bamew kid parwan. 
Martin turt kupit ko nische le jan. 





This must be thg work of fate, my Kini. 
T did uot know at all that this could be! 
Leaving my kingdoin and wandering in the forest 
T feel the pangs of hunger in wy body. 
585 Three days have passed in walking, 
And we have had nor water uor food! ” 
Jini Damwanti. 
“T sec a pigeon under this kadamf tree. 
Let us kill and cat it, there is no other plan. 
O, Riya, there is no other plan ; 
890 My body has become restless, hunger is sluying mo. 
I have no power to walk within my body. 
So kill this pigoon and let us cat it.” 
Raju Nal. 
“ Ranft, I have approved of thy words. 
I will strike the pigcon and take its life. 


# For kabdtur 
+ Quidam wemding to the Munshi, I as the kadamba, or nauclen 
cadumba, « favonite tree with fragrant blossoms. 
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895 YA nische le jan, piyirf, aur sistar kuchh bai nébia: 
Dhoti ger usi ke Opar main paka: i us ko jile. 
Ger dia dhotf mai, lekar ur gt woh, piyiri ! 
Ab soche ! Kuchh ban men nahis ata, jab tak ho hamart 
hari!” 
Réni Damwanti. 
“ Bipat kal biptd bamen kydu dint, Raghu Rat? 
600 Ya to hamaro prin lo, yi tum karo, Ji, subit.” 
Réynt. 
“ Bipat men na kot sangf ! 
Piya kayf hai nangt! 
Prabha, sidh Iijo meri! 
Bipat no in ki gherf! 
605 Saran ham ne lie thiiri! 
Chalf ab jm ychii mabért! 





595 Know this for certain, my lovo, I havo no other arms ; 
So [ will throw my loin-cloth over it and take its life* 
I threw my loiu-cloth over it and it flew away with it, 
my love ! 
Now think! I can get nothing in the forest, and am 
undone until I do! ”’+ 
Rani Damwanti. 
“ Why hast added trouble in a troublous time, O God ?t 
600 Hither take our lives, or save us, Lord.” 
Song. 
“ We have no companion in our miscry ! 
My husband’s body hath bocome naked! 
lord, help me ! 
Thou hast encompassed him with grief! 
605 I seck thy nid! 
My life will depart from mo here ! 





* There is a broak here and RAjé Nal has tried to catch the pigeon 
before he speaks again. 

+ Becanse he was now stark naked. 

+ Ragha Rat = Ram == God. 
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Thare bin na kof, Simi! 
Karo rachhya Garu;-gim!.” 
Réjé Nal. 
“ Rani, nagar Bidarbh ka yeh mirg le jan. 
JubAa tere pitmaAt bait, kare dp pahchin. 
Kare Ap palichin, piyari, yeh marg sundar khisd. 
Garjat singh, hié merd larze, ye hi kahdi tombare 





pisd : 
Ban ki rahué bahut kathan, hai is men dukh, sun le, 
Rani. 
Kaun karam mea rekh lekh hai? N& miyi Prabha ki 
jini 1? 
Réini Damwanti. 
“Yeb ham ne jine piy4, kis ko min aur bap? 
Hamen chhorke ban bikhe raho akelf dp.” 


I havo none but,thce, Lord ! 
O rider on Garu,* help us !”” 
Raja Nal. 
“ Rani, this is the way to tho city of Bidarbh. + 
Whore are thy pareuts, do thou recognise it. 
Recognise it, my love, this beautiful rond. 
The Hions roar and my heart trembles (for thoe) and 1 
tell thee this : 
Dwelling in the forests is hard and full of troubles, 
hear thou this, Ninf. 
What lines are written in our fute? Tho mysterics of 
the Lord ure not to be known |” 
Réut Damwanti. 


“* What do I know, my love, of father and mother? 
Leave me and I will dwell alone in the forests.” 





© The fabulous bird Garuda and vehicle of Vishnu of whom Réwe 
was an avatdra or incarnation 
+ Vidarbba is, however, Burir, a country und not a town. 
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Régnt, 
« Piyfjt, hamen tiyig na jifyo. 
Sang hamare piya rahfyo. 
Piyaji, nidin mat mahari, 
620 Mujhe kariyo matt niyari, 
Akelf mai jit ban men, 
Prin apnf taj chhin men.” 
Réjé Nal. 
“* Rant aisf nd kaho mukh se bachan kathor. 
Maia tujh ko kaise tajdi? Pritt chand chakor.” 
Ragni. 
625 « Prit ab lag nabia jant, 
Taji kaise tujhe, Rani? 
Tu hi prinot so piyart, 
Karfa kaise tujhe niyfri? 











Song. 
“O husband, desert me not. 
Live with mo, my love. 
O husband, I am a simple woman, 
620 So desert me not. 
If I dwell alone in the forost, 
I shall give up my lifo in a moment.” 
Riya Nal. 
“© Rani, say not such harsh words with thy lips. 
How could I leavo thee? Our love is as the moon’s and 
the partridge’s.”* 
Bong. 
625 “ My lovo for thee is not yot satiated, 
How could I desort thee, Rini? 
Thon art the lovo of my life, 
How could I desert theo ? 
* lt is commonly said that the chakor or Indian red-legged partridge 
1s violently in love with the muon. 
VOL, 1.—83 
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Tore bin ky& mera jini? 
630 Ba;4 dukh yeh hamen dina |” 
Rani Damwanti. 
“Prin piyd bin na baches, par gat prom zanjfr. 
Bit tumbart sunat hf chale nain se nir. 
Tero bin kaun saho dukh sukh mahard? 
Pran tajtii chhin med, pitam, jo t0 ho ji ham se niyart. 
635 Kand, mil, phal, phil torke main tumbare khitir lae! 
Bhojun kar, Mahirdj hamire, yd tum ko chiblyo, Sati !” 
Réja Nal. 
“ Rani ghabarao mati, man men bindho dhir. 
Sub sahii humari karei, sadi bhajo Raghbir.” 
Régni. 
« Bhajo Raghbir ko, piyart. 
640 Kabhi hove nahin hirf. 


How could J live without thee? 
630 Great is the troulske given me !” 
Iténi Dumwanti. 
“T cannot live without my husband, tho chain of love 
hath bound ine. 
At thy very words tho tears flow from my eyos. 
Who shull Loar wy joys aud sorrows but theo ? 
1 should dic iu a moment, love, if thou desertost me. 
635 Branches and roots and flowors and fruits 1 bring for 
thee! 


Eat, my Lord, as doth beseem thee, Husband !” 
Teéijé Nal. 
“Rani, be not distrossed and bo patient in thy hoart. 
Ever call on Raghbir,* for ho will always help us.” 
Song. 
“Call on Raghbir, my love, 
640 And thou shalt never be undone. 


ic Rim = God 
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Rim jag ko hai Kartari, 
Dhy@n un ka hamen dhira. 
Bipat mei sukh kare woh hi, 
Aur ddjé nahia kot ?” 


645 Raja us ban men phire de mitr ke pis. 
Bahot adar us ne kid, Raji bhae udis, 
Dekhkar udis kid &dar bbirt. 

Das pitich rit mahilon ke bich guntrt. 
Khdnt? po har dhurd Rint jo. 

650 Woh nigal gai khdnti, nahi maya pat! 
Jab Rani gai rus part, mahilon jie, 
Raja no dn 4p Rani uthit 


Rim is tho Lord of the world 
And I havo worshippod him. 
Ho will bring joy in tho midst of trouble, 
And there ix none othor 1”* 


645 The Raji wandering in the forests came upon a friend. 
Lc showed him great kindness and the Raji was sorrow- 
ful. 
Sccing his sorrow ho showod great kindness. 
Eight or ton nights passod in the (friend’s) palace. 
The Queon’s necklace had been placed upon its pog. 
650 The pog swallowed up the necklaco and tho mystery 
was not solved. 
Tho Queen went angrily into the friend’s palaco, 
And the Raja (friond) came and mocked tho Rant (Dam- 
want!), 





* Tho bard, havi 80 far followed the classical legend with fair 
Succeus, finishes off his loyond in his own way and very tamely. 
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LEGENDS OF THE PANJAD. 
Réni. 
“Tamhard yeh yir sang us ki nirf, 
Lind in har, bat tam se bichart !’” 
Nal ne jo bit sunt har kt Ake, 
RGjé Nal. 
“ Bhive ne karm-rekh kya likhi jike ?” 


Sunke ych bit, rlh ban ke lini. 
Pingal ke des gaman phirkar kind. 
Rdjé Nal. 
“ Bipat kil bipta hamen ky’ dic Dina Nath ? 
Isi dusoti bich mei ni ko? hamare sith.” 


The Queen, 
“ This your friend hath a wite with Lim, 
‘That hath stolen my necklace, be thou certain !” 


When (Raji) Nal heard of the matter of the necklace, 
(ho said) : 
‘haji Nal. 
“ What hath Fute written in our lines ?” 


Hearing of this he went mto the forest, 
And wandered into the couutry of Raji Pingal.* 
Hija Nal. 


“OQ Lord of the World, what misery is this that thou 
hast added to our trouble’ 
In the midst of our troubles there is none for us!” 


*® This story is also told of Hariévhandra and his wife when in similar 
trouble. For a pote on Pingal sec Introduction to the next legend. 
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Réyni. 

“ Bipat men na koi sith! 
TTaje gnjpAl so hith, 
Hid banon bas main rahné ! 
Hamire karm ka labné. 

665 Tumirt khabar le, Simi, 
Hamen bhojan ki hai hint! 
Nabi tan pe basham mabire ! 
Raj ho taj chalan niyirf!” 


Réni Damwanti. 


“ Suno, piyi, tum se knhin, yeh hf bit samjhile, 
670 Karam rekh mitte nahii, kije likh upée; 

Kije lakh upfe ; knram yeh likhf hai hamiri, 

Is dusoti bich Rim hamare rakhwili. 


Bong. 


“Tn our trouble there is none for us! 
I have deserted my clephant,* 
And am a dweller in the woods! 
It is the decree of any fate. 
665 Have remembrauce of me, O Lord, 
For 1 have need of food ! 
1 have not even clothes to my body ! 
Leaving my kingdom I am become a lonely wan- 
derer |” 


Réni Damwanti. 


“Hoar, my love, I speak to thoe, this do I tell thee. 
670 The linos of Fate aro not to be blotted out, try thou a 
thousand plans ; 
Try thou a thousand plans: this was written in our fate. 
God is our protector in these troubles. 








# On which Rajis always ride. 
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Karo gyin, sat, sang; jagat jhott hai mayt. 

Sat mat chhoro ip tumhou yeh le samjhiya, 
675 Jo sat doge chhor, dharm kf ho ja hint. 

Dakh sukh ik hi rp m&nte hsii muni gyfinf.’” 


Rijé Nal. 


“ Gyin dusht &n4 kathan, sano, pati nirp nar. 
Kaun pip pichhe kic, jo yi biptd die dir ?” 


Régni. 
“ Bipat ham pe pa'f bhiri. 
680 Khabur lo dn, Girdhart! 
Suno, tam prin kt piydri, 
Bipat ki bit hai niyfri. 
Kahda tum se sabbi sirf. 
Surt mea bajf hamen hari : 


Have wisdom and virtue and good company: the 
world is a falso illysion. 
Give not up thy virtue, I tell thee. 
675 Give up thy virtue and thy good deods will suffor. 
The wiso sages havo known that pain and pleasure havo 
but one form.” 
hija Nal. 
“ Knowlodgo is difficult and cometh hardly, hear, my 
wiso and virtuous wife. 
What sin can 1 have committed before* that I am given 
this trouble t ” 
Sony. 
“ Great is the trouble upon me. 
630 Havo remembrance of me, O Girdhiri !¢ 
Listen, thou beloved of my lifo, 
‘Tho story of my sorrow is a strange one. 
I tell it theo all. 
In my folly I lost tho gambling match : 





® ie., in a former life. + ic., Krishna = God. 
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Phir sat Indar ne lind. 
Barkha ne dukh ba;4 dina. 
Bat kahtA nabia jhati ; 
Nigal gai bir ko khintt ; 
Bun titar orf mahirt: 
Rekh telte nabfa tari!” 


Réni Damwanti. 

“ Jo honi so ho Ife, dir karo afsos. 
Likhi Karam so hi bhogna, kis ko dije dosh ? 
Kis ko dijo dosh ; piyijt? Uchhi Karam hamari, siti, 
Raj chhuta banoa bis diwiya; ni miyi Prabha ki pat. 
Karnt main kuchh chdk pari hai, dukh did balepan men. 
Ik tarah mer’ bhig bali hai, Prabha, donoi sang rabo 

ban mei! 


And then Indar tested my virtue.* 
Greatly hath his rain afflicted me. 
I say nothing false ; 
Tho peg swullowed up the necklace ; 
My roasted partridget flow away ; 
Tho lines (of Fate) movo not for putting away !” 
Rani Damwanti. 
“What was to bo hus been, put away thy sorrows afar. 
What Fato hath written must bo endured, and who is 
to be blamed f 
Who is to be blamed, my husband? An ovil fate is 
ours, husband. 
Tho Lord made us givo up our rulo and dwoll in the 
forests ; His mysteries are unfathomable. 
T havo forgotten sume (roligious) duty and Ho gavo 
me trouble in my youth. 
In ono way my fato is happy, O Lord, that we are both 
together in the forost ! 


© Apparently by muking the weather wet. 
‘He must mean pigcon, see line 587 ff. 
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Jo tum se kabhi bichhran hot4, bahut& dukh phirtf, siti. 
Ab mera pati bharat-bhang nabii; din r&t parwan 
tumhare tata. 
Chalo, piya, kist nagar men, chhoro ban ki bis, 
700 Yebia ab chit lagtd nihia, ham nit rahen nds, 
Ham nit rahe udis, bis nagari mea kije. 
Aisf karan karo, dharm hamaré nahia chhije. 
Man yeh hi updes ; kirpt kar chilo, jf, Agari. 
Tum hamare bhartir, chalda main sang tumbire.” 
Raja Nal. 
705 “ Ranfji, sun Iijtye, yeh Pingal ka des. 
Mal rij Maharaj hai yoha ke Awadh nires. 
Yebaii ke Awadh nires, piyarf, maha balt hai Raja, 
Ath pabar din rit nagar moi bije chhattis baja. 


Tlad I been evor soparated from thee, in great griof 
should T have wandered, my husband. 

Now is my virtue sccnre. as I live day and night with 
thee. 

Lect us go, love, into some city and givo up dwelling in 
the forests. 

700 Tam no longer happy hero and ulways in sorrow. 

I am always in sorrow, so let us dwell in the city. 

Act so that our (religious) duty be not affectod. 

This is the desire of my heart: be kind, love, aad go on 
(to the city). 

Thou art my husband and I go with thoe.”’ 

Raja Nal. 
705 “O Rani, hear mo, this is tho land of Pingal,* 

Tho great lord of this laud and wealthy is the lord of 
Awadh : 

The lord of this (land of) Awadh, my lovo, is a mighty 
Raja. 

Day and night continuously the thirty-six kinds of 
music are played.+ 

® See above line 658. + Sce above line 134. 
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>Am khis men lagt Kachabrt, jis ka bard saméja. 

710 Sab pdran partal Réo ke, chhatar mukat sir raja.” 
Réni Damwauti. 

“ Khab bat tum ne kahi, hirde gai samie. 

Jo bipté Prabha ne die, so ham bhoge de. 

So bhoge ab de, piydji, suniyo ’araz yeh Li mabiri. 

Aur kim ham se nahin bauta, yeh bipté Prabha ne dart, 
71& ‘Tum telf ghar jic pat par baith, karo simran bhiari. 

Main to 4p Rao ke mahilon jie bancg! panbari.” 


Raja teli pe raha, Rant riijdwir : 
Subbi nagar us ko kahou Rajé ki panbar, 


He holds s Court in public and private (audience), 
which is very grand. 
710 Very glorious is this Raji, with diadem and umbrella* 
over his head.” 


Tint Damwanti. 

“ Well hast thou said, it 1s gone into my heart. 

We have gone through all the trouble that the Lord 
hath given us. 

We have gone through it all, my love, hear this prayer 
of mine. 

No other plan have I in this trouble that the Lord hath 
put7upon us. 

Go thou into an oilman’s, turn his mill (for him)+ and 
do heavy work. 

I will go into the Raji’s palace and become a water- 
boarer.’* 


a 
ce 


The Raji went to the oilman, the Rinf to the palace: 
And all the city knew her for the Riji’s water-carrier. 
*® The oriental sign of ity. ¥ 
$ Tie, Won the driving-fod (behind the oxen to drive them). 
Vou, 11.—36 
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Raja ki panbar kahon, sab bit negari mei nar nfrf. 
720 Rao pat hiake teli ko, soch rahi man men bbarf. 

Tin dinda Raji ko ho gae, an khiiyd na jal pia. 

Na teli ne pichhi us ko, “ kaun kim tf ne yeh kia?” 

Chautha din haa dali ik khal ki thake mukh pat ; 

Mare lat telf riji ke, nikal bahir mukh se ii, 








Réjé Pingal. 
725 “Yeh bhojan kis no kid, ai Rani surgyan ? 
Such but hain se abhi, gyan-rashk, guu khan: 
Gyfn-rashk, gun khin, hamen ych kuho sach mukh bint. 
Mero mahil ke bich adhik hai tt sundur, Pat Rant. 


Thoy knew her for the Raja's water-carrier ; all the men 

and women in the city know it, 
720 The Raji drove the oilman’s mill, and had heavy grief 

in his heurt. 

Three days passed over he Raji and ho nor ato corn nor 
drank water. 

Never asked (of him) the oilman, “ what work hast thou 
done ?” 

The fourth 
mouth 

When the oilinan kicked him and knocked it out of his 
mouth, 


ay the Raji put a grain of oil-cake* to his 





haji Pingal.t 
725 “Who cooked this dinner, O wise Queen? 
Tell me tho truth now, O pit of wisdom and virtue : 
O pit of wisdom and virtue, tell me the truth with thy lips. 
Thon art the greatest beauty of iny palace, thou First- 
Queen. 








© Very coarse food, fit only for cattle. 
+ Change of acene: Damayanti has now become the water-bearer of 
the palace and the Raja of it is addressing his Queen. 
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Tere hath ki yoh nahin bhojan, sun le ’ishq diwinf. 
730 Mui pOchhda haa bit, sach sab ham se kaho bakhint.’” 


Réni. 


“Mojh ko fursat nd bi, hdd mahil mea kir. 

Yeh bhojan us ne kid, jo turnhart hai panhar. 

Jo tumbart hai panhar, Rioji, suno hagiqat sart. 

Us piyart ne mahil bich, bhojan kt kas! tayyart, 
735 Mere tan nen hii mAndagi, main ho gu! lichir, 

Yoh Dhojau us kid niri ne, main yeh bat bichirl.” 


Rijé Pingal. 
“ Raja Nal ke mahil men hai Damwant! nir. 
Us ne hamare wiste bhojan kid tayydr. 
Bhojim kid tayyir, suwid aisi ham ne wabin pay’, 
710 Aisd bi bhojan is pryart ne, aisd Aj baudyd, 


This dinnor is not of thy cooking, hear me, thou tad 
with love (of me). 
730 Task it of thoe and tell mo all the truth.” 


The Queen, 
© 1 had no time as [had work in the palace. 
And it was thy water-carricr that cooked this dinner, 
Tt was thy water-carrier, Rij, hear the whole truth. 
It was that loveling that cooked the dinner in the palace : 
735 As my body was woaried and 1 becamo helpless, 
The (water-carrier) woman cooked this dinner, I tell 
thee.” 
Raja Pingal. 
“ There is the Lady Damwantt in the palace of Rij Nal. 


(Once) she prepared a dinner for me. ere 
She prepared a dinner for mo and its taste was like this. 
740 Such a dinner huth this loveling made to-day. 
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Ya hai kot Raja kf nari, tumhesi bhed na pay! 
Bipat kl mea hd, piyari, tajh ko yeh bi suniiya. 





“ Ai sundar, t( kaun hai? Kaho hamen such bit. 
Yoh ham pfchhat bait tumhei ; kaun tumbart ait ? 
745 Kaun tumhari zit ? hamen tu bil sund de, piy ari! 
Dekh tum ko raj-sutiyd, tt nd baigt ponbari. 
Apne man ki bit kholke, kabo hugiyit siri. 
Yeb ham se ti sach batide; kaun wit hai thiri?” 
Lint Damwanti. 
“ Bipat kid ki bat hai, ky4 kahfin tumharo sang ? 
750 Narwargarh ke Rio hi mam hong? adharang. 
Ai Rajiyi, mam hongt adharang, bit yeh sano,Ji, bamart. 
Did bai dasoti Ram bipat ham pe yeh dari, 








This is some Ttijé’s wife, thou didst not undorstand : 
She hath fallen into some trouble, my love, this dot 
proclann to thee.”= 


“My beauty,* who art thon? Tell me the trath. 
This do L ask thee ; what is thy caste ? 
745 What is thy caste Tell me thy story, my dear! 
Thy appearance 1s of a king’s daughter, thou art no 
water-carri¢ 
Tell me the secret of thy heurt, and tell me the whole 
truth, 
Toll me the truth; what 1% they caste?” 
Ditni Dameanti. 
“ My story is of trouble and death, how shall T tell it 
thee ? 
750 Iam the wife of the Riji of Nursurga ht 
O Raja, Tam kis wife, hear my tale. 
God hath thrown into this exile and trouble 


* Addressing Damwantt. 


+ Narwér, now a town in the Gwalior state and much decayed, repr 
sents the ancient Nishadha. 
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Nal Raja Mabardj, jinhea ki maia hda nfrt. 

Pet Lharan ke kj rahi tumhari pavibart ! 

Damwanti meri nim, pati sang ban men ai. 

Sab bipti ki bit tumben mai an sunt,” 

Raja Pingal. 

“ Kuhia tumhiad Rio hai? dije sack batée. 

Ranjji, Maharaj ko ham laveii ab jie. 

Haw laveu ab jae, piyari, us ki bhed batéo. 

Hamet soch ho gai bhirt, zara der mat lio. 

Pichbli Lat hament sab, Rant, bir bir samjhio: 

Hl ahwal baie sab, Rauf, sir bal sundo.” 
Tidint Damuwanti. 

Hamed bun mei se finke, yeh ht kia bichir, 

Rij teli ke rahe, mai tumbarl panhir, 

Main tambart panhir raho mahilon men de. 


Bipat kal ki bit, tumbhen maii én sundf. 





The Lord Raji Nal, whose wife I am, 
'Yo fil my belly am 1 become thy water-carrier | 
My name is Damwanti aud 1 came into the forests with 
my husband. * 
And now have I told thee all the tale of my sorrow.” 
hdjé Pingal. 
“ Where is thy Raji? Tell ine the trath, 
O Rani, tuke me at once to the Mabiriyi. 
Tuko me ate , my dear, tell me where he is hidden, 
Tam very ansious and so delay not at all. 
Tho remainder of thy story, Rani, tell me by degrees + 
And thus tell ine, f, all thy tale? 
Rani Damwanti. 
“ Coming out of the forest this is what we determined. 
The Raja weut to the cilman’s aud 1 became thy water- 
carrier. 
I became thy water-carrior and came into the palace. 
I have told thee the story of my trouble. 
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Jo Praha ne dukh dia, sot ham bhongea sdrf, 

Yeh Karta ka aukb nahin tartd hai tad.” 
Réjé Pingal. 

“ Hath jor bintt kardi, Nal Raja Mabirdj, 

770 Chalo nagar ke bich men, kijo shakal saindj : 
Kije shakal sam®j ap ke, main hia agyd-kart. 
Hath jor kah kar@a bintt chaliyo sang hamire. 
Baithe rij karo gadf pe, ham hizir hain tharf. 
An rahe teli ke ghar meu, yeh kya bat bichari ?” 

Réjé Nal. 
775 “Ai Ranf, tum se kab bichhran sanjog. 
Jo Brahmi ne likh did, sol bhogne bhog !”” 
Ragni. 
“ Likhi talt? nahti tart! 
Suno, Rani, ’araz hamari. 





The trouble the Lord gave mo, I havo borne it all. 
Tho fato of tho Lord days not for putting off.” 
Raja Pingal.* 
“With joined hands I say, my Lord Raji Nal, 
770 Come into the city, make all thy preparation : 
Make all thy preparation, I am thy servant. 
With joined hands I beseech thee come with me. 
Sit on tho throno, Iam chy servant t 
In coming into the oilman’s house what was thy inten- 
tion?" 
Rijé Nal. 
775 “O Rani (Damwanti), } tell thee that the separation and 
communion, 
Which God wrote down for us, we have borne!” 
Song. 
“ What is written delays not for putting away! 
Rant, hear my words. 


* Having gone now to RAjé Nal 
+ Obserrethe use of hdsir. ace Vol. I., p. 870. 
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Dusoté par gid bhirf, 
780 So hf ham ne sahi sarf. 
Bipat Raja kot deta, 
So hf mai shish par dharta. 
Karen faryid kist sett? 
Soch din rit yeh rahti; 
785 Likh& jo Karam ki bharna : 
Hamen phir rij kyd karna ?” 
Raji Pingal. 
“Jo janamd is jagat moa dukh sakh us ke sith. 
Chaudah baras ban mei phire Bhavo bas Raghu Nath.” 
Régni. 
“ Phire ban bich Raghu Rat. 
790 Dia dukh Kevakf Mat: 
Bipat Raghd pe part bhirf. 
Karo bauon bas ki tayyfri. 





The hard exile that fell upon us, 
730 We have borne it all. 
Even had somo Riji given me this trouble, 
That (too) would I have borne. 
With whom shall we quarrel ? 
Day and night this is my thought: 
785 The docrev of Fate must be borne: 
And what aguia have 1 to do with empiro?” 
Kéja Pingal. 
“©Who is born into the world bath joy and ploasure 
with him. 
For fourteen years did Fate causo Raghd Nath* to wan- 
der in the forests.” 
Song. 
“ Did Raghf Rat wander in the forests. 
790 Mother Kevak! gavo hiin thut trouble : 
And heavy grief fell upon Raghd, 
And he went to dwell in the forests. 





* (e., Rama ; allusion to the well-known tale in the Humdyana. 
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Bipat Pablad ko hai, 

Jis se janen hai sab koi. 

Bipat sir pe pari, Raja, 

Karo yeh dir sab sais.” 

Raja Nal. 
« Ai Rant, tom pe kab yeh bipté kt bein. 
Bhave bas ban men de, nek pari nabia chain.” 
Régni. 

“Chain part nahin, Rant. 

Chale bipti mea zindagint. 

Kot Nurwar taje bhirt, 

Ghari dukh kf sabi sari. 

Bit woh hath nf ati. 

Bipat inci kaun hui sitht? 

Amar jag men nabii kot. 

Did dukb main sabi sot.” 





Trouble felt upgn Pahlad, 
As every one knows.* 
Trouble (too) hath fallen on thy head, Rajé; 
So put away all thy sorrows afar.” 
Lajé Nat. 
“O Rani, I say to thee words of sorrow. 
It was Fate drove us to the forest, this juy scemeth not 
well to mc!” : 
Bong. 
“Rant, I am not at ease. 
My life departeth in sorrow. 
I have given up great Narwar Fort. 
Every moment have I suffered grief. 
I cannot recall my word.t 
Who is a companion in sorrow f 
No one is immortal in the world. 
The trouble Riven me have I borne.” 


* The story of Prahlada is explained in Vol. Il., p. 5. 
+ In the gambling match to his brother brother Pushkars 
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Rajd Pingal. 
"Is mea kis ki dosh hai? nabaqq karo biyog. 
Dukh sukh tan ke sith hain; kie Karam kf bhog, 
Kie Karam ki bhog, Rioji, yeh bipta sab par bot. 
810 R&m Chandar kf Sita nari tiyag die ban men sof. 
Bakh piyds ke tarde se jin je raho Balmik rikh ke psd. 
Baithe raj karo, Mahardj, ptran Rim kared asa.” 
Raja Nal. 
“Man kf man mia rakbfye, nd kachh chalé upto; 
Bhave ne ban men do did tario.”” 
Ragni. 
B15 “ Kahia mert nar Damwauti? 
Bina us bit nahii banti ; 
Bipat men sang rabt mabirt. 
Bachan us ne nahin hart : 


Raja Pingal. 
« What blame is there in this ? Thou sorrowest without 
cause, 
Pain and grief are with all; it is the decree of Fate. 
It is the decree of Fate, Raji, all have this sorrow. 
810 Sitd, Ram Chandar’s wife, was deserted in the forests.* 
In the misery of hunger aad thirst sho lived with Balmfk 
the saint.t : 
Enjoy thy kingdom, Mxhariiji, and God fulfil thy hope.” 
Lijit Nal. 
“ Let us keep our desires to ourselves, no plans avail ; 
Fate hath given us trouble in the forests.” 
Song. 
815 “Where is my wife Damwanti? 
Without her I can do nothing, 
‘That accompanied me in my troubles. 
She disrogarded not my words, 
. . > ee ratis ‘eee 
+ Vatnion, he tale of fe Binnie eos revived the banished 
Sité at his house at Chitrakate. 


VOL. 1,35 
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Patf birt nfr hai mert. 

Rahi meri charan ki chert. 

Bichbar gat prin kt piyéri, 

Mere se ho gai niyari: 

Jagat mei dharg mera jind : ; 

Nabi yebda an jal pind !” 

Raji Pingal. 

“ Damwantt hai wnahil men, chulo us ke pis. 
Raj karo sukh chain med, mat na hot udis. 
Mat ua ho udis, Rao, maid do kar jor kabfa s&rf. 
Dfr karo ab soch dilon ki; sang chalo, Raja, mabére, 
Karan-hir Kart’ walt bai, yeh hf bat main samjhéda. 
Ab nd der koro, Mabirdja, sang chalo, main Jo jin.” 


Rij de mabil mea, sab ka hi millp. 
Dekh apnt nar ko Raja karat bilép. 
Raja karat bilip, Rao Pingal mukh bol kabt binf. 


That is my virfious wifo. 
Sho was ever iny slave. 
And the beloved of my lifo is separated from me. 
She is parted from me : 
Jt is useless for me to live in the world : 
IT can neither eat nor drink (more) here! ’” 
Rijé Pingel. 
“‘Darowanti is in the palace, go thou to her. 
Rale at euse aud pleasure, and be not surrowful. 
Re not sorrowful, Raja, I tell thee all (the story) wilh 
both bands joined. 
Put away the sorrow of thy heart afar, Raja, and come 
with me. 
The Lord is the Doer, this do I tell thee. 
Make no delay, Muhiraja, let mo take thee with me.” 


The Raja went into the palace and met them all. 
And the Raja shed tears to sce his wife. 
‘The Raja shed tearsan] Raja Pingal spake with his moutb- 
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Raja Pingal. 
« Garh-matt haiit nar dat ki; yeh lejo, nische jant,— 
885 Jo merf ho jigt kaniydil, tumhare sit hog, Raja, 
Us sang biyah keri, keniydi kG sakal kureri hamart 
kaja.” 


Kirpa hat Jagatamb ki, dharha tambira dhyan. 
Jori an mila die hatke Sri Bhagwan; 
Jagat men kfje mort sabal. 

840 Damwant! aur Riji Nal haia hatke die mile. 
Jaisi chand chakor kiran kf prit bant chhab chaht, 
Sur munf jan sun kid kene, teri may kin! na pat, 
Sang sampiran karke, Mata, pichhe bhanet banfi. 
Kahbte Banst Lal, kul, Mat, td Char Jugoi men dohat. 


Naja Pingal. 
“ Both our wives are pregnant: know this for certain : 
835 If mine be a girl and thine a prince, Raja, 
I will marry her to him, and the girl shall fulfil our 
desires.” 


Earth-mother, thou hast been gracious and I worship 
thee. 
Tho Holy God hath rejoined the pair: 
Be Thou (also) my saviour in the world ! 
840 Damwantf and Raja are again joined together. 
As the partridyo desires the glory of the moon’s rays, 
So heroes and saiuts delight in Thee, but have not 
fathomed Thy mysteries! 
I finish this my lay, Mother, and then I worship thee. 
Saith Banst Lal,* Mother, thou art worshipped through- 
out the Four Ages. 
—— 
© The author of the poem, see Vol. I., pp. 122, 209, 366; Vol. II. p. 2. 
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THE LEGEND OF RAJA DHOL, 


AS SUNG BY TWO SCAVENGERS FROM BIBIYAL 
VILLAGE, NEAR AMBALA 

[This legend bas not, as far ax I know, any foundation in the classics like the 
preveding one, though Dhol is always described as the son of Nale, 
Nala’s son classically was Indrasens, and Dbola is avery unlikely form to 
ooour in a Sanskrit work.) 

[It describes the love of hol and Mirwan, tho daughcer of Raja Pingal of 
Pingalgarh, situated in Sangaldip. These names do not belp va much, 
Pivgala 19 a classical namo cvnneoted with the Naxas or Serpent Race, and 
if Sangaldip is for Sakala-dvipa (or Séka-dvipa), the kingdom of Pingala 
is placed in the Northern Panjab, an appropriate situation for the kingdom 
of a Naa monarch. Dhol comes trom Narwargurh, or Nalkot, the 
modern Narwar, as seen in the precoding legend, in the Gwblior State, 
and ® placo always connected with the legond of Naln, Tho holdors of 
Narwir wore for agex KachhwAbk RéjpAts, a fact brought out in this story 
by making Dhol’s wife to be Sammi Kachhwahi.] 

(The language of this poem is much moro filled with Porsian words—all Ly 
the way iu # corrupted form—than is usual in such productious.) 

TSKT. 
Rig Réjé.Dhol bejé Raja Nal kd. 


Simar Bhawani Sirdi; ghat men pire gyan! 
Tin sau sith suhelidi le lain apne sith, 


Sarwar talin ufin dwandi Rani Marwan. 
Chidar mauzi kholhe dhar dia sarwar til ; 





TRANSLATION. 
The Song of Rijé Dhol, Sun of Rajé Nal. 
“1 worship Bhawini and Sardi,* may thoy fulél mo 
knowledge in my heart !” 


Taking 860 maidens with ber 

Princess Marwan came to the lake. 

She took off her veil and clothes and placed them beside 
the tank ; 


ein Ba pea imitation of the real bards. SdradA ix Saraswat, the 
Learning, and Bhawani is Devi 
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Mar mir chhalaa jaist bar gat sarwar tal med : 
Tard Rani yeh phiri sarwar ke tal mei. 
Bol suheliia ; ky kahea ? “ Raniji Marwan, 
Avaz suno meri binti, araz sun man lie. 
Chhot! chhot? biyabt tere bibal ke nagar mei ; 
10 Barf muklawa jaea. 
Kyé teri babal nirdhani ? kya dhan kt fichh ?” 
Aisi tina mira chubht kalija phins. 
Ho dilgir mahiloa dwati, chal mat&é ke pas. 
Is ne kaha, ‘‘ chhotf chhoti biyahi, bart muklawi jaen. 
15 Ky mera bip nirdhand ? kya dhan ki fichh ?” 
Mata kahe, “na teri bip nirdhand, nd dhan ki fichh.” 
Rani kahe, “ kahia biyihi? kuhia mingi? mere bar ko 
deo batlile !”” 


5 And springing up sho entered it, 

And the Princoss bogan to swim about in it. 

Suid the maidens; what said they? “O Princess 
Marwan, - 

Hear our petition and harken to our prayer. 

When we were little wo wore married in thy father’s city : 

10 When we grow up we shall go to our husbands. 

Is thy father poor ? Is there any lack of wealth ?* 

Their reproaches sank into her heart. 

Sorrowfully she entered the palace and went to her 
mothor. 

Said she, “ When they were little, they wore married, 
and when they grow up they will go to their 
husbands. 

15 Is my father poor? Is there any lack of wealth ?” 

Said her mother, “ Noither is thy fathor poor, neither is 
there lack of wealth.” 

Said the Princess, ‘‘ Where was I married ? where was 
I betrothed ? show me my husband !” 





* That he hath not arranged thy marriage. 
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Mat& kahe, “sit dinfa ki td thi, nau din ki Dhol: 
Thal katurd biydh kard, Narwargarh ke mia.” 
Rant kahe, “kin galion Dhol base ? Ky@ukar hog mel?” 
Dhore Tirwan khari Mirwan se kare jawab : 

« Bat bart mukh chhotd, kahtf ave aj.” 

Ratra palang bichhike pbdloi sej bekhar ; 

‘Tan dupattd so rahon Rinfji Marwan, jt. 

Raja Dhol ko ytd karon Raja ki beti Marwan, 
Supne mea Dhol milo Riya ki beti Marwan. 

Chali mahil ko dwandi Rani Marwan. 

SAnj part, din dhul gai, Raniji Marwan 

Sof mahi] ke maa, jt. 

Adhi rit naukandh gai, Thikurji Prabhdjt! 


Said her mother, “ Seven days old wast thou, nine days 
old was Dhol : 

Ye were married in a platter and a cup at Narwargarb.” 

Said the Princess, “ Inwhat street doth Dhol dwell? 
Whero shall I meet him f” 

Tarwan* standing beside spake to Marwan : 

“Great words from a little moutht bring shame to the 
speaker.” 

Making u red bed and covering it with flowers, 

And spreading shawls on it Princess Marwan lay asleep. 

And Mirwan the king’s daughter remembered Rajd 
Dhol. 

In her dreams Marwan the king’s daughter met with 
Dhol. 

Princess Marwan went into the palace.t 

The ovening fell and the day closed in, and the Princess 
Marwan§ 

Slept within the palace. 

It was dead of night at midnight, O my God, my Lord! 





© Sister to Marwan. + This is a proverb. 
‘This and the next five lines are rather confused. 
Jt, air, at the end of the lines is not repeated in the rendering. 
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“Supne men Dhola mile, sdjan sijan meri, 
Mujhe mild supne ke mii, jt.” 

Puhar rit rah gai Pingal ki bett nda: 

Kunjan ne piyd kharat, jf: 

Rant ki dnkb khol gaf, jt. 

Uthke baithi ho gui Marwan, 

Dil se kare jawab, jt: 

“ Rain kd supnd mujhe bha gaya, Thikurjf mera!” 
Kunjia ne piya kharit, ji. 

Bart fajar pabrd nfr ké, Thikur Thakur mera! 
“ Araz suno mert, bint! meri, mité piyirf: 
Merf sun dil ki bat, jf. 

Rain ka supna bbA gaya, mert mAta piyaa, 

In kunjéa ne piya kharat, jf. 

In kunjia ko marwie de, meri mata piyart : 
Sarwar tala ko do purwie, jf.” 


(Said Marwan), “ Inadroam I met Dhol, my love, my love. 

I met him in a dream !” 

A watch of the vight remained to Pingal’s daughter, 

When the cranes* made a noise, 

And the Princess opened her eyes, 

Marwan sat up 

And said in her heart : 

“The dream of the night hath taken hold of me, O my 
God !” 

‘The cranes made a noise. 

Tho light of the early morn camo upon her, O my God, 
my God! (Suid she) : 

“‘ Hear my prayer and my petition, mother dear. 

Hear the desire of my heart. 

Tho dream of the night took hold of me, my mother dear, 

And the cranes made a noiso. 

Slay those cranes, my mother dear, 

And fill up tho lake.” 





wild geese: but here I think the well bred bird Kulang 


iu ment, which is a species of crane, the Ardea Sibirica. 
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Boli Tarwan, “ kya kuhe meri bahin Marwan? 
Yoh kunjin bain dusor kt, meri Marwan, 
Yeh jinen Narwargaih ko roz, jt.” 
50 In tilda se sobba ghant; mori sunt! kya nabia bat? 
Likbke chittht bhej do kunjia ke pankh par, 
Jake degei Dhol ko de, jt. 
Bari fejar pabard nar ki Rani Marwan 
Suhelfaa If bulie, jf. 
55 Tin sau sith suheliii aur Rani Marwan 
Sarwar tilda ko jen, ji: 
“ Araz suno mori binti, moro kunjia piyare !”” 
Sat Jug sacha pahra birt da, jf. 
Kunjan karen jawab, jt: 
60 “Muon ke bhed bati de, rukka de likhi, jf.” 
Bolt Marwan, ky’ kahen? ‘mere kunjia piyare, ji, 
Meri chittht tum lejao Raja Whol pe, jf.”” 











Said Tarwan, “ What spith my sister Marwan ? 
These cranes are strangers, my Marwan! 
And they go daily to Narwargarh. 
50 The lake boautitieth the place: why dost thou not hear 
my words? 
Wrice u letter and send it on the wings of the cranos, 
And they will go and give it to Dhol.” 
In the curly morn at tho hour of dawn the Princess 
Marwan 
Called her maids. 
55 Princess Marwan with 360 maidens x 
Went to the luke. (Said she) : 
“« Hear my prayer, my beloved cranes !”” 
It was the Goldon Age of virtuo,* 
And the cranes spake = 
60 “Tell (him) the secrots of thy heart and write a letter.” 
Said Marwan, what said she? “ My beloved cranes, 
Take my letter to Raja Dhol.” 


® When animals could talk. 
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Bole kunjaa, “‘ meri araz suno, Rani Marwan ; 
Tum suno haméri bat. 

‘65 Likh likh chitthiin sri ki bandh do, 
Hamére pankhai ke bandh, ji.” 

, Likh likh chitthian die pankhin ke bandh, ji. 
Dharke dart lagiute kunjaa ptir. 
Narwargarh ko dute kunjii dusore. 
70 Sarwar télia bar gae kunjia piytre: 

Badht kunjaa pichhe rah gat, jt; 
Baitht sarwar ke pal par, jf. 
Pichhe budhf kunj sab kunjAa se! 
“ Woh Raja Dhol ko chitthi dikha die, jf.” 

75 Itnt sunke babir Awatea kunjaa piydre : 
Hath jor karea binti budht kunj se: 
“Tere nau par lagte pair, ji; 
Hamirt chittht to gal gaf, bahin hamirf, jt! 
Hamirt jan bach de; sun, kunj, mert bat, jt! 





Said the cranes, “ Hear our prayer, Princess Marwan, 
And hearken to our words, 
65 Write thy letters and tie them, 
Tie them to our wings.” 
She wrote the letters and tied them to their wings, 
And the cranes flapped their wings and flew away: 
The strange cranes flew to Narwargarh. 
70 The kindly cranes entered the lake; 
But an old crane remained behind, 
And sat on the banks of the lake. 
Said the old crane to all the cranes: 
“Show the letters to Raja Dhol.” 
75 Hearing this the kindly cranes came out, 
And with joined hands (!) besought the old crane: 
“ We lay our heads nine times at the feet. 
Our letters have been wetted, sister ! 
Save our lives; O crane, hear our words! 
VOL, 196 
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80 Raja ko ta apni chitth! de dikhte, jt.” 
Uyt kunj chalke ave mabil ke mia, 
A mundert baitht, baith! mundert je jf. 
Raji Dhol wa Rant chaupur khelte ji. 
Dekh kunj ko Dhol mahil mea bar git, jt- 
85 Tir kumén jaise duté BAjd Dhol, jt, 
Kunj ne chittht de ger, jf. 
Sammf Kachhwiaht ne uthé Iie, jf. 
Sarsar chittht bianchi, j!: 
Rant Marwan kt likht haia aslok, jt. 
90 Itnt mes Raja Dhol Aya, jf. 
Rant ne us ko dekhke chittht phiink de, jf. 
Jalti chittht dekhkar Rint se kare jawab, jt: 
“Yeh to kya chitthi t0 no phiiuk de, Sammijt Kachhwi- 
ht? 
Yeh to de tht kunj no gor, jt.” 





80 Show thy letter to thopRij.”” 
The crane flew up and entered tho palace, 
And sat on the parapet, sat on the parapet. 
Raji Dhol was playing chaupur with his Queen,* 
And seving the crane [hol entered the palace. 
85 As Raji Dhol was futching hix bow and arrows 
The crane dropped the letter. 
Samni, the Kuchhwihi,+ took it up, 
And quickly read the letter, (and knew that) 
Princess Mirwan had written the verses. 
90 Meanwhile Riji Dhol came up, 
And the Princess seeing him burnt up the letter. 
Seeing the letter burning he said to the Queen : 
“ What letter is th that thou art burning, O Samm!, 
thou Kachhwahé ? 
The crane let it drop.” 
® This is evidently the sole occupation of a RAj& in the villager’ 
imation. See below in this Sec Vol. I., p. 248 ff. 
+ Dhol’s wife. The allusion is to the Kachh , & well-known 
tribe of RAjpats, who, for many centuries, held Narwargarh or Narwir. 
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Bolt Rant: ky& kahe? “Raji DholA, jt, 
Us gaon men kot lagt nahta, jf. 

Likhke chittht de die, ji, RAnt Marwan ne 
Bhejt kanji ke bith, jt! 

Kagan bith sanerf, chirita hath salam |” 
Itat suoke Dhol hO& man met dilgir, jt. 


R&éni Marwan dekhe hi bit, jf. 

Ghar ki Brahman buld fa Rant Marwan, jt. 
A Brahman ne die kalyan, jf: 

“Teri kalydn, tert kal ki kalyin, jt!” 

“ Mert chitthf t0 le jée, Didaji Brahman : 
Tum le jatyo Dhol ke pas, jt. 

Narwargarh ko tum jalyo sijan pe, ji. 

Dhol sijan ko do mile, j!.” 

Pénch asharft us ko de die buddhe Brihman. 
ChalA ghar ko dutd buddhiji, Brihman, ji: 


Said the Queen, what said she? ‘ O Raja Dhol, 
There is no messenger in her village, 

(And 80) Princess Mirwan wrote a letter and gave it 
To a crane ! 

(It is) a message by a crow, a salutation by a bird !”* 
Hearing this Dhol became sad ut heart. 


The Princess Mirwan waited. 

The Princess Mirwan sent for the houschold Brihman. 
The Brahman came and made sulutation : 
“ Prosperity tu thee, prosperity to thy race 
“Take thon my letter, Father Brihioan : 
Take it to Dhol. 

Go thon to Narwargarh to my love, 

And make a meeting with Dhol my love.” 
Five gold pieces gave she to the old Brihman. 
The old Brahman went home 


Pp 





= A well-known proverb ; it moans that such are never delivered. 
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Panch asharft de die apni Brihmant ko, jf: 
“ Tam is se karo guzfré, ji.” 

‘Majiloa majilon chal par buddhAji Brihman : 
‘Woh to Narwargarh ko jie, ji. 

Chala mahil ko awandé Raji Dhol pe, jt: 
Khaskhas ke bangalon men Autd Dhol ke pis, jf. 
Ake kalyan die Raja Dhol ko. 

“ Kis desin se teri duna, Dadajt Brihman ?”” 
“ Pingal des se ini Narwargarh ke mia, jf.” 
DastAvez to de die Raja Dhol ko. 

Sarsar us ko banchté Raja Dhol, 

Apne man men khusht ho jie, jf. 

Brihman lekar chale apne mahil men, jf. 
‘Thamak thamak fwanda mahil men, jf ; 

Rant se kartd jawab, jf: 

“ Pingalgarh se dni Daddjt Misar kA: 

Is ka rat;é palang bichha do, ji.” 


And gave the five gold pieces to his wife, (and said) : 
“ Do thon live upon these.” 

Stage by stage wont the old Brihman, 

Going to Narwargarh 

He went to the palace of Raja Dhol, 

He went to Dhol in the thatched house, 

And saluted Raja Dhol. 

“ From what land art thou come, Father Brahman f” 
“Tam come from Pingal to Narwargarh.” 

He gave the letter to Raja Whol. 

Raja Dhol quickly read it, 

And was pleased in his heart. 

Taking the Brahman with him he went into the palace. 
Jauntily went he into the palace 

And spake to the Queen. 

“Father Brahman hath come from Pingalgarh, 
Make a red bed for him.” 
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Itat kabke Raja chal part, jt. 
Kache sft ka palang bichba dia bhaiwart ki maa: 

180 Chitti chidar tan de palang par, jt. 
Phir ust Brahman ko bulé lia Rant ne, jt: 
“ Mert araz suno, Maharaj, jt.”” 
Jab Brihman 4 gif mahil ke mAi, j!, 
Bolt Rani, * tujh ko Akhde, buddhe se Brihman, 

185 Ao, tum jao palang par bsith, jt.” 
Jab woh palang par baitha buddha si Brahman, 
Woh to gir para bhaiwari ke mii, ji. 
‘Wahid se palang uth If Rant Sammij! Kachhwahi, jt. 
Ake Dhol Raji, Rint so kare jawib : 

140 “Mujhe deo Brahman ko bate, 
Bolt Rant; ky& kahe? “ Rajajt Dhola jt, 
Woh bhig gia Brahman mahil se, ji.” 
Raja Dhol ko sunke us ka lag fardl, jf. 





Saying this the Raji went away, 
She made him a bed of unwoven thread over the well, 
180 And spread a white sheet over it. 
Then the Queen called the Brahman (and said) : 
“ Hear my petition, Mahiraj,* (and come).” 
When the Brahman came into the palace, 
Said the Queen, “I say to thee, old Brihman, 
185 Come and sit on thy bed.” 
When the old Brahman sat on the bed 
He fell into the well. 
Queen Samm, the Kachhwiha, took away the bed. 
Came Raja Dhol and said to the Queen : 
140 “ Let me see the Brahman.” 
Said the Queen; what said she ? “O Raja Dhol, 
The Brahman hath fied the palace.” 
Hearing this Raja Dhol became sorrowfal. 





© Common form of address to Brihmans. 
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‘Wahia Rant Marwan Brihman kf dekh bit, jf. 
“Khabar sir mujhe né die, ji, buddhe Brahman. 
Tin san sith kos se Nal Rajé ka Dhold. ° 

Kaun jine Brihmsn mar gid?” Mirdst li bulte, jf. 
Jai jawdbir bit kare woh Mirist ka larka. 

“Garj diwint main phirfa, mere bibal ki Mirds! : 
Mere garjia ptro, ji. 

Tin sau sith kos base Nal Raja ké Dhol. 

Mere Dhol sajan ko milf de, ji.” 

“ Tera bhiji jddngd, Pingal kf bett Marwan: 
Mere larkon ka kaun ahwél, ji?” 

«Le ja pinch asharff, tere wart jiwia, Miriet : 
De ja mirdsan ke hath, jf. 

Sanjam se larkon ko, sanjam se kare guzérin.”” 
Leke pinch ashurfi jaio Mirisi ki larka: 

Rangalo dutart mei pautd, jt, 


Princess Marwan awaited the Brihman. 

“The old Brahman hath brought me no news. 

It is 860 kos from Dhol the son of Nal: 

Who knows but that the Brahman be dead f” She sent 
for her Minstrel. 

Tho Minstrel mado his salutation. 

“Tam in great straights, O Minstrel of my father ; 

Do thou help me. 

At 360 kos hence dwelleth Dhol the son of Nal. 

Make me to mvet with Dhol my love.” 

“I will go whither thou sendest O Marwan, daughter of 
Pingal : 

But what will happen to my children ?” 

“Take five gold pieces, as I am thy sacrifice, Minstrel, 

And give them to thy wife, 

That she may carefully, carefully feed her children.” 

The Minstrel took the five gold pieces 

And put them into his painted fiddle, 
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160 Sanwalid Mirast, jf. 
Woh takre mingne gia bhal : 
Tukre ka kias& mirté Siiwalia Mirist. 
Ohala spne ghar ko Ave, jf. 
Panchon siton larkon ko le rahe mirisan, jf. 
165 Tukron kf dekhi bit, jf. 
Dir se Awate ko dekhke Mirdst ko, 
Us ne teort li charhie ; 
Mathe mes papt bil, jf : 
“ Kis dat! ne bharma If tukre die jo chhor ? 
170 Aj ke tukre kahin gaiwa de, sun sajan mera? 
Tn lJarkon ké kaun abwil ?”” 
“Takre mei se tujhe ky’ khind, sun mfrisan merh ? 
TQ to nin pulio urio, ji!” 
“Ukht? kamif mujhe dikha do, sun sijan mera.” 
175 Rangald dutari jhirdi, woh Mirdsi ké larka: 


160 Did Siiwalid, the Minstrel. 
He guve up begging 
And tossed away his bogging-bowl, did Siawalid the 
Minstrel. 
He went to his own house, 
His wife was playing with her half-dozen sons, 
165 And waiting for the scraps. : 
She saw the Minstrel coming from afar, 
She frowned heavily, 
And her countenance was wrathful (and she said) : 
“What witch hath charmed thee that hast given op 
begging ? 
170 Where hast lost to-day’s scraps, my husband P 
‘What will become of these boys ?” 
. “What have scraps to do with thee, my wife f” 
“ Do thon cook bread and stews!” 
“Show me thy earnings, O my husband.” 
175 The Minstrel shook out his painted fiddle: 
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Ghar mea ho ga! dekhke mit, jt! 

Apne man mei sochté Mirdst ka larka, ji, mirisan se bole: 
“Rant Marwan bheji hai Dhol ke pas. 

Tere kyé man bhautd ? Tu to mirisan haigt meri: 
Mujhe man ke bhed batda, jt.” 

Jab mirisan samjhitt apne kh&vind ko: 

“Sun meri bat, ji. 

Ghart mea jata, pal mea jatyo, jt. 

Rant kf sandesé pairo, ji.” 

Man mei apne socht{, man men kare bichar ; 
“@harf men kadbt& pal me kadh : 

Pichhe man bhiutf khiwan.” 

Jab sunke Miris! mirisan se kare jawib: 

“ Sher, baghtre, chite ki rasta ; 

Woh to jienge mujh ko khie, ji. 

Apne hitbon kt do rotiin, jf, 


And the household weré-pleased at what they saw. 

Thinking in his mind the Minstrel spake to his wife and 
said: 

“ Princess Marwan hath sent me to Dhol. 

What thinkest thou ? Thou art my wife. 

Tell me the secret (thought) of thy heart (as to 
this).” 

Then said his wife to her lord : 

“ Hear my words. 

If thou hadst to go in an hour, go in 8 moment, 

And fulfil the Princess’ message.” 

She thought in her heart and pondered in her soul 

“If I had to sond him in an hour I would send him in 
® moment, 

‘That I might enjoy myself to my heart’s content.” 

‘When he heard his wife ssid the Minstrel : 

“The way is of tigers and wolves and leopards ; 

‘They may eat me on the-way. 

Give me two loaves with thy hands, 
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Mujho zidfat de jimfe, ji.” 

« Bhia paka diti tujhe khich;’, sun sijan stjan meri; 

Tujhe jholke deta jimae.” 

“ Khichrt khichrt ky kahe? Khichr? bari bakhin ! 

Kab pakioget kab bhawand? kab jimke Narwargarh 
ko jata ? 

Apne hithoa kf do rotiii, sun, mirisan mert, 

Harir kA mela jimtilyo jt. 

Ser dhat ati chholia ka latye, jt : 

Sawa sawi sor ko do rot, ji. 

Chutka kalar ndn ka, pinch chir ghathe litye, jt. 

Chalo se nicho sarki dotye, jt.” 

Tukre torke mukh men pé lid Mirisi ke boto ne: 

Ghatha Ifa thi dabie, jt. 

Takri to mukh mea phil gii Mirist ko bete ke : 

Ghathe men se chhut gaf ‘inkh men chhint, jt! 


And let me cat them in safety.” 

“I will cook thee a dish of rice und pulse, O my love, 
my love: 

T will give thee food in plenty.” 

“Tice and milk, rice and milk, what sayost thou? Rice 
and milk is lofty fare ! 

When will it be cooked? when will it bo put in tho 
oven ? when shall I cat it and go to Narwargah ? 

A couple of loaves from thy own hands,hear, my wife, 

That aro ready, give me to eat. 

Bring two and a half scrs of pulse, 

And make me loavos of one and u quarter each. 

Sprinkle a little salt on them and bring one or two 
onions : 

And give mo a loaf from off the hearth.” 

Tho Minstrel broko off a piece and put it in his mouth, 

Mixing the onions with it. 

The broad swelled in the Minstrel’s mouth, 

And the onion spirted into lus eyes ! 


Vou, 1—87 
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Ghathe ka kband to pahile rond, ji, Thakur, Thakur meri! 
Palkén se chalta nir, jt. 

Jab mirisan bolti Mirief ke bete ko : 

“ Bhojan pive y& ro rab, sun sijan merd, ji?” 
“ Bhojan hi Bhagwan hai, sun mirdsau meri: 
Mojh ko laykon ka 4 gif daregh, jt. 

Kanda sonta lA de, sun mfrdsan merf : 

Sfkhe mirchia lie de, ji.” 

Devi Surasti mand lie Mirasi ke bete ne ; 
Awalda kar If yad, jt. 

Dharke ragia laga dit, jf, 

Bhang lie bande, jt. 

Aur daft patla pila pive tha, jf; 

Garba sfkha Ifa bunie, jf. 

Pinch char piyfld pita Mirist ki Jarka. 

“ Hukki taiji karke 1 do, mirisan mori: 








210 


215 


220 


To eat onions is to weepy* O my God, my God! 
The wator ran from his eyes. 

Thon said his wifo to tho Minstrel : 

“ Art eating or woeping, O my husband ?” 

“ Food is indeod God,t hear, my wife ; 

I was (sorrowful fur) the separation from my sons. 
Bring me pestle und mortar, hear, my wife: 

And bring me some dry pepper.” 

The Miustrcl called on Devi and Saraswati,} 
Thinking first of them. 

He began to pound. 

And prepared some bhang.§ 

Before he used to take it thin, 

Now he made it thick and strong. 

The Minstrel drank off four or five cups. (Suid he) : 
“Make ready my pipe, my wife, 





‘This is a proverb. t This is » proverb. 
e. 
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Mujhe kone mea khindra bichhé de, ji.” 

Haukke ki pinf amal charh gi Mirisi ke bete ko. 
Kone mea gi kath ho jt. 

Panchon siiton larke ko le chalf mirisan us ki: 
Chali bazar kf sair ko, jf. 

Ghomti ghimtt af halwat ke dikin ko. 

Sharff dhar di halwif ki bat, jt: 

“ Changt changt shirnii mujhe dilftye, jt.” 
Changi changt shirnta le Ife halwit ke larke se. 
Thoré thor larkoa ke hath men rakh dit, jf: 
Aur sab chit If dp, jt. 

Dusri pherf chalke dut! bhatifre ke dakin pe: 

“ Bhojan daft mujh ko de do, meri nagarf ki Bhatiari.” 
«Jo tere man bhilve le le, mert Mirisan.”” 
Asharfi rakh df us kt tandir par, jt; 

“Nan puldo mujhe de de kofta, merf Bhatiirt: 
Zarda pulio change change de de, jf.” 


And let me sleep in a corner on a mat.” 

As he smoked the pipe the Minstrel was overcome, 
And became insensible in the corner. 

His wife took her half-dozen sons ; 

And went for a walk in the market. 

Wandering about she came to a confectioner’s shop. 
She put down a gold piece in the confectioner’s shop, 
(Saying) : ‘Give me the best of sweetmeats.” 

The confectioner gave her the best of sweetmeats ; 

A few she gave into her children’s hands, 

And all the rest she ate up hersclf. 

Next sho came to an eating-house, (saying) : 

“ Give me of the best food, my Cook’s wife of tho town.”” 
‘Take to thy heart’s desire, my Minstrol’s wifo.” 

She put down a gold piece at the eating-house, (saying): 
“Give me bread and stew and roast, my Cook’s wife : 
Give me an excellent stew.” 
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240 Thor’ tho;f larkoa ke h&th men rakh dia, ji: 
Bakf sab chat Ii ap, jt. 
Ghmtt ghimt? chali gharitt ko jae, ji. 
Ranguli charkhé to fike dha lid, jf. 
Ghingat Jia nikal, ji. 
245 Lamba ghingat dilke dohri de sunie : 
“ Tord subfig sc maii randi rahda, ji. 
Katne katke kbAdi, jt: 
Apni lapkon ko tf sim le, ji” 
Hath nd dhoe, kulf ni kare, ji: 
250 = Mirisi man meni kare bichiir, j 
“ Pinchon siton la:koi ko rubi sim, ji; 
Ghar ko rahi thf sim, ji.” 
Rangala dutird khandoe se utar Ii Mirasi ke larke nc . 
Chala shahr ko jie, ji. 
255 “Rint Marwau ne mujhe bhej dit Narwargarh ko, 
Ds so ky danga jiwab, jt?” 





240 A little she gave into hor children’s hands, 

And all the remainder she ato up hersclf. 
Wandering along she returned home. 
She got out her painted spinning wheel, 
And she got out a veil, 

245 Putting on a long veil spake she (to her husband) 
“7 had rather be a widow than married to thee. 
Spinning will 1 support myself: 

And do thou support thy own sons.” 
He washed not his hands, he rinsed not bis mouth ; 

250 Tho Minstrel thouy)t in his heart : 

« Sho always supported the half-dozon sons : 
She always supported the houschold.” 
Tho Minstrel took his painted fiddle from off the pes 
And went to the city, (sayiug to himsvlf) . 
255 “* Princess Mirwan sent ae to Nawargarh, 
What shall 1 answer her now ?” 
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Apne sochtd Mirasi ke larke ka, 
Ap kahte kahe bit, ji: 
“Nicho kar Idi sirangt ki tir, jt : 
260 Niche giungi dwéz, jf.” 
Isirdh muthi kt tir charhi Ifo, jt ; 
Wahi pe pahunch! awiiz, ji. 
Jab man men sochtd Mirast ka larki ; 
Man mei soch bichir : 
2¢5 “Do mabind to baéniyoa mea guzir din, Thikur Prabha 
more | 
Do mahini guzir din Sayyidia ke. 
Maia do mabini guzir dau Shekhon mea, jt. 
Chhah mabiné batit kardu, sun, Thikurji mere 
Jo Rant Marwan pichhingt, Pingal kt hott, 
270 Us ee jaist kaisd ding jawib, ji.” 
Urd bazir mei ive Saiwalii Mirisi ki ; 
Woh to mire prem ki tir, ji. 


Thought the Minstrel to himsclf, 
Consulting with himself: 
“T will tuno my fiddle low, 
260 And I will sing with a low voico.” 
He strung a string of twelvo ells, 
And tunod his voice thereto. 
Then thought the Minstrel to himself, 
Thinking in his heart : 
265 “Two months will I spend with the merchants, O my 
God, my Lord! 
Two months will I spend with the Sayyids, 
And two months will I spend with the Shckhs. 
Six months will I sing, hear me, O my God, 
And when Princess Marwan, Pingal’s danghtcr, asks me 
questions 
1 will give hor a suitablo answer.” 
So Siiwalii tho Minstrel went into the crowded market, 
And he sang a song of love. 
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Charhf mahil par ke dekhtt Rint Marwan ; 
Kharf sukhiwan kesb, jf. 

275 Kan bulel bar gat Miriei bete ki: 
Par gaf kin bulel, jf. 
Apnf bindt ko bulikar band! se kari jawib : 
“Nau tar ki korard tf le dast ke bich, ji; 
Do chiir korari marke Miris{ ke bete ko. 

280 Tum ldo mahil ke bich, jf.” 
Nau tar kf korar& band! ne le Iie hith mea: 
Woh to jie Mirdst ke pis, j!: 
“Mahbilon Rant buliuti tujh ko, Mirist ke larke ! 
Tujhe Rant ne kar 188 yfd, jt!” 

285 Chupkd chupka age ho lid chali mahil ko jae, j!; 
Kartd Rant se jawahir, ji. 
“ Baven bith tere ky& pari, Mirisi ke larke ? 
Hath dahine kya pard, jt? 


Mounting her palace (roof) Princess Marwan was 
looking (about her), 
Standing drying her hair. 
275 The song of the Minstrel caught her ear ; 
His song caught her ear. 
She called her maid and said to her : 
“Take a whip of nine thongs in thy hand, 
And give the Minstrel three or four blows with it, 
280 And bring him into the palace.” 
The maid took a whip of nine thongs in her hand, 
And went to the Minstrel, (and said) : 
‘<The Princess calls thee within the palace, Minstrel! 
The Princess hath remembered thee !’” 
285 Silently and quietly he entered the palace 
‘And saluted the Princess. (Said she) : 
“ What lies at thy left hand, Minstrel ? 
‘What lies at thy right hand ? 
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Baven hath, Lal Khan lakrt pay, jt! 
290 Dahine hath sid, jf! 
Lal Khaa lakyt men pair de de, ji, 
Tere pinde par phirungt sir.” 
+ Lal Khan lakrt maid pair na df, Rani Marwan. 
Mero pinde par na sir.” 
295 “ Main to janfi tha Adht tiaht pahunch gia, jt. 
TA ne merf jifrf ko lay daregh, ji!” 
Bole Mirisi, “ Dastavez mujhe likha de, jt. 
Main to Dhol ding’ dikhao, jt.” 
Kora si kighaz manga 114, jf : 
800 Baith chanbére ke chhida mei, jf, 
Likh di dastivez, jt. 
Dastavez. 
“ Charhtd joban yin charhé, jin Siifin kf lor: 





At thy left hand lie the stocks !* 
290 At thy right hand a whip! 
I will put thy feet into the stocks, 
And flourish the whip over thy body.” 
«1 will not let my feet into the stocks, Princess Mirwan, 
Nor tho whip upon my body.” 
295 “I thought that thou hadst reached a half or a third of 
tho way. 
‘Thou hast brought sorrow into my life !”” 
Said the Minstrel, “‘ Write me a letter, 
That I may show it to Dhol.” 
She sent for fair paper, 
300 And sitting in the shade of the balcony; 
She wrote a letter. 
Tetter. 
“My youth was flourishing as flourish the clouds in 
July.t 2 
The stocks in India are always called “Lal Khin's rods.” I do 
not know why. “s 
+ The wettest month of the rains in India. 
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Charhta joban main to ghera, jf gherd mili bigh. 
Dhulta joban meri yiii, jOi bal ka rit. 

Angan sikhe bajri, sun, Raj Dhold : 

Bhd mea sikhe jawar, jt. 

Rént sikhe pid ke Dhola sajan kt nfr! 

Awb pakke, ras chi gat, chisanwile dar! 

SQkhi geht kurh gal, sili batoro dn | 

Chhin purinf ho gal, khurkan ligo bis, 

Hath na dho, kuli na kari, tere ghar men zit kuzit : 
Pot ghard, sir dilar, singar toran jaen ! 

Nau tink ki padmant Itiniji Marwan : 

‘Tolt philin de bhar! 

Pati patli kamni maia Marwan, 

Ehita hit chindn, jt!” 


Blooming youth encumpnssed me as a garden encom- 
passcth the gardener. 

Now my yvuth is declining as a wall of sand. 

The millet is drying up in the yard ; hear, Raja Dhol, 

‘The millet is drying up in the earth, 

The Princess is pining for her love, the wife of Dhol 
her husband ! 

The mango is ripe, its juice drips and tho gutherer is 
far ! 

The wheat has ripened, como and take the gleanings ! 

Tho thatch 1« growing old, tho bumboos creak. 

She washeth not her hands, she rinsoth not her mouth, 
that low woman in thy house : 

Bolly like a pitcher, heud like a basket, sho gathereth 
strange fruit! 

(But) a peorless beauty is Princess Marwan, 

Weighed beside flowers ! 

A slim and slender maid wm 1, thy Marwan, 

Eating but two and a half (grains of) rice!” 
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Marwan ne pitt likhi, “ Sijan sajan meri! * 

Woh to do de Mirist ke hath, jf. 

Agari Agirt kar lia Séawalia Mirist ka; 
$20 Chali shabr se jte, ji. 

Chal baghod men Guta Sdiwalid Mirdst ka. 
Woh to chala chala jie, jt; 
Age to mil gat Rewd Malt ki. 
Stun ko bich&rdi Sdawalid Mtrist ka. 
325 Sir par khirf rakh dit Malt kt larki: 

Khirt mes pa rahf tarkért. 

Asi us ko lag rabi, jt. 

Bharf abkonf mil gat Rew) Mall ki. 

“ Jekar Rewa mil gai mujh ko Mali ki, 
330 Maid lata Dhol ko sith, jt!” 

Agart Agari jaisd dutd Sdiwalid Mirdst ka; 


Marwan wrote the letter, (saying), “O my love, my 
love !” 
She gave it into tho Minstrel’s hands, 
And sent Siiwalid, the Minstrel, forward on his road ; 
820 Going (back herself) from the city. 
Siuwali, the Minstrel, went into the garden. 
Going on the road 
He met Rewi, the Gardener’s daughter.* 
And Sfawalii, the Minstrel, bethought him of the omen. 
325 The Gardener’s daughter had hor basket on hor head, 
And the basket was full of garden fruits. 
‘Then had bo hope. 
Rewa, the Gardener’s daughter, was (also) prognant. 
(Said he) ;  Sinco I have met with Rowa, the Gardener's 
daughter, 
330 I will bring Dhol with mo !” 
As Shawalid, the Minstrel, was going onwards, 


© The bard is he jpating in the confusing way common to his 
clase, Rowd was the chicfot Mirwan's muids. ‘See below linc 1043. 
VOL. 11.—88 
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Agari to ghorewila mil gié ghore ka sawir: 
Woh to dol le raha sith, ji. 

“Thikar, mujh ko ghorewala mil gia, jt: 
Maia to lan Dhol ko sith, jf.” 


Majiloa majiloa chal par& Séiiwalid Mirdst ka; 
Narwargarh ko jite, jf. 

Sawé sau kos pakke par & gia Ave chaukt ke pas, jf. 
Bole chaukidir ; kyi kahe? ‘Sun, réste ké musAfir, 
Kahai se fyi? kahfn ko chald? Sun, rasto kA musifir.” 
“ Pingalgarh se 4 gi, sun, chauki ke sipiht: 

Maiti Narwargarh ko jAdu, jt. 

Siiwalid meri nim hai, sun chauki ke sipibi.” 

Bolo sipaht, “tujhe ky& kubti? Stn, SAiwalia Mirist : 
Hamiri nagari mea na baro, sun, Siiwalid Didht ke, 


Ho met in the way a horseman on a horse, 

Taking a bride’s palanqam with him. 

(Said he) : “ O God, since I have mot a horseman (thus), 
I will bring Dhol with me !”” 


Stage by stage Siiwalia, the Minstrol, went on, 

Aud went to Narwargarh. 

Going 125 hos on the metalled road* he came to a 
guard. 

Said the guard; what said he ? “ Hoar, travellor on 
tho road, 

Whence comest thou ? Whither goost ? Hear, traveller 
on the road.” 

“ T am come from Pingalgarh, hear, keeper of the guard, 

And I go to Narwargarh. 

Sanwalid is my name, hear, keeper of the guard.” 

Said the guard, «‘ What shall I tell thee ? Hoar, thou 
Minstrel Saiwalia : 

Enter not into our city; hoar, thou Minstrel Siawalia, 





© Observe this very moder expression. 
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Nagar mes na bartye mil, jf.” 

Devi Sird& mand lie Saawalid Miras? ne : 

Is ne abla kar Ii sar, ji. 

Dharke ragri laga did Seawalid Mirist no; 
350. Sdkhé did banie, ji. 

“ Mardaa ke, piyild pt lo, jf: 

Thort thort chuskart le lo, jt.’”” 

Woh sipiht labar gote riste ke basnewile : 

Bhar bhar piyAla pilé die Saawalid Dadhi ne. 
355 Charas ka sulfa pild did Sdawalid Dadhi no. 

Sulfa ki pind amal ho gid sipdht ko: 

Nashe meh ho gae chor, ji. 

Chhatt pe pair rakhke lakh gid Sinwalid Didhi ne, 

Narwargarh ke maa, jf. 
360 Narwargarh mea bar gid Sdawalid Didhi ki. 

Saaj pari, din dhul gil, dhan ka laga bhir, ji. 


Go not into the city at all 1” 
Sawalia, the Minstrel, called on Devi and Sardi : 
This did he first. 
Then ground he (the bhang), did Saawalid, the Minstrel. 
350 And he made it thick (and said) : 
“ My braves, drink a cup: 
Take each a little sip.” 
The guard were stout swaggorers on the high road, 
And Siawalit, the Minstrel, gavo them a full cup each. 
355 Sdnwalid, the Minstrel, gave thom cach a cup of bhang. 
Drinking of the cup overcame the guard, 
And they were shamefully drunk. 
Putting his feet on their breasts Saawalid, the Minstrel, 
went on 
Into Narwargarh. 
360 SAawalid, the Minstrel, entered Narwargarh. 
It was evening as the dsy declined and the cattle began 
to collect, 
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Chalke Siryi Kumbirf ke bar men a gia, jf. 

« Aj kf rain bisrim de, nagar kt ri Kumhiri: 

Bhulke ko dere kanch, jf.” 

“ Par j gadhAa ki dahlez men, tert wart jawAn, mushfir.” 
Asirh Jeth ke sam@a hot. “Meri nagar kit Kumbirt, 
Tale se bhars& mire, mere Thakurjt ; 

Upar se khiegi kharst, jt. 

Chang! jaga bata de, nagar ki Kumhart.” 

“ Charh ji is pursal par, wart jawia, musAfir.” 

Charh gid pursdl par Stiwalid Dadi ka : 

Sahth sinj raha so, ji. 

Adhi r&t garhtdl baji Raji Dhol kt ; 

Chal bihir jangal ke shikar, jf. 

Rangali dutird sanwarté Siuwal 
Bole Mirisi; kyi kahe ? 





Dadht ka. 
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And going on he came to the door of Sirya, the Potter's 
wife, (and said): » 

“ Givo me a night’s rest, O Potter’s wife of the city, 

In the morning I make a march.” 

“Lio down in the asses’ stall, I am thy sacrifice, O 
wayfarer.” 

It was the season of May and June* (and he said) : “ My 
Potter’s wife of the city, 

The smell arises from beneath, by my God ! 

And the heat destroys me from above, 

Show me some bettor place, O Potter’s wife of the city.” 

“Come up these stairs, I am thy sacrifice, O way- 
farer.” 

Shawalid, the Minstrel, went up the stairs, 

And slept (there) the early evoning. 

At midnight were sounded the gongs of Raja Dhol, 

As he went without for sport in the forests. 

Sanwalia, the Minstrel, took out his painted fiddle. 

Bang the Minstrel : what sang he ? 





© The hottest time of the year. 
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Régni. 
“Sun Govind, Govind mera! 
Is Marwan ne pati likhf, sun, Nal Raja ke Dhol, 
Baith chaubire kt chbata, jt. 
$80. Ansd gerf mor si, dhar mashtek par hath : 
«Awan Awan kar raha ld die barah mis!’ 
Chhin purfni ho gal, khurkan lige bits! 
Ky‘ tere kighaz gal gae? kya siyAht kf fichh ? 
Rant ko bharosé tere nim ka, tere nim kf ot ! 
385 Marwan miran jog, kitan jog karir: 
Bayaa chart jog haiti, pabine jog sarir ! 
Angan sikhe bijri: bhiti sikhe jawir! 
Rant sikhe pif ke, Dhol sijan ki nfr! 
Hath n& dhoe, kulf na kari, jf, 





Song. 

“Hear mo, O my God, my God ! 

Marwan hath written a letter, hear me, Dhol, son of RAja 
Nal, 

Sitting in tho shade of the balcony. 

380 The peacock-formed shod tears and put her hand to her 

head (saying) : 

‘He both been twelve months in coming, coming !’ 

Tho thatch hath waxed old, and bamboos are cracking ! 

Hath thy paper rotted ? Hast thon lack of ink ? 

The Princess hath faith in thee, hath confidenco in thy 
name. 

385 Marwan is losing her beauty, suffering as the acacia.* 

Her bracelets become her arms, her body becomes the 
keeper ! 

The millet is drying up in the yard, the millet is drying 
up in the earth ! 

The Princess pineth for her lovo, the wife of Dhol her 
‘husband ! 

She washeth not her hands, she rinseth not her mouth, 


oe his particular tree grows in the deserts only, as a rule. See line 
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Ghar men zit kuzit! 
Mot! pfnf, zing bal, silgar toran jain!” 


Itn! bat jab sun le Rant Sammtji Kachhwahi, 

Dil mea soch bichire, jf : 

“ Jis Mirdst ki sifat sunoa tht, 

Prabhi, Prabha mera, jt! 

Woh to & git nagar ke mia, jt!” 

Zandna bhes utirtt Sammijt Kachhwiht, 

Kar lif mardant bhes, jf. 

Nau tfr k& korara lia hith ke bich : 

Chal Sirya Kumhfirt ko Avo, jt. 

“Rat ke chor batd de, jis no ritoi ko piyd khardt : 
Kinch kt s@lf de dang, jt! 

Raton payA kharit Raji Dhol ke Ankh na lage, ji!” 
“Sanj ko wakt majh ko yeh to namdud dokhe tha, jt. 


‘That low woman in thy house ! 
Stout of belly, fat of thigh, the gathorer of wild fruit ” 


When Queen Sammi the Kachhwihi heard theso words, 

She thought in her heart : 

“ The Minstrel whose praises I had heard, 

O my God, my God! 

Hath como into the city !” 

Sammi, the Kachhwiha, pnt off her women’s clothes, 

And put on men’s clothes. 

She took a whip of nine thongs in her hand. 

And went to Siryi, the Potter’s wife, (and said) : 

“That thief of the night, who made a noise in the night, 

I will have him hanged (at once) ! 

Owing to the noise in the night R&jt Dhol never closed 
his eyes!” 

(Said the Potter’s wife) ; “In the evening he seemed to 
me to be quiet enough. 
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Charh ja us pursdl par nagar dalfcha* lind dekh 
Kan bichke par rahi Miris! ka, jf.” 

Woh to sipibi dpar charh git, jt: 

Thokar mirke uth& dia sote musifir ko. 

“ Raton tQ ne shor machiya, musdfir chitra, jt: 
Baja Dhol ke ankh na lage, ji. 

Kinch kt silt tayyar kare, musifir chitri, jt: 
TA to ho le mere sath, ji.” 

« Aisi taist mea gat Marwan, ji, 

Upar se gay& Raja Dhol, jt! 

Mert jin baché le, sipabf sijan, jf: 

Maujh ko denf chhor, jf.” 

Jab sipahi bolt, “tQ sun, musifir, bit, j1, 
Mujhe ginth-gird dikhi do, musifir ji: 

Majho pais dhela deni, de, jt.” 

Do asharfi nikiltd Mirdst, ji ; 

Woh de die siptht ko, jf. 





405 


410 


420 
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Go up the ladder and tako a look over the city lanes, 
And see where the Minstrel is squatting.” 

Tho (sham) soldier went up 

And kicked up tho sleoping travoller, (and said) : 

“ Thou didst make a noiso in tho night, my fine traveller, 
And Raja Dhol never closed his cyes. 

Ho is getting ready a halter (for thec), my fine travellor : 
Follow thou mo.” 

(Suid tho Minstrol) : “ Perdition fall on Princess Marwan, 
And after her on Raja Dhol! 

Save thou my life, friendly soldier, 

And let me go.” 

Then said the (sham) soldier, “ Traveller, hear my words, 
Show me thy pocket : 

And thou must give me some cash.” 

The Minstrel took out two gold piecos 

And gave them to the (sham) soldier. 


© For galtchd, 
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Do asharfi Je leA musifir se, ji, 
Di darwazA se nikal, ji. 
Bole sipahf, “ musifir, ji, 
425 Tf sun bhit binti, ji, 
Yehia se tt bhig ja, jt: 
Pichh& phirke mat dekhné, mere sijan, jf.” 


Agart agirt chal pari Mirds? : 
Devi li thi manae, jt. 
430 “Mere chitri, mero siijan ho, ji : 
Rangala dutiré utarta, mero chitrd, ji.” 
Woh to Rangali dutara bajie, jt: 
« Ay’ tha asa karke is nagar men, jt; 
Ab chal@ nirisf ho, ji!” 
435 Raji Dhol chal Avo tha, ji. 
Us ki Awaz Dhol ne sun ji, jt. 
« Jaunsi bit ti to gata ave thi, ji, 
me 
Taking two gold pieces from the traveller 
Tie put him out of the gate. 
Said the (sham) soldier, “‘ Traveller, 
425 Hear thon my words. 
Run thou away from here, 
Without even locking back, my friend.” 


The Minstrol went onwards, 
And invoked Devi. 

430 (Said she) :* ‘ My wise one, my beloved ono, 
Take out the painted fiddle, my wise one.” 
He played on his painted fiddle, (and sang) : 
“« With hope came I into this city, 
Without hope do I leave it !” 

435 Raja Dhol was passing 
And he heard his song. (Said he): 
« What thou wast singing on thy way 


* i.e., the Goddess. 
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Wahi mojhe gike sun de, jt. 
Tujhe part ky& pari, mere chitra, ji?” 
440 “ Ghorewilé, tujhe apne kém se kim, jf.” 
“Ter dohra mere man basi, mujhe dohra detye snnte, 
+? 
be ay thi def karke is nagar mia, jt: 
Chala mai nirds& ho, ji.” 
Bahfn pakarke pichhe bithié Ifa, ab chald mahil ko jhe, jt. 
445 Dekh Mirdst ko Rani man med sochi, ji. 
Ghora bandh Raja gurstl mex chal mahil ko jie : 
Chali mahil ko ave: chala mahil ko jie, ji. 
Bole Rajé Dhol, “ Mert Rani, jt, 
Is ko palang den bichhie, ji. 
450 Change bhojan jima deiyo, meri Rani ho. 
Is ko khfb karwdo ashnin, ji.” 
Sunke Rani ne palang toshak If bichhile, ji : 


Do thou sing to me. 
Why sing for another, my wise oue ?” 
440 “Horseman, mind thine own affairs.” 
“Thy song hath sunk into my heart, do thou sing to 
me.” 
“ With hope came I into this city, 
Without hope do I leave it !” 
(The horseman) seized him by the arm, sat him behind 
him and took him to the palace. 
445 Seeing the Minstrel the Queen thought in her heart. 
‘The Raja fastened the horse in the stable and went into 
the palace : 
Went into the palace : went into the palace. 
Said Rajé Dhol : “ My Queen, 
Make a bed for him ; 
450 And give him good fare, my Queen, 
And bathe him well.” 
Hearing this the Queen prepared = bed, 


vOL. 1.—39 
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Chandan chanki bichha die, ji: 

Dahf phulel mangay’ ho, ji. 

Ang mal mal nabiaté woh Mirist ; 

Le Allah ké nam, jf. 

Rant Marwan kt posbak thf, jf, 

Woh to pahinf Mirist ne, ji. 

Dhit cer td chhole ké Rani ne gunddr lia : 

Sawé saw ser ki do rot! pakwai, jf. 

Chutka dhar kelar nfn ki, do ghathe pyaz ke, jf: 
Chauke ke niche khasks dia, ji. 

Rant ne Mirist se karo jawab, ji: 

« Bhojan Mada to jim Je, ji.” 

Torke tukri mukh mea payd, jf. 

Mokh mea gif phil, ji: ghathe ki par gat chhfnt, jt. 
Ghath& khind roni: palkon se bahe nfr, jf. 

Samm! Kachhwib! bolt, “ Bhojan pave ky(n rove hai, ji? 





‘And placed a sandal-wood stool, 

And sent for curds and cosmetics. 

The Minstrel anointed his body and bathed. 

And called on God !* 

‘The robes that were Princess Mirwan's 

The Minstrel put on. 

The Quoen kneaded two and a half sere of flour 

And made loaves of one and a quarter sers each. 

She sprinkled salt over them and put in two onions, 

And took them out of the hearth. 

Said the Queen to the Minstrel : 

“I bring the food, eat it.” 

He broke a piece and put it into his mouth. 

It swelled in his month and the onion spirted. 

To eat onions is to weep: the tears flowed from his eyes. 

Said Sammt the Kachhwihi, “Having got thy food 
why weepest ? 


a a Se ee 
© He is described as » Hind@ up to this, and now we have Allah for 


God! 
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Man ke bhed bata de, jf!” 

Miriei kA bet bole, “ Rant, ji, 

Bhojan hi Bhagwan hai, meri Rant, ji. 

Bhojan ko nahtia rota, sun, jf chitré meri. 

Main to roté Marwan ke bhig ko, jt. 

Sangaldip ki padmanf meri Rai, tolt philéa ki bhar, ji. 
Patlf pati! kimnf kbdve dhit chinwal, jf. 

Barth Khia ka Raja Dhol hai, pake bardh khiin. 

Maia barah khan kf sifat sunon tha, dekbf ik hi khin. 
Rani Marwan se nf jim4 jae, ThAkur, Thikor meri: 
Yeh to bhojan Ave jima na je, jt!” 

Panch chér tukre torté Mirdst ka, 

Khesh men Iie pie, ji. 

Khaskhas ke bangalé men fut woh to chitra, j! : 





Tell me the secrets of thy heart!” 

Said the Minstrel, ‘‘O Queen, 

Food is indeed God,* my Queen. 

I weep not over my food ; hear, my wise lady, 

I weep for Marwan’s fate. 

My Princess, the beauty of Sangaldip is weighed 
against flowers. 

A slim and slender maiden she, eating two and a half 
(grains of) rice. 

Raja Dhol, (the Lord) of twelve Lords, is eating twelve 
(kinds of) food. 

I heard the praises of these twelve kinds of food, and I 
see but one. 

Princess Marwan will never eat this, my God, my God: 

She will never eat this food !” 

The Minstrel broke off four or five pieces, 

And put them into his dress. 

The wise one went into the thatched house, 


—————— 


® See above line 210. 
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Raja se jakar kare jawahir, ji: 
Gode se godA mila dia, jf. 
485 Khesh men hith pé lid Mirasi : 
Woh tukre kidhke Raja ke simbne rakh die, jt: 
“ Sdtak kt padmant Rant Marwan, ji: 
Woh to tole phili ki bhar, jf. 
Patlt patlf Rant Marwan merf chatar ho: 
490 Woh khfvo dha! chinwal, ji. 
Barth Khaa ka Raja Dhol tha, jf; 
Pakke birth khin, jf. 
Main to sifat sunon thi, ji: 
Maia to dekh ik hi khan, jf! 
495 Yeh bhojan Rani Marwan se, ji: 
Us se jimé na jie, jt!” 
Dastivez de dic Miriai ke larke ne. 
Dastdvez dekhke sarsar binchti, jf. 
Ho dilgir mahiloa ko chal pari, jf. 





And saluted the Raja, 

And sat down beside him, 
485 The Minstrel put his hand into his dress 

And taking out the pieces laid thom bofore the Riji, 

(and said) : 

“ Princess Mirwan is a peerless beauty, 

Weighed against flowers. 

A slim and slender (maid) is my wise Princess Marwan, 
490 Eating but two and a half (grains of) rice. 

‘Raja Dhol (is Lord) of twelve Lords, 

And eats twelve kinds of food. 

I heard their praises, 

Bat I see only one! 
495 This food the Princess Marwan 

Will never eat !”” 

The Minstrel gave him the letter. 

He read the letter rapidly 

And being sorrowful he went into the palace. 
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Ave mahil ke maa, ji: 

Ake palang par let, ji: raha palang par lot, ji. 
Sammi Kachhwaht bolti, “ Sun Raja Dhol, ji, 
Boltaé kyfa nabia hai, ji ? 

Kyda ta dt hai pfth, ji ? 

Kyfa nashtar khode bhint, jt ? 

Kaunst Rant tere chit bast ? Kauns! df utér, ji ?” 
“Na maia deti pirhi, mert Rani ho : 

‘Na mai’ nashtar khod, ji. 

Rant Marwan chit basi, Sammi di basir, ji.” 
Boli Sammi: kyi kahe ? “ Mere Raja chitri ho, 
Kuea mei kankar dahi, rang mei dahi majit, ji! 
Sej charbi balam dahi, mere chitri ho ; 

De de sove pith, ji.” 

Bole Dhol Rij, “ Sun, Rani meri, 


He went into the palace, 

And laid him on his bed; laid him on his bed. 

Said Samm, the Kachhwihi, “ Hear, Raji Dhol, 

Why speakest not ? 

Why turnest thy back on me ? 

Why makest scratches with thy nails ?* 

‘What lady hath entered thy hoart? Whom dost thou 
discharge ?” 

“Tam not turning my back on thee, my Queen, 

And I am not scratching with my nails. 

Princess Marwan hath entered my heart and Sammi do 
1 discharge.” 

Said Sammt: what said she? ‘‘My wise Raja, 

Stones are thrown into the well and madder into the 
paint. . 

Thon dost enjoy thy bed, O my wise (husband), 

Turn thy back and sleep.” 

Said Raja Dhol, “ Hear, my Queen, 





* To lie on an old bed and scratch the ground with the nails is a 
common Panjabi way of showing great sorrow. 
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Hath nf dhoe, kuli nA kari, meri Sammiji Kachhwihi ! 
Mere ghar men hai zat kuzit! 

Moti pinf tere zing par, Sammi, hai, Kacbhwihi : 
Tere tak mandheri ho jae, ji ! 

Nau ting ki padmani woh to Rani haigi Marwan :« 
Tole phalin ke bhar, ji. 

Patli pati! kimni khive dhai chinwal, ji. 

(Lambi badhi kyé hove ? Lambi badhi khajar, ji: 
Charhe jo meve chikh le, gir jte chikné-chir: 
Panchhi chhifa na baith!, phal lagte bain dir.) 
Pet garha, sir dil,i, meri sajan ho! 

Sagar toran jéen, jf!” 

Bari fajar pabra nar ki, ji: 

Chal hithioa pe ive, jt. 


Thou dost not wash thy hands, norrinse thy mouth, my 
Sammi, thou Kachperihd ! 

My wife is a low woman! 

Fat is thy belly above thy thighs, O Samm, thou 
Kachhwaha. 

And thy stature is short! 

Princess Mirwan is a peerless beauty, 

Weighed against flowers. 

A slim and slender maid, cating two and a hulf grains of 
Tice. 

(What is a tall thing? A tall thing is the date palm: 

Who climbs will eat the fruit, who falls will become as 
dust. 

Birds sit not in its shade, and its fruit is up on high.]* 

Thy belly is a pitcher, thy head a basket, my dear! 

Thon gatherest strange fruit !’” 


It was early morn at the hour of dawn, 
When (Rajé Dhol) went to his elephants. 


© This is evidently some well-known saying. It has no connection 
with the text and is in a different metre. 
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Sat Jug sach& pard birt di, mere Thakur, jt! 

580 Tan man karen jawab, ji. 

“Tin sau sith kos se Pingal ke beti Marwan: 

Mujhe Rant milan kA jog, jf.” 

Hath! the Balkh Bukhbire ke khare ritab khiven. 

Dhold dhant amie, “ Mujhe Rant milan ka jog.” 

585 “‘Kas-kas bandho ambériia, RAjé DholA, jt. 
Math band! sindhdr ke, Raja ke Dhol. 
Garh kot denge tor, ji.” 
Bole Dhol, “Tom ky& kaho, hithfoi ke mabiato? 
Langar bere in ke kat do, jf: 

540 Babir khokre bajio bitis, jt: 
Tavele se un ko kidh do, jf. 
In mera kabnd na mini, jt.” 






It was in the days of the Golden Age, my God, 
580 When body and soul could speak. 
(Said be to them), ‘‘ Marwan Pingal’s daughter is 360 
kos hence, 
Take me to the Princess.” 
Tho elephants were of Balkh and Bukhira* and were 
eating their food. 
Said the comely Dhol, ‘I long to meet the Princess.” 
535 (Said their driver) : ‘‘ Put on the saddles, O Raji Dhol, 
And the vermilion spot on their foreheads, Rajé Dhol. 
And wo will break down thy forts.”+ 
Said Dhol, “ What are ye saying? O drivers of the ele- 
phanta, 
Take off their chains and fetters 
540 And sounding hollow bamboos behind them, 
Turn them ont of the stable. 
They have not obeyed my words.” 
of 
do nat sake th aoe Pcs, nn Ttmalle Elephants, of course, 
t ie, they refused to go. 
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Disrf pherf phirke Auta Nal Raja kt bet : 

Woh five karhini ke pas, jf. 

“ Araz suno merf bint!, bhif karbé piydro, 

Tum khart rit kbéen, jt. 

Pingalgarh men Rant Marwan Raja Pingal ki betis, 
Mujhe Rant milan ka jog, jt. 

Tin sau sath kos base Rani Marwan : 

Mujhe Rant do milde, ji.” 

Bole karhi, “ Tujhe ky& kahen Nal Raji ke Dholi ? 
Kas-kas band lo pitalis, ji. 

Salita do lade, ji. 

Gin gin de do mubarifié chaleage sire tin kos, jf.” 
“ Mort yakki tum kadh lo, dinton ke sarwnoa : 

In ke baji do kokhre bias: 

Thin se babir in ko kédh do, jt.” 

Ho dilgtr chalke dwandd Raji Nal ki beta : 


Next the son of Raji Nal 

Came to the camels. 

“Hear my prayer, my beloved camels, 

Ye spond an easy time. 

In Pingalgarh is Princess Mirwan, daughter of Raji 
Pingal; 

I long to meet the Princess. 

Princess Marwan dwolls 360 kos hence ; 

Take me to the Princess.” 

Said the camels, “What shall we say to thee, Dhol, 
thou son of Nal? 

Fasten on our seddles, 

And put on the saddle-cloths : 

Give us two cakes each and we will go 3} kos.” 

« O camel-riders, take off their headstalls, 

And beat hollow bamboos at them 

And tarn them out of the paddock.” 

Sorrowfully the son of R&jé Nal went on, 
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Raste mea ‘karbA karha tha Marwan ke ghar ka. 
560 Raja se kare jawab, jf: 
“Ghingrd kyfn Ife hain hath, ji? 
Kyaa It hathon 1aj jt ?” 
« Kis gal bandhOa ghngrd, meri Bhabdlf karha ? 
Kis gal bandbda laj, ji?” 
565 “ Mere gal bindho ghingrd, ji: 
Mere gal béndho 14j, jt.” 
“Tin tangoa ka pOngra kydukar pahunchia jae P” 
“Tin tingin mat janiye charon defi mile |” 
Bole Dhol, “ Sun, Bhabdlf karhd, ji, 
570 Nishant patté mujhe like de dikhie, ji.” 
“ Pahild pahra rain ka maia Pingalgarh ki kerda sair: 
DAja pahr& rain ka char In ndgar-bel, jf: 





And on the road was a camel belonging to Princess 
~Mirwan, 
560 That spake to Raja (Dhol) : 
“Why hast bells in thy hand ? 
Why hast thou a string ?” 
“On whose neck shall I bind the bells, my camel 
Bhabalf ? 
On whose neck shall I bind the string ?” 
565 “ Bind the bells on my neck, 
And bind the string on me.” 
“ But how can I reach her on one that is lame on three 
legs 
“Hold them not to be three legs, they are as good as 
four !” 
Said Dhol, “ Hear, thou camel Bhabili, 
570 Go and bring me the proofs of her.” 
(Said the camel), “ ‘In the ieee watch of the night 
I wander over 
In the second watch of the ‘night I will graze on the 
betel bed : 
vou 11.—@ 
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‘TH8 pabrd rain kA p? 10 sarwar ofr, j!: 
Chouth& pabré rain ki kar Itt Narwargarh ki sair.’” 
-Bole Dhol, ‘* Bhabili karha, ji, 

Mujhe nisbini patt& de Ide, ji.”” 

Sunke Raja ki bat ko karhi kare jawtb : 

“ Bandh kajiwe tindi lad do, ji: 

Bandh kajawe tindi lad de, andbé dia bithée. 
Pabila pabra rain ki Pingalgarb kar Ji sair: 
DAja pahra rain ki baghon char li nigar-bel. 
Bole karh, “ Sun, bhai andhe hifiz, 

Ta sft le nigar-bel, ji: 

Sit kajiwe pir le, bhii andhe hafiz.” 

TijA pabra rain kA pi lid sarwar nir, ji. 


In the third watch of the night I will drink of the lake: 

In the fourth watch dP the night I will wander over 
Narwargarh.” 

Said Dhol, “Bhabdlf, thou camel, 

Bring me the proofs of her.” 

Hearing tho words of the Raja, said tho camol : 

“« Fasten on the boxes, load up tho pots.”* 

He fastened on the boxes and loaded up the pots and 
sat a blind man (on the camel’s back). 

Tn tho first watch of the night (the camel) wandered over 
Pingalgarh : 

In the second watch of tho nighthe grazed on the betel 
bed. 

Said the camel, “ Hear, friend blind-man, 

Take slips of the betel plant : 

Fill the boxes with slips of the betel plant, friend blind- 

” 


585 In the third watch of the night he drank of the lake. 





© i.¢., for the betel and the water he would bring to prove he 
had bece to Bingelgaeh bia 
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Dharke ghotA lagt did, us ko kudrat die dilhte, ji. 

Jab hafiz se samjhauta woh Bhab@ili karha: 

“ Tujhe kuadrat di dikhie! Dikhdy& Pingal ka des!” 

Bole hifiz, kya kahe ? “ Ta ne majhe raton kia khardb ! 
590 » Ulte-pulte ghotd marke tindaa le par, ji!” 

Hafiz waise andbA ho gid, chitar ji ! 

Chautha pabra rain ki, Thakur Thakur meri, 

A gid Nurwargarh ke mia, ji. 


Bari fajar pabré nr ki Rajé aya karha ke pis: 
595 Man apne mon sochtd Raja Nal ki Dhol. 

Jahia karhe ko chhor gif tha, dekha us hf thaur. 

Chalke karha pis wanda Raja ka beta ; 


He dipped into the water and showed his (miraculons) 
power, 

Then said Bhabdli the camel to the blind man. 

“1 show thee my power and show thee the land of 
Pingal !”* 

Said the blind man; what said he? “Thou hast spoilt 
my night! 

590 Dipping into the water thou hast filled the pots!” 

Tho blind man at onco went as blind as before, my 
friend.t 

In the fourth watch of the night, my God, my God, 

He came to Nurwargarh. 


In the early morn at the hour of dawn came Rijd 
(Dhol) to the camel, 
595 Thinking in his heart was Dhol tho son of Nal, 
He went to see the place where the camol had been 
fastened. 
The Raja (Dhol) went up to the camel ; 
® Reforen re rg 
weit anranae to the common empersition: thet a dip tm esarsd water 
t For his ingratitude. 
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Ave kara ke pis, ji. 

“ Nishdni patté dikhie de, mere Bhab@li karha ; 
600 Mujhe patta nishini de dikhie !” 

Bole Bhabdl! karha, “ Sun, Rajé, meri bat, 

Hitfiz andhe ko le pichh, ji.” 

Bole hifiz, “ is ne kié mujhe raton ko kharib, 

Is Bhabfilt karha ne, jt.” 
605 Baith nishini Raja ko dikhautd Bhabal! karha. 

Négar-bel dekh If Raji DholA ne, aur dekh Ita nfr 

Bole Raj Dhol, karha se kare jawib : 

“ Narwargarh se Pingalgarh ki tayyfrt kar Jo, jt.” 

Bole karh&, kya kshe, ji? “ Sun, Raja Nal ke bete, 
610 Merf sun le ta bit, jf; 

Hira thakd maim a gia, )!, sun Raja Dhol, 

Mera hir detyo utar, ji. 

Apna ilaj main ap bata dfn, ji. 


‘Went up to the camel (und said) : 
“ Show me the proofs, Bhabilt, my camel, 
600 Show mo the proofs !” 
Said Bhabdili the camel, “ Raji, hear my words 
Ask the blind man.” 
Said the blind man, “ he spoilt my night, 
Did this camel Bhabdli.” 
605 Bhabili the cumel sat down aud showed the Rajé the 
proofs 
Raji Dhol saw the betel plants and be saw the water. 
Spake Rijyi Dhol to the camel : 
“Get ready (to go) to Pingalgarh from Narwargarb.” 
Said the camel, what said he? ‘Hear, son of Bij 
Nal, 
610 Hear my words, 
Sore and tired huve 1 come, hear ma, Raji Dhol. 
Take off my hulter. 
T tell the way to cure me myself. 
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Hald! didi majhe pila diye, kbind de de ghol. 
615 Sarwar til men nhalé defyo mujhe, Nal Raji kA bete: 
Mojhe nhala detyo pandrah din, jf. 
Sacht motfon kf jhfl bane, jf, mere ohitra, jt. 
Mort yakké banwatye, ji, mere sdjan, jt.” 
Karhé ki bandit bana die, ji: 
620 Kar die solah singifr, ji. 

Hire pane sakht pinchhar ke lage, ji: 

(Lalon jart kumén, jf.] 

Ddh pilé de, khilaven chisni, jt. 

Karba ritab khie, jf. 
625 Rani Samot par khabar haf, mere chitra: 

« Karha kt hat tayyarf, jf. 

Raja jvega Pingal des, ji.” 

Battis abran sfirtt woh to Sammiji Kachhwihi: 

Laga die solih singar, jt. 





Give me tarmeric and milk mixed with sugar: 
615 And bathe me in the lake, thou son of Raji Nal. 
Bathe me for fifteen days. 
Make me a cloth of real pearls, my wise one, 
And a strong head-stall, my friend.” 
He made the camel’s clothing 
620 And he covered him with the 16 ornaments.* 
He set diamonds and gems on his crupper. 
[And the bow was set with jewels].+ 
He gave him milk and the finest bread, 
And the camel ate his food. 
625 Qucen Samm! had news, my wise one, 
That the camel was being got ready, 
For the Haji to go to Pings! land. 
Samnt, the Kachhwihi, decked herself in the 32 kinds 
of jewels,t 
And the 16 ornaments. 


BTN Ci a Oa ea ee ae 
+ A well-known line brought in for show merely. 
+ Bee line 620. 
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680 Méng bharf tht sindhdr kt, bil bal mot! pawe, jt. 
Sila pahine Daihsn!, chalf karbA ke pis, j ji. 
“ Chhafi men bindhia karer kf; chard nagar-bel ko.” 
“ Nagar-bel tert j chartin, jt: 
Mer waht roz ka jand karer : 
635 Pani pita gandli, jt: 
Chhikarh da karh khAda, jt.”” 
“ Hath jor bint! kardia, mere Bhabdlf karha : 
Tere naubar lagdn pair, jf. 
dis wakt Dhol ko chihe, mere karhi, ji: 
640 Us wakt de de jawab, jj.” 
“ Bachan Dhol ko main die, sun, Samm! ri Kachhwih! : 
Mai to us ko le jan sith j1.” 
“ Hath jor kare binti, td to Kanth Kanth kar le: 


630 She put on the vermilion spot,* and put poarls into her 
hair. 
She put on Dakhant kerchief, and went to the camel 
(and said) : 
«T will tie thee ander the sbade of the acaciat; I wili 
graze thee in the betel bed.” 
“ I graze thy betel bed daily, 
Daily (I stand under) the acacia. 
635 Filthy is the water I got, 
And refuse is my food.” 
“T join my hands, Bhabdll, my camel, 
And lay my head at thy feet. 
When Dhol desireth thee, my camel, 
640 Do thou refuse him.” 
“I gave my word to Dhol, O Sammt!, thou Kachhwihi, 
And I will take him with me.” 
“ With joined hands I pray thee, I make thee my Lord, 
my Lord: 
© ‘The sign of » married woman 


+ This tree is much valued for its shade in wild tracts. The tarer 
ce land ie the ccacta loacophiaa. 
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TA to de detye jawab, ji!” 
645 “Jo jawib main de din Nal Raja ke bete ko, 
Woh to deg& mujh ko digh, jt.” 
Bole Sammi, phir kahe, karba se kare jawib : 
“© Dighoa ki nabant suldids ghirfing! mithe tel.” 
Chalke mahiloa ko & gat Sammiji Kachhwahi. 
650 Adhi rit naukandh gai R4jé Dhol kf khul gaf Ankh, 
Mobrt yakki le lit Nal R&ja ke beto ne: 
‘Woh to Ave karhi ke pis, jf. 
Umbar dy Raja ko dekhke Bhabdlt karhi: 
Tuk langrd ban jae, jf. 
655 Bol karbi ko Nal Raja ki Dholf, 
Karha se kare jawab, jt: 
“* Achhe achhe ko chhor gié main, Bhabilt karht.” 
“ Ghabharike jab maid uthi, ji, 
Tang uter gat koll se, ji!” 


Do thou refuse him.” 
645 ‘If I refuse the son of Raja Nal, 
He will put scars on me.” 
Then said Samm!, speaking again to the camel ; 
“ With sweet oil will I batbe and blot out his trifling 
scars.” 
Samm!, the Kachhwaha, went to her palace. 
650 At midnight at the dead of night Raji Dhol opened bis 


eyes, 
His aecug head-stall took the son of Raja Nal, 
And came to the camel. 
Seeing the Raji, Bhabilf the camel cried ont, 
And became a little lame. 
655 Said Dhol, the son of Rajé Nal, 
Speaking to the camel ; 
“T left thee quite well, thou camel Bhabili- 
When I got up suddenly 
Thy thigh went out of joint!” 
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Jab Mirisi kahe Sénwalid, jf: 

« Raja mere, suntd kyti hai bat, ji? 

Do char phalfan lo mangge, jf: 

Ginthi* barf sf lo sulgite, ji.” 

Dharke ginthe to lagie die, jt: 

Us men philtén de takie, ji. 

Jis wakt karb& ne dekh If p& dia bahut kart. 
Sammi ne jaish sun pay&, Thakur Thakur mera, 
Chalt karha pe jhe, ji: 

Chalke karhi pe uti Sammfji Kachhwiht; 
Raja Dhol se kart hai jawab, jt: 

“Rukké raula kyfin pawA dia, jt? 

Mujhe man ke bhed batie, ji.” 

“ Achhe-bhachhe ko chhor gia thi main Bhabdlf karha, 
Chille se tit gat ting, jt! 

Us ko main dings dagh, jt: 


‘Then said Séiwalid, tho Minstrel : 

« My Raja, why listen to him ? 

Send for two or three irons 

And heat them in a large fire.” 

He made a fire 

And put the irons into it. 

‘When the camel saw this he made a great noise, 
As soon as Samnt heard it, my God, my God, 
She went to the camel ; 

And Samui, the Kachhwiha, reached the camel, 
And spake to Raja Dhol : 

“ Why hast thou raised all this disturbance ? 
Tell me the secret of thy heart.” 

“T left Bhabdlt the camel sound and well, 

And he has broken his leg at the thigh! 

Iam going tofirehim: _ 





© For Angtthé. 
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Main karh& ko dinga dagh, jt.” 
Samnt kahe, “‘ Sun, Raja meri Dhol, 
‘Mert araz suno man lfe, ji. 
‘Tin sau sith karb& mere bap ke, jt: 
680 Gadhe ko detyo kumhir kA digh, jt: 
“Karhd tok logt tang jt.” 
Sunke Réjé ne gadh manga li, ji: 
Mirist pakarke ger dia, ji: 
Dagh gadhe kt tang, jt: 
685 Karhd tek de ting, jt. 
Chalke Raja mahiloa ko Auth, jt. 
Jab jake Rant samjhdutt, jt. 
Rant ne pahra did lagée, jt. 
Din kA pabré lagd dia, jt: 
690 Rat ko kamar se bandh le, jf. 
Din met Dhol samjhdutd Sdiwalid Dadht ko: 
« Rat ko patké bandhke rabi so, j!: 





I will fire the camel.” 
Said Sammi, “‘ Hear, my R4j Dhol, 
Hear my words with thy heart. 
The 360 camels are my father’s (present) : 
680 Fire a potter’s ass, 
And let the camel put his thigh on it.” 
Hearing this the Raja sent for a (potter’s) ass ; 
And the Minstrel seized it and threw it, 
And they fired the ass’s thigh 
685 And put the camel’s thigh on it.* 
The Raji went into the palace, 
And the Queen conjured him. 
Bhe set watch on him. 
A watch she set in the day, 
690 And she tied him to her waist at night. 
Next day said Dhol to Stiiwalit, the Minstrel : 
“¢ She ties me at night to her kerohief when she sleeps: 
© And so cured it! 
‘VOL. H—éh 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


$22 


695 


700 


705 


695 


| 700 


705 


LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Adht rt mujhe jagt den Stawalit Didht ke, 
Tayyari lenge kar, ji.” 

Sahih shim parke so rabé Mirast kA: 

Bhulke ho jile sawer, jf. 

Bort fajar chalke duté Raji Dhold pe. 

“ Sahth shim parke so rabi, ji, main Mirkst ka. » 
Agle roz jaisi so rahi Nal Raji ka Dhola, 

Sahih shim chalke Auta Séawalid Dadat ka. 

Jaisi Rani part soti Nal ke bete ki, 

Woh to patka rabi tht bindb, jf. 

Pesh-kabz jaist kidhta Saawalia Didht ka, 
Patka dia tha kat, ji. 

Rangalo dutiro kf khntt kadhta, jt: 

Rant ke miih so angustind nikilke khint? dio, jf, pie. 
Raja Dhol ko jagicko Séawalid Didhi ka, 


(But) wake me at midnight, thou Minstrel Sinwaha, 

And make ready to go.” 

In the early evening the Minstrel laid him down to 
sleop, 

And when it was carly morning, 

In the carly morn he went to Raja Dhol. 

(And said), “1 tho Minstrel, slept the early evening.”* 

Next day as Dhol the son of Raji Nal was sleeping, 

In the early evening wont to him Sasiwalia, the Minstrel. 

As the Qucen of the son of Nal was sleeping, 

Her kerchief was bound to him. 

Sanwalid the Minstrel drew his dagger 

And cut the kerchiof. 

Ho took out the keyt of his painted fiddle, 

And taking the (Raji’s) signet-ring from the Queen’s 
mouth he put in the key. 

Then Sdnwalii the Minstrel awakened Raji Dhol, 





* But he means apparently to sa; Shah be everaleps Bisseslt: 
$ Borew Tor tightarang the stein ah 
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Wok to chale karhe ke pis, ji. 

Mohri pakkt bana dia karha Bhabiilf ka: 
710 Karhd se banat band die, jt. 

Karhé par Dhol baitha Nal Raja ké bet. 

-Narwargarh se chal rahd Raji Dhold, 

Pingalgarh ko jie, ji. 

Pahila pahr& rain ka, Thakur Thakur mera, 
715 Chal beriin pe Avo, ji. 

Kachi kachi ko jharhtA Raji ki beta: 

Pakkoii ko love khie, jt. 

Dharke karhé dapté dia Raja Dhole ne. 


Adhi rit naukandh gai Raja Dhola ko ; 

720 Woh to Pingalgarh ko jie, ji. 
Sarwar tilia mea dwanda Nal Raji ka botd. 
Sarwar tilin men jac, ji: 
Ake pint pila dia karha ko Sarwar tilan men: 
Pani dia tha pildo, ji. 





And he went to the camel. 

He made a strong headstall for Bhabdli the camel, 
710 And he made him a cloth. 

Dhol the son of Nal sat upon the camel, 

And Raja Dhol started from Narwargarb, 

And went to Pingalgarh. 

In the first watch of the night, O my God, my God, 
715 He came to the (Queen’s) plum trees. 

Tho unripe ones he threw aside, 

And he ate the ripe ones. 

And then Rj Dhol spurred on his camel. 


At midnight at the dead of night Raja Dhol 
720 Reached Pingalgarh. 

He went to the lake, did the son of Raja Nal, 

He went to the lake, 

And watered his camel at the lake, 

He watered his camel. 
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Pahar bhar rain rah gae, sun, Thikor Thikor mera, 
Woh to Pingalgarh men te, ji. 

Bari fajar pahrA ndr ka, Prabha Prabha merA; 
Woh to Pingalgarh ko fe, ji. 

Chalke bighon men ja bare Nal Raja kA Dholé, 
Nanwé Dhob! kapre dho rabi Rant Marwan ke, 
Bole Nanwi, to ky kahe ? “ Karha ke asward, 
Karh& ko rokke chalAo, ji. 

Rant Marwan poshik sikhe, karh& ke aswird.” 
Sunke Raja usi kart jawab, ji : 

Sone kA taki de did Nanw& Dhobi ko: 

“ Mujhe dilch& de poshalk, ji.” 

Pallé athike dikh4 dif Nanwa Dhobi ka: 

‘Woh to palla did dikhite, ji. 

Bola Raja, “ Sun, Nanwe Dhobi ke, 


There was a watch of themight left,O myGod, my God, 

‘When he wont into Pingalgarh. 

In the early morn at the hour of dawn, O my God, my 
God, 

He went into Pingalgarh. 

Dhol, the son of Riji Nal, went into the garden. 

Nanwa the Washerman was washing the clothes of the 
Princess Marwan. 

Said Nanwi ; what said he? ‘O camel-rider, 

Stay thy camel and go, 

That I may dry the Princess Marwan’s clothes, O camel- 
rider.” 

Hearing this spake the Raja, 

Giving a piece of gold to Nanwé the Washerman :— 

“ Show me her clothes.” 

Nanwa the Washerman lifted up his sheet and showed 
the clothes. 

He showed the clothes. 

Said the Raja, “Hear, Nanwi Washerman, 
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740 Mujhe Rani de de dikhfe, ji.” 
Bole Nanwé, to kyi kahe? “ Karh& ke aswirt, 
Mujhe ky& kuchh deg& inim, jt?” 
“ Rént Marwan ko mili de, Dhobi ke, 
Mah manga le le intm, ji.” 

745 ‘Apna karbA tf de detye, karhi ke aswiri, 
Tujhe Rant ko dfingé mille, ji.” 


Sat Jug sach& pahré birt di, Thakur Thakur meri, 
Tan man kare jawib, ji. 
Bari fajar jaisi ho gai, Thakur Thakur mera ; 
750 Wah Sammi Kachhwihi ki khul gai dnkhei ji. 
“Tk to bairi purwé bil thi, Prabha mere: 
DAje bairi ho gai nind, ji: 
Tije bairi Dom ka Siiwalia, ji ; 
Mere khinti de gif mGah ke bir, ji.” 


740 Show me the Princess.” 
Said Nanwi; what said he? ‘ O camel-driver, 
Give me some reward.” 
“Show me the Princess Marwan, Washerman, 
And take what reward thou wilt.” 

745“ Give me thy camel, O camel-rider, 
And I will bring thee to the Princess.” 


It was the true time of the Golden Age, O my God, my 
God, 

When body and soul could speak. 

It was early morn, my God, my God, 

750 When Sammi the Kachhwihi opened her eyes. 

(Said she) “My first enemy was the eastern breeze, 
my God, 

And my second enemy was sleep : 

My third enemy was Saawalid the Minstrel, 

That put the key into my mouth.” 
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785 Chalke woh auti Sammiji Kachhwihi; 
Woh to Ave beriaa ke pis, ji. 
“ Yebaa ko Raj Dhol git, merf berio piyirt? 
Mujhe dijo batde, ji.” 
“ Pakke pakke kha gid Nal Raja ka bet: 

760 Woh to kachoa ke la gia dher, ji!” 
Sarwar tilain men duti Sammiji Kachhwih!: 
“Yehia ko Raji Dhol gid, bhit sarwar tilo ?” 
Bole rarwar tal, kyi kahe ? “ Sammijf Kachhwahi, 
‘Woh to pahunch fe Pingal des.’”” 

765“ Karha ko mar ja bijli, karha ke aswiri! 
Kha jae kali nig, ji! 
Dil nahti lagté mera, khari bighon men dolia. 
Dhol gia pardes, ij kis se bolin ?” 
Roti rot? chali duti Sammiji Kachhwaht: 

770 Woh to Ai mahil ke maa ji., 


755 Sammi the Kachhwahi wont 
And reached her plum trees, (and said) : 
“ Came Raji Dhol hither, my beloved plums? 
Do yo tell me.” 
“ Tho ripe ones ate the son of Nal 
760 And throw down the unripe ones into a heap |” 
Sammi the Kachhwihi went to the lake (and said) : 
* Oame Rija Dhol hither, friendly lake ?” 
Said the lake: what said it? “O Sammf, thou Kachh- 


wiht, 
He hath gone to Pingal land.” 
765 +“ Lightning strike the camel and the camel-rider ! 
May the black snake bite them! 
Unhappy is my heart, I weep in the midst of the gardens. 
Dhol hath gone abroad, to whom shall I tell it to-day ?” 
Weeping went Sammi the Kachhwaha, 
770 Going into her palace, 
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‘Wahta pakarke karhe ko le chal Nanw& Dhobt ka, 
Apne ghar ko Auta, jt: 

Like charkhe se bandh difi Nanw& Dhobt ne! 
Dhoban kare jawab, jt: 


>“ Ais& bhonda janwar dy@, sfjan sdjan mor, 


Jis ko dekhke maid dar jafa, jf.” 

Ttnt bat sunke ghusse ho gia Bhabali karha ko: 
Woh to charkha leke chal paré, jf. 

Chalke baghof mea auté Raja Dhole po; 

Raji se kare jawib, jt: 

Puchho, “Dhol, tujhe kyé kaha Bhabalt karhd ? 
Mujhe man ke bhed batafye, ji. 

Bari bari baten woh kahi Nanwe Dhobf ki. 
Charkbé leko chala aya main tere pis, ji.” 
Zinposh utirke Bhabdli karha ka, 

Raja niche leve bichhio, jt. 


Taking the camel behind him Nanwi the Washerman 

Went to his own house, 

And fastoned it to his spinning-wheel! did Nanwd the 
Washerman. 

Said his wife: 

“Such ao dreadful creature hath come, my love, my 
love, 

The sight of which doth frighten me.” 

Hearing this Bhabilf the camel became wroth, 

And‘taking the spinning-wheel he went off. 

He went into the garden to Raji Dhol 

And said to the Raja; 

What saith Bhabili the camel ? “ Dhol, 

Tell me the secrets of thy heart. 

Dreadful words said that Washerman Nanwt, 

And taking bis spinning-wheel I am come to thee.” 

Taking off the saddle-cloth from Bhabtili the camel, 

The Raja spread it beneath him. 
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Chalke pAnt ko dutt RewA Malt ki, 

Chal! kien pe jae, jt. 

“Kyé tere diman ghilié ? kya gal gale zanjtr ? 
Dakh lakberi chhorke khfve jand karer ?”” 

“* D&lch lakheri teri n& charfin, sun, Rewé Mall kt; 
Mer& roz k& kha jf jand karer.’ 
“ Kahih se dy&? kaha jaegd, karhe ke aswira? 
Mujhe dijiye sAch batée ji.” 

“Narwargarh meri @und, sun, RewA MAlt kt; 
MerA Pingalgarh ko uni, jt. 

Raj Dhol mer nim hai, sun, Rewa Mali ki.” 

“ Yeh se karha nikél lua, karhé ke aswiré! 
Mera bigh kia tha pomil, jt! 

Birwa bité sir& kha lid, ji! 





Came Rewé the gardener’s daughter* for water, 

Coming to the well. (Said she to the camel) : 

“Is thy skirt caught ?®Are there chains about thy 
neck ? 

That loaving the ripe grapes, thou eatest the acacia ?” 

“eat not thy ripe grapes, hear Rewa, thou gardener’s 
daughter, 

Daily I eat of the acacia.” 

(Said she), “‘ Whence comest thou ? Whither goest, thou 
camel-rider ? 

Tell me the truth.” 

“T come from Narwargarh, hear, Rew, thou gardener’s 
daughter, 

And I go to Pingalgarh. 

My name is Raja Dhol, hear, Rew4, thou gardener’s 
daughter.” 

«TJ will send thy camel hence, thou camel-rider ! 

He hath ruined my garden ! 

He hath eaten all the shrubs and trees ! 








® The chief of MArwan’s maids; see above line 328. 
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Bagh kid barbad, ji!” 
Bole Dhol, to kya ae “ Rew& Mali ki, 





un, Rewa Malt ki, 
Tert mar utie dia kal, jf.” 
Sanke Rew kare jawab, jt: 
“ Hath jo: karin binti, karhd ke aswara; 
810 Tert naubar lagdai pair, jt. 
Ham Raja ko rakhwailfe; sun, Raja Dhold, 
Hamre kahne ki bord na min, jf.” 
Pachho Dhol, ‘Sun, Rew’ Malt ki, 
Ta mujhe apne bhed aur mahil batilye, jf.” 
815 Apne mahil batiuti woh Rew’ Malt ki: 


He hath destroyed my garden |” 
Said Dhol; what said ho? ‘ Rewa, thou gardener’s 
daughtor, 
Hear my words : 
Thou art a gardener,* thou gardener’s daughter, Rew4, 
805 Speak not harsh words. 
Tum Raja Dhol; hear, Rews, thou gardener’s daughtor, 
I will beat thee till thy skin is torn.” 
Hearing this snid Rewa: 
“With joined hands I boseech thee, camel-ridor ; 
810 I lay my hend at thy fuot. 
Iam the Rajé’s guard (over the garden); hoar, Raja 
Dhol, 
And take not my words ill.” 
Said Dhol, “Hear, Rewd, thou gardener’s daughter ; 
Tell me the secrets of thy palace.” 
815 Rew’ the gardener’s duughter showed all the secrets, 





® é.c., low-caste compared toa Rijpit like Dhol. 
VOL. U—42 
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Dio makin kf nishdnt batlie, ji. 
“« §idht galt pe Ayo, karh’ ko aswird, 
‘Wahbia haigé nim ki per, ji.” 


Sinjh part, din dhul gif, jt; 

820 Dhan ka lagi bhtr, jt. 
Chalke nagar ko utd Nal Roja ka betd, 
Wahi gali moa kigtea dhin, jt, 
Dhin kinti tug neve, “ Masal kt nihdroa, 
Majho Rowa ki galt do batitc, jt.” 

825 “Dhan kant? hainfird tog nove, sun, kart ko aswird, 
Ham huiu mfval kt mbir, jt. 
Nib ka por us kt mabil bui, karhd ko aswird : 
Ta jako lord dekh, jt. 
Raho to ridhot khich;!, je to ras bhar khtr.” 


And tho way to recogniso the house : (saying), 
« Go straight down the Juno, camel-rider, 
Thero is o nim troo there.” 


It was evoning and the day declined, 
820 And tho crowd of cattle began. 
The son of Rijd Nal went into the city. 
In the lane he foand (women) husking rice. 
They were husking the rice and bending their heads. 
“O slaves, huskers of the, pestle,” 
(Said he to them), “ show me Rewé’s lane.” 
825 “ Husking’the rice we hend qur hoads, O camel-rider: 
We are slaves of tho pestle, 
Her house is by the nim treo, O camel-rider. 
Go and sec. 
(Bat) stay and wo will give theo rico and pulse, go and 
she will give theo rico aud milk to thy desire.” 
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880 “Bhirt gall, kho- ghar, nahi milan ka jog.” 
“Nuiud mea ras bindh lo, jhak mtrongo log.” 
Charh kei bi ko duté Raji Nal ka beta. 

Karha ko bithdunda Raja Nal ki Dhold ; 
»Karhé se niche Ave, jt. 

835 Nib ke pore se bindhti Bhabal! karki ko: 

Woh to deve utb se bindh, ji. 

Safa dalin andar koth {, ji: 

Rewi4 ne palang did thi bichhie, jf. 

“ Jam jam, Dhol, tum 4 jio, Nal Raji ke bot’ 

840 Tum jio palang par baith, jf.” 

Rew’ ki Mali wahin dw nda, 

Woh kar rah garam pant, ji. 

Chandan chank{ bichhd dic us RewA Mali ne. 
Duht phulel lia mangtie, ji. 


830 “Narrow is your strect, dirty your honses, 1 havo no 
wish to kuow you” 
“Then go and fiast thy eyes (on hor) and lot tho 
people jeor !” 
Riding his cumel tho son of Riiyi Nal wont on. 
Making his camel sit, Dhol the son of Iai Nal 
Came from off it. 
835 He fastened Bhabili the camel to the ném tree, 
Fastened it to the nim tree. 
Clean was her house and yard 
And Rewa placed him a couch+ 
“Come, Dhol, son of Raji Nal, for thou art welcome, 
welcome. « 
840 Como and sit upon this conch.” 
The gardener, Rewa’s husband, came ap, 
And she* made him somo warm water 
Rowé, tho gardener’s daughter, placed lnm a sondal- 
wood stool, 
And sont fur cards and cosmetics, 


* Promptly putting Dhol into # hiding place 
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Bindhke dhér Opar gerti thi Rew Malt kf. 
“Kit ka-wa? Kit bakerd, ji? 

Kit sarwar? Kit nir, jt? 

TQ nain kaha rabi legie jt?” 

“Tt karwA; it bakerd ; 

It sarwar; it nir, jf. 

Baiear ulji har mei nainoa rahi suljfc, jf.” 
Nhayé dhoy& chal @at& woh MAalf ki larké, ji: 
Bie rasof jim, jt: 

Chal baghot mon finthé Mali kd Ia | 
Chalke Dhol po fnti Rew& MAli ki 
Séri rit chaupur khelti Jarki Mali ki. 










Ho gai bhulke sawer, ji. 
Boli Rewi; “ Sun, Raji, meri bat, ji, 


And sho poured a streamof water over him, did Rewa 
the gardener’s danghtor. 

(Snid he*), “ Whero is thy ewer? and where thy pitcher? 

Whero is the lake? ~Whero is thy water? 

Whither are thine eyes straying 2” 

“ Hero is my ower: here my pitcher : 

Here is the lake : here the water. 

My, nose-ring was entangled in my necklace and my 
eyes turned to it.” 

Se the gardencr bathed and washed and came, 

And had bis food. 

‘Then the gardener went into his garden, 

And Rewa the gardener’s daughter went to Dhol 

And played at chaupur with him all night. 


It was early morning, 
And said Rew ; “ Raja, hear my words, 





© Catching hor oyes straying towards Dhol. 
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Rani Marwan ko léungi, tum chalo Nau-lakkhe Bagh.” 
Sunke karhA par charh gié Nal Raja kA beta; 
Woh chelf bagh ko jae, ji. 

Chal mahilod kv Autt Rew Mali ki: 

Chal mahil ko jae, ji: 

Marwan se kare jaw&b, ji: 

“ Narwargarh se 4 gia R&jd Nal ka Dholi: 
Woh to Aya Nau-lakkhe Bagh, ji. 

Aput bandi ko bhej de sahelf ke pis, ji.” 

Us ne li sahelf bulie, 

Tin sau sith sabelidi Mirwar ki 

Chale mahilon ko Aven, ji. 

Bolt Marwan, “ Suno more sang kt, jf, sahel!, 
Mori sunti ky@n nahin bit, ji? 

Tum karo ik rip, ik singfr: 

Tum karo bigh mea sairf sith, ji.” 


I will bring the Princess Marwan, go thou to tho Nino- 
Wikh Garden.” 

Hearing this the son of Rijé Nal mounted his camel 

And went into the garden. 

Rew’ the gardener’s daughter went into the palace. 

She went into the palace, 

And spake to Marwan ! 

“Dhol, the son of Nal, hath come from Narwargarh, 

And into tho Nine-lékh Garden. 

Send thy handmaid for thy maidens.” 

She called ber maidens. 

The 860 maidens of Marwan 

Came into the palace. 

Said Marwan, “ Hear, my maidens; 

Why hear ye not my words ? 

Put ye on the same furm and tho same jowels, 

And go yo and wander in the gardons.” 


® Seo Vol I, p. 488. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


834 
875 


880 


885 


875 


880 


885 


LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Chal bighod mes fut? Rint Marwan : 

Woh chalt bigh med jfe, jf. 

Bolt Rews, * Sun, karhi ke aswird, 

Ta sunth kyfé nabia bat, jt? 

Kin desia se terd dun, karhi ke aswiri ? 

Mujhe man ke bhed batitye, jt.” 

 Narwargaih su main A git, sun, hir-hamelt-wilt + 

Nal Raja kA maid Dhol hia, fy Marwan ke pis, jf. 

Kis Raji ke bigh hain, hir-hameli-wilt ?” 

Bolt, “ Pingal Raji kA shubr ha, Rint Marwan kd bigh, 
ji. 

Yehia karhi nikal lo, karhi ke aswird 

Hamiri bigh kit barbad, jf. 

Toro barge Dhol bahot so fe, jt; 

Sun, karhi ke aswird, ji !”” 

“ Mero bargi Dhol koi nuhiii Ayf, sun, Malt ki lark?: 


Princess Marwan went #fto the gurden ; 

Wont into the garden. 

Said Rewé, “ Hour, O camel-rider, 

Why hearest thou not my words ? 

Whouce comest thou, O caimel-ridor ? 

Tell me the sccrots of thy heart.” 

“Tam como from Narwargarh, hear, thon wonrer of 
neeklaces : 

Iam Dhol the son of Nal come for the Princess Mir- 
wan. 

What king’s garden ii is this, thou wearer of necklaces ?” 

Said she, “This is Raja Pingals city and Princess 
Marwan’s garden. 

Take thy camel henco, thon camel-rider : 

He hath destroyed my garden. 

Lots of Dhols like thee have come, 

Hear, thou camel-rider !” 

“No Dhol like me hath come, hear, thou gnrdoner’s 


daugliter ; 
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Main Nalkotii ki Raja ha, jt.” 

Bole Dhol, to kyd kabe ? “Sang kt rf sabell, 
Tort mar uri dan khal, ji! 

Ath kfied, nao bdolf, solah sau panihir! 
‘Beta ptchho Rao ké, kin chhelaa ki nar ?” 
“Ath kite, nan beolf, sun, karl ke aswird, 
Ham hai soléh sau panihar, jf. 

Un chhelia kt gortyia, karbd ke aswird, 

‘Tere bargo un ke charvedar, ji!” 

« Kaho ki tera ghard, ji? 

Kaho ka tera dol, jt? 

Kaho ké lejd indvi, pint ke bharnowill f 
Kya, Rani, terd mol, ji?” 

“ Sone kf meri gha.d, sun, karbi ko aswiri : 
Rape kd mer’ dol, jf. 


Iam tho Raja of Nalkot”* 

Said Dhol ; what said ho? “O company of maidens, 
I will beat you till your skins crack ! 

Eight wells, nino cisterns and 1,600 wator-bearors !t 
The son of Raji (Nal) asks, whoso wives are ye ?” 

‘« Kight wells, nine cistorns there are, hear camol-rider, 
And we are 1,600 water-bearers, 

We are tho loves of those, camel-rider, 

Who have servants like thee.” 

“ Of what are your pitchers ? 

Of what your buckets ? 

Of what your ropes and pads, yo bearers of water ? 
What is thy value, Lady f” 

“ Golden is my pitcher, hear, camol-ridor : 

Silver is my bucket. 


.» Narwargarh. 
‘The badinage that follows is quite de riguowr Vetweon the Urido- 


t 
groom and tho bride's companions. 
t Seo Vol L, p. 542. 
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Ratan jatan kf indvi, sun, karhi ke aswirf : 
Resbam ki dor, jf: 

Lakh take mabiré mol, jt !” 

“ Mithi k& tambéré garbé, sun, pint bharnewil! : 
Saif chamri ka tambéré dol, jt: 

Ghts phds kf tndvt, pint kt bharnowalt. 

Thard kant kaurf mol, jt!” 

Sunke bit Rewf Malt ki kare jawab: 

“ Baw6n pair terA phenchd bhijtd, karhd ke asward : 
Apni pieji* lon sambhil, jt.” 

Apna pacja Raja ne lid uthiic : 

Sub ko git padam to dokh, jf. 

Bolf Rewi kyi f ‘“ Suno, Raji, meri bit : 
Sahelfon men se Marwan le palchin, ji.” 

Bole Dhol, “ Tum suno, pint ki bharnowdlt ; 
Tum sun lo mert bit, ji. 


Jowelled my pad, hear, cfinel-rider : 

Silken is my rope : 

A hundred thousand pioces my valuo |’ 
“Earthen is thy pitcher, hear, water-carricr : 
Rotten leather thy bucket. 

Grass thy pad, water-carrier : 

A kauri thy value!” 

Hearing this said Rew! the gardoncr’s daughter : 
“Thy left leg is wet, camel-rider, 

Look to thy drawers.” 

The Raja pulled up his drawers 

And they all saw tho lotus (markt). 

What said Rewi? “ Hear, my words, Raja. 
Choose out Marwan from among her companions.” 
Said Dhol! “Hear, thou water-bearor, 

Hear my words. 





© F ids 
$ Beldentiy ous of the “signs” of this hero. 
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Karha charhke main baithtin, sun, pant bharnewill, 
Mere simbne ko sab lakh jo, jt. 

Main Itnga, Marwan ko Idnga, pabchin, j!.” 
Charhke karha, par karb& ho gif Nal Baja ka betA. 
Tin sou edith sahelfia Marwan kt, 

Woh lakhea karbé ke pir, jt. 

Jab at Rant Marwan, at karba ke pis, 

Karhé ne ger die jhig, ji. 

Bole Raja Dhol, “ Tin’sau efth sabelt, ji, 

‘Tum suno meri bat, jt. 

Aglt se pichhl Marwan ni, jt !”” 

Boles saheliin, “ Sun, Rajajt, bat : 

Kitne ka terd karha bai, ji? 

Kitnt kt tert jan, jt ?” 

Bole Dhol, “ ‘Tam kya kaho, soldh sau panibiri ? 
Maia oraz kerf, suno man lie, jf. 

Nau lakh kA yeh karhd, suno, tum sfrf sahelt, 


I will mount my camel, hear water-bearer, 

And do you all pass before me, 

And I will choose, I will choose out Marwan.” 

So the son of R4ji Nal mounted his camel and stood, 

While the 360 maids of Marwan 

‘Went past the camel. 

When Princess Marwan came, came to the camel, 

It bowed down. 

Said Rajé Dhol, “Ye 360 maidens, 

Hear ye my words, 

The maid before the last is Marwan !”” 

Said the maids, “ Hear our words, Sir Raja, 

What is thy camel worth ? 

‘What thy life ?” 

Said Dhol, ‘‘ What are you saying, ye 1,600 water 
bearers ? 

I answer you, listen carefully : < 

Nine léhhe for my camel, hear, all ye maids, 
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Athtrdh Idkh ke jdm, jt!” 

Bolt saheliaa, “ Sun, karbA ke aswird, 

Hamirt santé kyda nahin bat, ji?” 

“Do kauyf ka tera karha, sun, karhé ke aswird, 
Tert tin kaur! kt jan, jt!” 

“Ter Mali ki zit hai, sun, Rewa Mali kt, 

TA to kare kare jawab, jt!” 

Bole Rewi, “ Raji, t kyd kahe ‘ Malt’ Mali ki? 
Mere se kaise kare jawib, jt ? 

Karha ko leke jityo Pingal kt Kachahrt, jt: 
Marke tir katori ko utér lo, ji: 

Kachabri ko Atyo, jtt, jt. 

Us Kachahri ko jitke Kili Baghoa men jie ; 
Wabia jiiyo nig ko mfr, jt, 

Khaskhas ke bangald men jityo baith, ji.” 


Eighteen lékhe for my éife !” 

Said the maids, ‘“‘ Hear camel-rider, 

Why hearest thou not our words ? 

Two kaurie for thy camel, hear camel-rider, 

Three kunris for thy life !”” 

“Thou art but a gardener, hear, Rew, thou Gardener's 
daughter, 

And thou givest sharp answers !’” 

Said Rewi, “Raja, why sayest ‘Gardener’ to the Gar- 
dener’s daughter ? 

How is my answer sharp ? 

Go take thy camel to Pingal’s Court 

And shoot down the three cups with they arrow,* 

And go and win before the Court. 

Winning before the Court go into the Black Garden, 

And slay the serpent there, 

And go and stay in the thatched house.” 


,® A favorite ordeal on these occasions. 
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Charhke karh& ko chal part Nal Raja ka kaawar, jt: 
Chalé Kachuhrt ko je, jt. 

955 Tarkash kant nikilke, ji pare takie, jt: 
Jorke kant katort ke ditt mar, jt. 
Girke katort niche Ave Kachahr! ke mi, ji. 
‘Na kof doa salim kare Nal Rajé ki beta: 
Ka ha Kachahrt ke bar, jt. 

960 Bole Pingal, “Sun, karhi ke aswiri, ji, 
Cherhke karha ko jitye Kal! Baghoa mei. 
Tere barge Dhol bahot Ave, karhi ke aswirt, 
Dhaske karhf cherhtt Nal Raji ki Dholt, 
Woh to Kali Baghoa mea jite, jt. 

965 Kali Bighod men auth Nal Hay ka bet, 
Ave darwazA ke mia, jf. 
Wahid derd lag’ dit Nal Raji ke bete ne. 
Adht rit naokendh gai, Thikur Thékar merd, 
Nikald wahin se simp, jt. 


Mounting his camel the son of Riji Nal 
Went in the Court. 

955 Taking an arrow out of his quiver, he took aim, 
Letting fly the arrow he hit the cups. 
Down fell the cups into the midst of the Court. 
The son of Rijé Nal would salute no one, 
Standing at the door of the Court. 

960 Said Pingal, “Hear, thou camel-rider, 
Spur on thy camel into the Black Garden. 
Many Dhols like thee have come, thou camel-rider. 
Dhol, the son of Raja Nal, spurred on his camel, 
And went into the Black Garden. 

965 The son of Raji Nal went into the Black Garden, 
And entered the gate. 
The son of Raja Nul took up his abode there. 
At midnight at the dead of night, O my God, my God, 
Out came the serpent. 
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Baja Dhol ke ankh khul gae, jf. 

Khanda stitke puch chir takre band die, jt: 

Dhil ke ntchhe dabiuté Nal Raja kA Dholi. 

Barf fajar pahré nfr ka, san, Gobind, Gobind mera, 
Dhol chalé khaskhas ke bangalé ko jae, jt. 
Khaskhas bangalé ko 4uté Nal Raja ki Dholi: 
Woh to chalé bighon mea jie. 

Parke rah, jf, soe, jf. 

Sham part, din dbul git, Prabha, Prabha merf ; 
Chal kdiien pe dutd Nal Raja ka Dhol. 

Nhave dhoo tilak lagive, Karte ko sbish niwive, jt, 
Baithé paloth! mér, jf. 

Pahar bhar rain bit gat Nal Raja ke bete ko : 
Pinjri ki kul khol di sherbin ne, ji. 

Sher khaskhas ke bangala ko Ave, ji. 

Paida Kart mana lid Nal Raja ke bete ne. 


Raji Dhol opened his egos, 

‘Taking out his sword he cut it into four or five pieces. 

And Dhol, the son of Raja Nal, hid it under his shield. 

In the early morn at the hour of dawn, hear, my God, 
my God, 

Dhol went into the thatched house. 

Coming out of the thatched house Dhol,theson of Raja Nal, 

Went into the Garden. 

He Jay down and slept. 

It was evening and the day declined, O my God, 
my God, 

And Dhol, the son of Raji Nal, went to the well, 

Washed and bathed, put on his (sectarial) marks and 
bowed his head to the Creator, 

And sat him at his ease. 

A watch of the night passed over the son of Rajé Nal, 

When the keepers opened the locks of the (tiger’s) cag® 

The tiger went to the thatched house. 

He worshipped his Creator, did the son of Raja Nal ; 
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Pahilt bith lagdata Nal Raja ka Dhold, 
Sher ke tukre kar die do, jt. 
Parke woh so raha, ji, Nal Rajé ke betd, jt. 
Pahar bher rain rah gai, Prabhii mere Thakur ; 

990 Chale shernf jée, jf. 
“Baitht mahiloé men dekhtt Rant Marwan. 
Bolt sahelf, “ Ranijt Marwan, jt, 
Raja Dhol ko yeh mér de shernf khud Ake - 
Wok to sote ko deve mir, ji. 

995 Is sherni ko de wir, jt, Kani Mérwan.” 

Ger kamand niche utar gai Rani Marwan: 
Woh to ave bighon ke mia, jf. 
Sdtke khanda le 1i4 Rani Marwan : 
Us ne hath men le Ii dbal. 

1000 Paid&é Karté mand lif Raniji Marwan ; 
SAtke khanda jaist mart! Rant Marwan, 
Shern! kar die takre do, ji. 


And Dhol, the son of Raja Nal, at his first blow 
Cut the tiger in two. 
Then tho son of Raji Nal laid him down to sleep 
A watch of the night passed, O my God, my God, 

990 When the tigress came. 
Sitting in her palace Princess Marwan saw her. 
Said a maid, “O Princess Marwan, 
This tigress will herself slay Raja Dhol ; 
As he is sleeping she will slay him. 

995 Do thon slay this tigress, Princess Marwan ” 
Throwing down » (scaling) ladder Princess Mirwan 

went down, 
And wont into the Garden. 
Princess Marwan drew her sword, 
And took a shield in her hand. 
1000 Princess Marwan called on her Creator, 

And as Princess Marwan struck with her sword 
The tigress fell in two pieces. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


842 LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Pakar kamand charh gat Rant Marwan ; 
Chali mahil ko jae jt. 


1005 Barf fajar, pabri nitr ka, jf. 
Bolt sahcli, “ Sun, Rani Marwan, 
Is Dhole ko jagie mabil men Hid, jf.” 
Chali saheliin bigh mea; 
Bolen sabeliaa, “ Nal Raji ke Dhola, 
1010 T sunt kyéa nahia bit, ji? 
Bahot soya, uth jag, jt: 
Karba apna tayyar karo, Nal Raja ke DholA. 
Raja, chalo Kachahri ko mia, jt, 
Pingal Raja pe jatyo, karo us ve do bat, ji.”” 
1015 Apni karbé singirt4 Nal Raji ka Dholi: 
Jotish-rip* manieke hii karhi pe aswir, ji. 
Chath karhi ko duté Nal Raji ki kanwar, ji, 


Seizing the (scaling)@tadder Princess Marwan went 
upit, 
And entered the palace. 


1005 It was early morn at the hour of dawn. 
Sard a maiden, “ Hear, Princess Marwan, 
I will awaken Dhol and bring him to the palace.” 
The maidens went into the Garden 
And said the maidens, “ Dhol, son of Raja Nal, 
1010 Why hearest not our words ? 
Thou hast slept much, now wake up, 
And make ready thy camel, Dhol, son of Raji Nal. 
Go, Raja, into the Court, 
Go to Raja Pingal and speak to him.” 
1015 Getting ready his camel, Dhol, the son of RAjé Nal, 
Called on God and mounted his camel. 
Mounting his camel went the son of Raji Nal 








® ie, Biva. 
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Ust Kachahri ke mia, jt. 
Jai jawdhir kare Raja Dhol, 
1020 Bole Pingal, “ Sun, Maharaja Dhol, 
Kis desia se fund? Kya hai ter nam ?” 
 Narwargarh se 4 git; Raja Dhold mori nim. 
Sangaldip ko 4 gid, sun, Raja Pingal, 
Mojhe Rant milan ka jog, ji. 
1025 Sari chaukida sarkirf, sun, Raja Pingal, 
Chaukitia ko dy& mar, ji. 
Terf hukm sab birt raba, Raj Pingul, 
Mujhe kya kuchh dega jawib, jt.” 
“ Apnd pid ka kaprd utha le, Nal Raja ke bete ; 
1030 Main 104 nisbini dekh, ji.” 
Apna kapri uthé lft, Nal Raja ke bete ne : 
Pair padam us kA dekhti Raja Pingal, 
Mathe mea chandar man, ji. 
Bole Pingal, “ Rij& DholA, jo mabil ke bfch, jf.” 





Into the Court 
‘When Raja Dhol made his salute 
1020 Said Pingal, “ Hear, Raja Dhol 
Whence comest thou? What is thy name ?” 
“Tam come from Narwargarh ; Raja Dhol is my name. 
1 am come to Sangaldip, hear, Raja Pingal, 
I am desirous of meeting the Princess. 
1025 All thy guards, hear, Raja Pingal, 
T have defeated and am come. 
T have obeyed thy commands,* Raji Pingal, 
Make me an answer.” 
“ Draw up the clothes of thy leg, thou son of Rajé Nal, 
1030 I will then see the signs.” 
He drew up his clothes, did the son of Raja Nal, 
And Raji Pingal saw the lotus on his feet 
And the moon on his forehead. 
Said Pingal, “‘ R4j& Dhol go into tho palace.” 


® To come here. 
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Chalke mahilon ko Auta Nal Raja ka beté ; 
Karha ko di baghon men chhor, jf! 

Nhive dhoe, tilak Iagiutd Nal Raja ki Dhola; 
Karte ko shish niwa, jt. 

Panchon lave bastar Nal Raja kA Dhola ; 
Panchoi lave hathiytr, jt. 

Khilwat-khana men ja bard Nal Rajé kf DholA ; 
Woh to khilwat-khind met jie, jf. 


Bart jo thi sahelt Hiri Malt kt, 

Us ki tha Rewé nim, ji! 

Battis abran sirt! Rewd Mal! ki: 
R4jé Dhol pe Marwan banke jfe, ji. 
Sej par jaist baithd Nal Raja ka beta, 


The son of Raji Nal went into the palace, 

And left his camel stanffing in the garden. 

He bathed and washed and put on his (sectarial) mark, 
did Dhol the son of Raja Nal, 

And bowed his head to the Creator. 

Putting on the five garments,* Dhol, the son of Raja 
Nal, 

Put on the five arms.t 

And Dhol, the son of Raja Nal, went intothe private 
apartments ; 

He went into the private apartments. 


The chief (of Marwan’s) maidens was the daughter of 
Hirt, the Gardener, 

Her name was Rewi. 

Kew, the Gardener's daughter, put on the 32 ornaments 

And went to Rajé Dhol as Marwan. 

The son of Raja Nal sat on the couch 





© i.e., full-dress. + ic, fully armed. 
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Patel-soz jaisi balti Rew& Mali ki. 
Chait Raja ke pis, jt, 
1050 Sewa men ankar phirt as pis, jt. 
Paen ko khari hove Rewa Mali ki, 
Raja sirbine ko phire mah, jt. 
‘Hath jor kare bint! Raja se: 
“ Maia kar rahi terf ds, ji.” 
1055 “‘ Main Raja ka betd; sun, Rewd Mali kt, 
Mujhe rajdoi-wal! karnf rit, jt !"” 
Ttni bat Dhol ne kahe, sun Rew’ Malt ki, 
Apne man men hai udis, jt. 
Chalke Marwan pe uti Rew Malt ki, 
1060 Rant se kare jawab, jt - 
« Barth Khia ke yeh Dhol hai, jf: 
Kist ki nahia sunt bat, ji!” 
“ Batcis abran sirke, lark} Sundr ki, 





And Rew4, the Gardener's daughter, lit the torch, 
She went to the Raja 
1050 And wandered about him, doing him service. 
Rewd, the Gardener’s daughter, stood at the foot of the 
couch 
And the Raja turned his faco towards the head. 
With joined hands she besought the Raji: 
“T remain in hopes of theo.” 
1055 “I am @ King’s son; hear, Rowa, thou Gardener's 
daughter, 
I can but love the daughters of kings !” 
Hearing these words of Dhol, Rowi, the Gardener’s 
daaghter, 
Was abashed in her heart. 
Rewa, the Gardener’s daughter, went to Marwan, 
1060 And spake to the Princess: 
“« Dhol is lord of twelve lords, 
And listeneth to none !” 
(Said Marwan), “Thou Goldsmith’s daughter, put on 
the 32 jewels, 
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Tam jo Dhol ke pis, jf.” 

Battis abran sarke Sundr ki larkt, 

Ave Dhol ke pis, jt. 

Chal sejii pe Ave Sundr kf lark! ; 

Dekh strat ko bolti Nal Raja ki betA: 

“ Bhala chahe, ti jéo, tum Rant kf sabelt, 
Tum jo mahil se babir, ji.” 

Mare sharam 4uti larkt Sundr ki, 

Woh to Ave Rint ko bir, jt. 

“Beta hai Rajpdt ki; sun, Rint Marwan, 
Woh to kisi ki nahin mint bat, ji.” 
Pahila pabra nd ki, sun, Thakur Thakar merd, 
‘Woh Tarwan kare jawAb, ji: 

Battis abran sirke Rani Tarwan, 

Ave Dhél ke pas, ji: 

Bolt Rani Tarwan, ‘ Nal Raja ke bete, 

TA sunté kydn nahin bat, ji? 


And go thou to Dhol.” 

The Goldsmith’s daughter put on the 32 jewels 

And went to Dhol. 

The Goldsmith’s daughter went up to his couch, 
Seeing what she was spake the son of Raja Nal: 

“Tf thou seek thy good, go, thou maid of the Princess, 
Go thou without my palace.” 

The Goldsmith’s daughter went away abashed, 

And went to the Princess’s door, (and said), 

«This is a Rajpit’s son; hear, Princess Marwan, 

He listeneth to none ” 

At the first hour of dawn, hear, my God, my God, 
Spake Tarwan: 

She put on the 82 jewels, did the Princess Tarwan, 
And went to Dhol : 

Spake the Princess Tarwsn, “ O son of RAjé Nal, 
Why hearest not my words ? 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


THE LEGEND OF RAJA DHOL. 847 


‘Tin daff mai a chuk!, Nal Raja ke bete, 
Ai tere pis, ji.” 
“ Sangaldip kt padmant tum sab sahelt. 
Tumhart sab ki ik hi nihar, jt. 

1085 Jo chittht majh ko likbkar bhejt tht, jt, 
Us ka hal sund de, jab main jinda Marwan.” 
Bolt Tarwan, “ San, Rja Dholi,”— 
Raja se kare jawdb, ji,— 
« Bam Rajpatda ki betta, jf. 

1090 Ham nahi kart! parda fish, jt. 
Mota chalan tere des ki, ji: 
Mott dekhf chal, jf: 
Aur Rajpdtdn kt bottaa, jt, 
Kya aven tere pis, jf,” 

1095“ Kof dohra apna likha sund déiye, jt, 
Jab main jini Marwan, ji! 
Jab mero dil ko Ave karir, ji!” 


Three times have I come, thou son of Raja Nal, 
Have 1 come to thee.” (Said he), 
“© Ye are all the maidens of the beauty of Sangaldip. 
Ye all bear the same form ; 
1085 The letter that was sent to me, 
Who can tell it me, will I know to be Marwan.” 
Said Tirwan, “ Hear, Raji Dhol,”— 
Spake she to the Raja,— 
“We are Rijpit’s daughters, 
1090 We observe the rule of seclusion. 
Unmannerly aro the ways of thy land, 
Unmannorly is thy gait. 
And other Rajpit’s daughters :— 
Would they come to thee ?”” 
1095 «Sing me some verses of thine own, 
And I will know thee for Marwan ! 
And my heart will be satisfied !” 
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Ho dilgir chal pari Rant Tarwan, jf. 

Bolt Tarwan, “ Suno, sab sahelio, ji; 

Na chiike talwir se Raji ka beta ; 

Na chike tir se, ji: 

Woh to dega ik hi rasta kidh, jf. 

Battts abran sfr le, Bahin Marwan ; 

Solih solah le singar, ji.” 

Patel-soz balke Ranf Marwan 

Ave Raja Dhol ke pas, ji. 

Réni Marwan jin dekh jf koré kditei ke bir: 
‘Angan sikhe bijrt, bhé ‘mei stkhe jawar: 
Rani sikhe pif ki, bare mard ki nfr. 

Basar rahi, basir die, basir, basdr ! 

Rant sej charht delhi, jf, 

Jd kdnen po dckhé panihir ! 

“ Mujhe takmé tero nim ka, rakhtye nim kf tek! 


Princess Tarwan went gway abashed. 

Spake Tarwan, “ Hoar, O ye maids: 

«This king’s son failed not with the sword, 

Nor failed with tho arrow. 

He will treat us all alke.* 

So put on the 82 jewels, Sister Marwan; 

Put on tho 16 ornaments.” 

Lighting the torch, the Princess Mérwan 

Went up to Raja Dhol. 

Princess Mirwan gazed at him, like a thirsty woman 
at a well. 

‘The millet dried in the yard, the millet dried in the field ; 

The Princess pined for her love, the great warrior’s wife. 

Forgotten was she, forgotten, forgotten, forgotten | 

The Princess sat on the couch, and looked 

As a water-bearer looks at a well! 

(Said she), “My hope is in thy name, my trust is in thy 
name | 





. ipa 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


THE ‘LEGEND OF BAJA DHOL. 349 


Tin sau sith Dhol banke & gae, jt: 
1115 Die bigh se nikal, jt.” 

Pakar kalfji baith gat Raja ke pis : 

Woh to gat soji pe baith, jt; 

Die chaupur bichhie, jf. 


Khilwat-khin& mea baithd Nal Raja ka bet; 
1120 Woh khilwat-khind men jéen, ji. 

Bole Dhol, “ Sun, Rint, meri bit, 

Narwargarh ko chal paro, suno hamirt bit.” 

Bart fojar pahri nfr ki mit’ se aur sabelfon se kare 

jawib : 

Bolt mAté, “‘ Din jahez le lo, jityo Dhol ke sith.” 
1125 Raja Dhol karha pe hie sawir : 

Chalke fe Narwargarh ke man, 

Tore nukiro bajeh Narwargarh ke mia, 

Wahin ho rahe mangalchir! 


Sham Dhols 860 have como 
1115 And I turned them out of my garden.” 
Taking hitn by the waist the Princess sat beside him: 
Sat besido him on his couch, 
And they laid the chaupur-board, 


Dwelling in the private apartments, the son of Raji Nal, 
1120 Went into the private apartments. 
Said Dhol (to Marwan), “ My Queen, hear my words, 
Let us go to Narwargarh, hear my words.” 
Tn the early morn at the hour of dawn she spake to her 
mother and her maids. 
Answered her mother, “ Take thy dowry and go with 
Dhol.” 
1125 Raja Dhol mounted his camel 
And went to Narwargarh. 
The drams sounded in Narwargarh 
And there were rejoicings ! 
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RAJA RATTAN SAIN OF CHITTAUR, 


AS TOLD BY A BARD FROM THE KAPURTHALA STATE. 


(This story is a very garbled vorsion of the woll known Bajpat logond of the 
sack of Chittuur by 'Alan’ddin Khilji iu 1803 A.D. The accepted version 
is given at length by Tod, Rojasthin, Vol. 1., pp 2024, in bis usual 
magniloquont fashion. ] 

[The story shortly ix thix, Daring tho reign of Rind Lokam Sain, Chittaur 
was attacked by ‘Alfu'ddin undor the following circumstances :—Bhim 
Bain, tho uncle of the Rind, had marricd Padmaut, the daughtor of Hanir 
Bingh Sivodid, of whose beauty ‘Alan’ddin had beurd, and whom he doter- 
mined to poxsess. Ie accordingly entrapped Bhim Sain into his camp 
and made his releaso conditional on the surrender of Pudmaui. It wus 
thon agrood that Padmani should be nent accompaniod by her maidens, 
but they wore to go in their golds or covered palanquins. Seven hundred 
dolds wero sont, but they contiMmed armed mon, and the bearers also 
werearmod men. Bhim Sain was given halfam bour to bid farewell to 
Padmani, of which he took advantage to escape to Chittauy, while force 
fight took placo between the Réjpttsunder Geard and Bidal, Padmant's re- 
Jatives, and tho troops of 'Aldu'ddin, after which ‘Aléu’ddtn had to raise the 
siege. This is said to have taken place in 1275 A.D., on impossible date, as 
*Aldu'ddin did not begin to reign till 1295 AD, and took Chitteoy in 
1908.) 

[This expedient of nsing the Golds of a marriage procession to conceal an 
armed force was successfully performed by Nawab Mést Khéi Baloch of 
Farrukbnagar, in recovering his principality frown the officials of Béjt 
Ranjit Singh of Bharatpir (1708-1806 A.D.) He filled the goldsof a large 
marriage procession with armed mon and reached a fort called Sbibjabio- 

* bd, about 8 kos from Farrakhnagar, and full of Ranjit Singh's troops. 
‘They all came out unarmed to look on at the sham procession and were 
therefore easily overpowered, und having possession of the fort, the Nawib 
recovered Farrakhnagar and held it till his death } 

[The story of Padmant, or Padmiwatt as she is also called, has given rise to 
much popular literature. There is a Qusa-i-Padmdwat in Persian verse 
by Hussain Ghamnar! and in Hind! verse by Malik Mobsmmad Jest, and 
@ Tuhfatw'l-Quidd in Persian prose by Bat Gobind, dated 1658 A.D., trans 
lated into Updd verse in 1796 by Mir Zil’n'Adin 'Torat and Gbuldm ‘Al! 


"Iahrat.) 
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QISSA RAJA RATTAN SAIN, PISAR RAJA CHITWAN 
SAIN, WALI CHITTAURGARH. 

Baydn kia gia hai, ki Shah Ghorf ke ’ahid men Raji Rattan 
Sain hukumran thi, chuninche mibiin donoa ke Chittaurgarh 
men Ravi Nadi par jang h(i, jis men Ghort Shih ne Raja Rattan 
Sain ko maghlQb kid, aur qilu’ Chittaurgarh par qibiz h0d, Is 
waqt’a ko ’arsa takbminan char sau baras ka bid. 


Shimrdi Sibib apni; dhan Ad* Kauwart! 


Och dusbilt Rattan Sain gadt kt tayydrt. 

Lakhe Shiht Diwia ne jhuk nazar guzirt. 

“La padmiwat Padmani woh nir hamari !”” 

Itni sunke Rattan Suin tan lagi katari. 

“ Hat, re Baniye ! pare ho ! kuro ris hamtrt ! 
Kaun kaun Biman Biniye biyih Me sub nirt 2 
Ab chaldngi Sangaldfp ko tujho Id dQ Baniytnt.” 
Garh se niche utar gid Diwin hazirt : 

10 Garh niche utarke soch bichiri. 


o 


Laékhe Shih Diwin Bhire pe Aya. 
Hath jor mujra kif, jhuk sis niwaya. 
“TQ beta Raja Shim ki: t0 bage siwiyi! 
Raji ghar janamke kyfa lihnd layd? 
15 Sangaldip ki Padmant Raja biyah kar Mya. 
Hor ghanf se ky likhOa? Pant kya ns pay’ ?” 
Itnt sun Bhire ne jhat ’araz Jagat: 
“ Ham bhaf ik hai, hamart qismat niyari : 
Jo Padméwat khis len ja lj haméirt.” 
20 Garh se niche did atar Diwin hazarf. 


Diwin ne bhagwe rang Ife, kapre alft dart. 
Atak langh, Kabul gee Diwin hazirt. 
ae ein, a ee tos aie 


* For : i and MusalmAn expres- 
inant observe the mixture of Hind 


+ For Sah, 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


352 . LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Age baithe Ghort Badshih Kachahrt sirt: 
Lf&khe Shab Diwin ne jhuk nazar guzari. 

25 “Charh, jo Ghori Badsh&h, thirf kalé sawart !” 
Itnf sun Ghorf Shah ne jhat fraj* lagat : 
« Kitn& qila’ Chittaur kA? kitnd bastar ?”” 
«« Badshah, bardh kos men dhare niyo hissfr. 
Tin lakh Chittaur mea bindhe talwar ! 

80 Chandah sai charkhe qila’ par kare miro mar. 
Bases mabajan, baniye, bare sthdkdr : 
Mott, mohar, jawahir ki karen baranj beopir.” 
Itni sunke Badshih dil mea ghabarie. 
«* Mere Allah-din Alju’ddin, 

85 Nir begiine dekhke na khoo din !” 
“« Hain Raji Chittaur ke bare mard shaugin : 
Hamire mard ghore ko kit ke bhur denge zin :” 
Kahte Ghori Badshih mere Allah-din. 
Itnt sun Likhe Shih ne jbat arajt lagif : 

40 “Charh jao tum Chittauy par thart kalf sawal.” 
Itni sunke Badshih thfimak bajwat. 
Bat lich charh gia Mughal siptht : 
Manaziloa manzilon chalke Chittauron de. 





Jabhi to Ghori Badshih parwina likhwie: 
45 Sharfd Qizi khat likhe kar ’aqal shahdr, 

“ Tum sun, Kabul ko Badshih, kyQn ban rab& hosh?” 

“ Bich med,” likhe, ‘* Gangé jali, Opar,” likhe, “ Quran : 

Main até tert muligdt, tere darshan pda. 

Mujhe Sangaldip ki bhed de, main charhkar jada : 
50 Sangaldip ke bhip sardir ko pakerkar iin.” 

Ttnt sanke Rattan Sain phard! mangwif : 

Khat likh Batten Sain kar ’agal shahdr. 

Khat likh Rattan Sain kar ’agal shahdr: 

“TQ sun, Kabul ke Badshih, kyfikas rahi behosh ? 
55 Tere kanion lag rahe chughalkhor, Dillf ke dat. 

Bhile chihtye, tt Bidshib, dere ko kar jé kich.”” 


* For ’aras. + See above line 26. 
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Ttnt sunke Bddshah mart jbat phik. 
« Milna hai to mil jé, nahin dere ko kar ji kach,” 
Itnt sunke Rattan Sain tijan purwie, 
60 Ghori Badsbah ke dalin med chalkar de. 
Age baithe Ghort Badshih, jhuk sts niwke, 
Hanske bole Badshih, Ite pds bithte. 
Chaupur sir mangteke shatranj khilde, 
Baah pakarke le bare tamba ke mihfn, 
65 Peirod mea ple beri, gal tauq pardhe. 


Abhe Ram Dtwin ko dhake dilwie. 
Abhe Ram Diwan garh andar de: 
MAtA Rattan Sain ki kiwiron at. 
«“ Kit gae Raji Rattan Sain hamire, bhai?” 
70 Itnf sunke Abhe Ram ne kik machif. 
“ Ham donoa roker bicbare, Badshib ghar shadi! 
Thard Raji pakart, Badshth ne naubat biji |”” 
Mita Rattan Sain ki kiwiroa ligt. 
“ Kit Bangla? kit Sangaldip ? kit biyahi? 
75 Awand! na sobbé lf nirbhagan at! 
Ab jidhar nda teri khusht chihe chalt jie!” 
Ttnt sunke Padmant bhar Aas@ rof. 
Dolf andar baith gat jhamar girwie, 
Hathoa mea Ife paplt kamerin bandhwit. 
80 Manzilof mansilon chal part Sibhjt pe af: 
Sibhjt ke bachan if chuli dewar pe at. 
Hath jor mujra kia, jhuk sis niwie. 
“ Dewar, nt godt, nf ungall, meri piyd dir. 
Mere Raja ke band chhura lf, tt dikhe sharm hnafr !” 
85 Ttnf sun Bhére ne dil hie gharir. 
“ JA, bhiwaj, tt chale ja nere yi dar. 
Mere bap kc sir dif kit, chflan ne khie. 
Tum ko bht de milfta Ghor! Shih ke tain.” 
Ttnt son Mara Bharo ki Bhare pe ai. 
90 © Patta tert ‘amar kA likhwakar ni le. 
Nan mabtne rakha adard moa, jif ker bachat : 
Tainda ghutt di na asher ki tin bachdé nébi !” 
VOR eB 
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“ M&té, woh hi ghari kyfin ga! bhal kar rind bitha! ? 
Mere bap ka sir kat chilan ko pie ? 
95 Mere bairi phais gid dif men, tu die hai chhurwie |” 

“ Bachcha, augan fpar gun karo, jag mea bhalat.” 
Ttni sun Bhoré MAté se kshe, “ Sun, mat, bat. 
Jebi Raja ko pakarfe dda Badshth ke pis.”” 
Itnf sun Bhare ki Ranf Bhiire pe ff. 

100 Hath jor mujra kfa, jhuk sis niwae, 
«Raja, tam charkba le lo rangala, pir le lo lal. 
Charkho mere baith jlo, gharwa le nith, 
Tum pahino meri chirida, main nin le 60 hathiyér! 
Main takri hoke ja lardi Ghori Badshih ke sath ! 

105 Hande se hauda bher din, sir pare ajat juda ! 
Charhna hai to charh ja, nahin de do sif jawab !”” 
Itnf sunke Bhire ke tan boli khat. 


Bhire Badal ne chauk met kechahrt laf : 
Badnf & gae Badan Singh kachahrt chhie. 

110 Shib* Mandan & gae ZabOkir sampfran bare bhigt. 
“« Mere bawan dhajéea mil ke, maii sabhi tydgt! 
Mere Raja ke band chhuré ld, sab pfran lage |” 
Itnf sun Bhdra Shih Mandan pe dys. 

Hath jor mujra kid, jhuk sts niways, 

115 Bhfre se Mandan kahe, ‘‘ Kot hikmat kfjo. 
Solth sai dolf lia, singir hath gupt! dijo. 
Dolé andar deo bithie: kisi bhed na dfjo. 
Mani Pani lohir ko sith lo Iijo. 

Mané Pana bbaren bhes teri chand! sond : 

120 Jin ki chhatéa Qper dharo andr lima se gabné: 
Jin kf auluf latakke bhare ming motin kt lachht” 


Solah sai dol lid singar, sfin Sibh ki khif. 
“ Yebta se hat jtiyo gharka nf, jis se nbr piykrt! 
Hamfre gail so charhe bandh{ dudhéart !” 

125 Itnf sun sirme de rahe kalkar: 





© For Sah. 
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Ghorf Shah ke dalén mea par gat shor pukir. 
Jab hi Sharfl Qazt ne jhat mashlat jorf : 
“TQm din duniyé ke Badshih chhite Khudie ! 
Dole mea padméwat hai nahii padmani bharie ! 
Dolon ke béas sarkde, kahir hoakde de !” 

Tent sunke Badshab ne araj lagi. 

“Dolon ki talash de de mere tain.” 

Itni sunke Bhitre ne jhat araj lagaé. 

« Padmawat* rof dolf men bhar aisi Ai. 
Rattan Sain ko dekhti kaman madi mii. 
Rattan Sain ko bhej de dolia ke mabii.” 

Itnt sunke Badshah Raja pe de : 

Jand& tor mahil ké Riji khulwie. 

Raja chhutd mabil se jais chala kebrt. 

Dekh R&ja dolaa ko bhar énsi rove. 

“ Mere jiwande dolé kya dende 1aj gaiwhe ? 
Badla ab yeh bap ka tain 114 saje !” 

tnt sunke Bhare ne jhat araj lagat : 

“ Manda Panda ledif tert ab laa gorl. 

Dol Ata baithke dona kt jorf.” 

Itnt sunke Rattan Sain dil Af hoshiyar. 

Dol andar ja para jh&mar girwhe. 

MAn4n Pavan lobar ve bert katwat, 

Jab ht Sharfo Qazi ik masblat jori. 

“ DolA men thak thak ho raht, ghan bajo hathort. 
Bert katt Rajpdt ki! Ai hont tori.” 


Itt sunke Rattan Sain kt turt & gat ghori. 
Hanwe hath, pair rikab, jhat jabar gai ghori. 
Sarsar mfr! korari daurf dt ghort. 

Wajda wajaa di rahi ta bigin morf. 

Garh andar & bard Rajpit hezirl. 

Ttnt sunke Bhire ne jhat ghor! phert, 

Ghort Shih ke dalan j& bagin mort. 

Dolon se kfide afrme deke kalkar. 





© For Padmani. 
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Ghort Shah ke dalin men pat dhand ghubér. 
Gli chali karaka:, pare rahe sankir, 

Jaist mart pawan ki kinarf kabf. 

P&nch hazir pa; khet, ginti na pat, 

Akeld Bhurd ky kare lashkar ke darmiyan ? 
Lekar ghort ja pa.f lashkar ke darmiyan : 
“Tom mea neushi kaun dal ké singar ?” 
Allahdin Aléu’ddin karde do pabiy : 

Hande se niche die ger, déké tar-kasir. 

Ttni san Ghori Badshih ne pake-e kumin. 
Bharbhar mart gidsfyin Arjun se bin. 

Tir mirk Bhire Kanwar ko langhé did par. 
Ghort se nicho dia ger, kar tirkbi sir. 


Raja roya Rattan Sain deke kalkar. 

Faujai andar du bayi doko lalkar. 

Ghort Shih ne die bing namiz guziri ! 
Karor deotd gid nat iko barl! 

Ghorf Shih ke hie fat&h kachahri sirt. 
Itnt sun Padmiwst ne tev barchh{ mari: 
Nari thi, sab mar gain Chittau;om mabia | 
Ghort Shih dekhdé kof nazar na Ain! 

“ Jbutha re, Lakhe Shah Diwan | Padmawat kof na pat!” 
Lake janda chal pare Chittac:on maibin: 
Chhet Bandr men ike dere die lagae. 
Badshih wahdé mar git, makin le pie. 


TRANSLATION. 


THE STORY OF Risa RATTAN SAIN, THE GON OF RBisi CHITWAN 


GAIN, LORD OF CHITTAURGARH. 


It is said that in the days of the Ghorl* kings Raja Rattan 
Sain was an independent prince, and there was war botwecu 
them on the Ravi River at Chittaurga;h, in which the Ghori 
king conquered R&ji Ratton Sain, and took Chittaurgarh. This 


happened abont 400 years ago.t 


© For Ghort read Khiljt i. 
{600 would be nearer the make 
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I worship my Lord and the Infinite Goddess! 


Clothed in shawls Rattan Sain sat on his throne. 

Likbe Shah, the Minister, bowed and made his (cus- 
tomary) gift, (and baid) : 

“I would have the beautiful Padmantf'to wife !” 

5 Hearing this Rattan Sain was very wrathful (and said) : 
“ Off, thou Merchant.* Be off! Thou mukest me augry. 
Shall Brahmans and Merchants marry all the women ? 

I will go to Sangaldipt and get theo a Merchant’s 
daughter.” 
The great Minister went down from the fort, 
10 And going down he pondered (within himself). 





Lakhe Shih, the Minister, came to Bhari,t 
With joined hands he prayed forgiveness§ and bowed 
his head. 
(Said he), “ Thou art the son of Raji Shim and the beat 
of all. 
Born in the king’s honse why art thou disgraced? 
15 The Raji (Rattan Sain) hath wedded Padmant of 
Sangaldip! 
And what shall I say of his wealth ? Why hast thou not 
received thy share ?” 
Hearing this spake Bhiri quickly : 
“ We brothers are the same, but our fate is separate : 
If I take away Padmant, the shamo will be mine.” 
20 And he sent down the great Minister from the fort. 


The Minister dyed his clothes of a red hue, and pat on 
&@ mendicant’s dress. || 





® This means that Lakhe Shih was a BeniyS, (merchant) by caste. 

t See ante, p. 276. } Rattan Sain’s brother. 

§ For speaking : Oriental custom. re 

nl Ait is a sleeveless shirt worn by mendicante as a distinguishing 
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Crossing the Atak (Indus) the great Minister went to 
Kabul. 

The Ghorf king was holding bis Court: 
Tdkhe Shh, the Minister, bowed and made his gift. 

25 (Said he), “ Start thy army, O Ghort king, (to Chit- 

taurgarh).” 

Hearing this said the Ghort king quickly : 
“How large is Chittanr fort? What is its population f” 
“O king, it is a large fort covering twelve kos. 
Three lékhs* of swords are there in Chittaur. 

80 And fourteen hundred guns blaze forth. 
Bankers and traders and great merchants dwell there, 
‘And deal largely in pearls and coins and jewels.” 
Hearing this the king was astonished in his heart. 
(Said the Court), “O Allah-diu ’Aldu’ddtn,t 

35 Lose not thy virtue over a strange woman.” 
(Said he), “The Rajas of Chittaur are men of luxury, 
And my men shall fill their horses’ saddles.” 
Thus spake the Ghort kif ’Aldu’ddin, 
And hearing said Lakhe Shah quickly : 

40 “Go thou with thy army to Chittaur.” 
Hearing this the king had the (war) drouis beaten. 
Seven /akist of Mughal soldiers advanced, 
And stage by stage they reached Chittaur. 


Then the Ghori king sent a letter, 

45 And Sharfd, the Qazi, wrote the lettor with discretion. 
(And said) “ Why be uneasy, thou King of Kabul ?”§ 
And he wrote, “ The Ganges is between us, and above 

us is the Quran ; || 
I have come to visit thee and see thee (only), 
50 That thou mayest tell me of Sangaldip, whither I would 








advance.” 
mro.cte! + Meant for 'Als‘nddin Khiljt. 
g Friis nrost must pea blunder of the bard: the “ King of Kabul” is 


writing the letter || Apparently an oath. 
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When Rattan Sain heard this ho sent for paper, 
And Rattan Sain wrote a letter with discretion. 
Rattan Sain wrote a letter with discretion, (and said), 
“ Hear, thou King of Kabul, why art thou uneasy? 
55 Beside thee are the tale-bearers, the spies of Dehlt, 
If thou wishest thy welfare march thou back.” 
Hearing this the king forthwith excleimed, 
“If thou wilt meet me meet me, or I will march back.” 
Hearing this Rattan Sain got ready his mare 
60 And went to the Court of the Ghort king. 
The Ghori king was sitting there and he bowed his head. 
Smiling spake the king and sat him down beside him. 
Sending for a chaupur board they played at chess (!)* 
Then seizing (the Raji) by the arms they took him into 
the great tent. 
65 They pnt fetters on his feet and an iron ring about his 
neck, 


Abhe Rim, the Minister,t was pushed away. 
And Abbe Rim, the Minister, wont back into the fort, 
And went to the door of Rattan Sain’s mother. 
(Said she), ‘“‘ Where went my Raji Rattan Sain, friend ?” 
70 Hearing this Abhe Rim raised a cry (and said) 
“We two were separated weeping while the king’s 
household rejoiced ! 
The king hath seized thy Raji and is beating his drums 
(over it) ”" 
The mother of Rattan Sain leant agaiust the door, (and 
said) : 
“ Whore is the Maid of Sangalt {where is Sangaldip? 
whence came the bride ? 
75 Unfortunate§ art thou, that thy coming brought no 
happiness. 








* For the bardio notion on such things ee Vol TL. p. 282. 
t Who had accompanied bim Pie. Padmani. 
This term implies « reproach. 
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Go now whither thou mayest desire |’” 

Hearing this Padmant wept bitterly. 

She sat in her covered palanquin, 

She took a dagger in her hand and girded her loins. 

Going stage by stage she reached (a temple of) Siva, 

And taking en oracle from Siva she went to hor hus- 
band’s younger brother. 

With joined bands she asked forgiveness and bowed her 
head (and taid): 

“ Brother, nor chick nor child (is mine) and my husband 
is afar. 

Relesse the Riji, for thou seemest an honourable 
man |” 

Bearing this BhOrd hardened his heart (and said) : 

“ Go, sister, go where thou wilt. 

Be cut off my father’s lead and the kites ate it. 

I will send thee too to the Ghort king.”* 

Hearing this came his mother to Bhara (and said) : 

“ ] have no written proptrecy as to thy length of life. 

I bore thee nine months in my womb, and saved thio 
alive. * 

Would that I had poisoned thee, that thou badst not 

* lived !” 

“ Mother, hast thou forgotten thatghour when thou wast 
made a widow ? 

When he cut off my father’s head and gave it to the 
kites? 

My enemy is in trouble and thou wouldst have me save 
him |” 

“ My son, do good for evil, that it may be well with thee 
in the world.” 

Hearing this said Bhird to his mother, “ Mother, hear 
me, 

I will let the king keep the R&ja bis captive.” 

Hearing this camo Bhiri’s wife to Bhark; 





© And eo dishonour thee. 
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100 With joined hands she craved his pardon and bowed her 
head (and said) : 
“ R&j, take my pointed spinning wheel, audtako my red 
stool. 
Sit down to my wheel and make thee a nose ring. 
"Take thou my bracelets and I will take thy arms! 
I will be strong and fight the Ghori king! 
105 Elephant shall meet elephant and heads shall fly about! 
If thou be going, go, or deny outright !” 
Hearing this, her words sank into Bhiri’s heart. 


Bharé and Badal held an assembly in the market-place, 
Kadni and Badan Singh attended the axsembly. 
110 Shah Mandan, the richest of all the merchants, also came 
(and said) : 
“T give up (for thee) my 52 bags of riches ! 
Expend them all to release my Riiji !” 
Hearing this came Bhiini to Shih Mandan. 
With joined hauds he asked pardon, and bowed his head. 
115 Said Shih Mandan to Bhira. “ Make this plan. 
Take 1,600 palanquins (with you) aud take secret arms 
in your hands. 
Seat yourselves within the palanquins and tell thesecret 
to none, 
Take Mana and Pfnd, the iron-smiths, (as women) with 
uu ;* 
Nad sores Mana and Pind with thy vesture of silver 
and gold ; 
120 And put limes and pomegranates on their breasts for 
ornaments: 
And fill their hanging locks with coral and pearls.” 


They adorned 1,600 palanquins and took an oracle from 
Siva, (end said) : ; 
“Go hence to your homes, all ye that love your wives ! 
® i.0., dreseed up as women : observe the force of putting the names of 
these men into female forms in the text. 
VOL, 146 
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They that go with us must fasten on swords !’”* 

Hearing this the warriors raised a shout, 

And the noise of it reached the Ghorf king’s Court. 

Whereon Sharfil, the Qéz!, quickly made remark : 

“ God hath made thoe king of the world and the faith! 

They are no fair maids and girls that fill the palanquins ! 

Tho poles of the palanquins creak and the bearers 
breathe heavily !” 

Hearing this spake the king: 

“ Search the palanquins for me.” 

Hoaring this spake Bhiri quickly : 

“ Padmani is weeping bitterly in her palanquin, 

And when she sees Rattan Sain she will be filled with joy. 

Send Rattan Suin into her palanqnin.” 

Hearing this the king came to the Rija, 

And breaking open the lock of the prison took the Rajé out, 

out of his prison, 

And secing the Palanquins his eyes filled with tears, (and 
he said to Bhdra) :” 

“Why sont yo her in marriage here, whilst I was alive 
to shame me ? 

Thou hast taken full vengeance for thy father !”” 

Hearing this said Bhiré quickly : 

“‘T have brought Mana and Pand,t thy beautiful darlings, 

Sit down in tho palanquin and meet them.” 

Hearing this Rattan Sain understood, 

And went into the palanquin and put down the blinds. 

MAné and PAni, the iron-smiths, cut off his fetters. 

Thon Shurfa, the Qizi, made remark: 

© There is a noise of hammering and clanking within the 
pulanquin! 

The Rajpit’s fettors are being cut! Thy fate hath come, 
(O king)!” 





Hearing this Rattan Sain quickly came to his mere. 





© As the enterprise is very dangerous, 
¢ Tho wanes the atill joncale inttbe text, 
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Hand on saddle, foot in stirrup, quickly he mountod his 
mare. 

Striking her quickly with his whip he gallopped off 
the mare. 

They shouted out to him to turn back. 

The great Rajpit entered his fort. 

Hearing this* Bhira quickly turned his mare, 

And turned on the Ghori king’s camp. 

The warriors leapt from the palanquinsand gavea shout. 

And there was a great slaughter in the Ghori king’s 
camp. 

The guns thundered forth and there was a great dis- 
turbance. 

As when the wind blows the scum (of a pond) to the 
bank. 

Five thousand fell on the field beyond counting, 

Bat what did Bhird alone in the midst of an army ? 

He took his mare into the midst of the camp, (saying): 

“ Who is the jewelt of the army among you !”” 

And ho cut Allahdin ’Alan’ddint into two halves, 

And cast him down from his elephant with a stroke of 
his sword. 

Hoaring this the Ghori king seized his bow, 

And shot arrows forth like Arjuna.§ 

An arrow struck the Prince Bhiri and went through him. 

And the blows, arrows, and swords threw him down 
from his mare. 


Tho Raja Rattan Sain wept and cried out. 

And the (king’s) army entered the fort shouting ; 

And the Ghort king made the (Mubaimmadan) call to 
prayer !ij 





* Something probably omitted here. + Lit, bridegroom. 

t The bard seoms to think 'Aléu'ddin to have becn » personage apart 
from the “ Ghort” king, whereas they were really the same 

§ The PAndava, allusion to the story of the Mahdbhdruta 

| A dreadful thing to happen in a Rajput fort. 
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And all at once the millions of (guardian) goddesses fled ! 
The Ghori king gained the victory ovor the whole Court. 
Hearing this Padman! ran a spear through her body, 
And all the women that were in Chittaur died !* 

180 And the Ghori king could find not one (and said) $ 
“Lakhe Shah, the Minister, was a liar! I have found 

no Padmant!” 

Putting his lock on Chittaur he set out, 
And rested at Chhat-Banir, 
Where the king died and had a tomb erected to him.+ 


* Allusion to the well-known R4jpat ceremony of the e4Ad, or jauhar, 
or immolation of the women, bfure making the final sally, when it was 
no longer possible to save a place from destruction. The Réjp0te claim 
that a jauhar was performed on this vccasion, and again at the second 
sack of Chittaur by Akbar in 1533, 

+ This place is probably meant for the Chach or Indus rivernin tract 
of the Rawal Pindi District, just ax the bard has placed Chittaug on the 
Biv et "Aliu'ddin, as a matter of fact, was buried at ier 

6 
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THREE VERSIONS OF SARWAN AND FARIJAN, 


AS TOLD IN THE DEHLI AND KARNAL DISTRICTS. 


[Sarwan and Fartjan is the usual name of well known ballad widely sung in 
the Deblf, Gurgdun, Karnl, Hissdy and Rubtak Districts. It is specially 
interesting as being » pure myth concocted within the lnat fifty years 
for what may be called political reasons, and because it bids fair to become 
4 permanent legend amung the peuple } 

(Farjan, Faridan, Partjar and Pharijan aro vulgar furms of the namo of Mr- 
William Vraser, formerly Political Bosidont at the Court of the Mughal 
Emporors of Dubli, who was murderod from porsonal spite at the instiga- 
tion of Nawa Shamsu'ddin Khai of Lobird on the 22nd March 1835. 
‘The mardor formed the subject of # judicial enquiry and tho NawAb was 
exocuted on the evidence on 3rd October 1835. Ho wasa man of rory 
dissolute character, aud the people who best remembered him, wero the 
courtesans of Dehli that lived on his gifts. These women for some time 
aflorwards were in the babit of singing songs iu his praise and are, no 
doubt, responsible for the concoction of the purely mythical story of Mr. 
Fraser's intrigue with Sarwan, a samtnddr's or farmer's wifo, at the bands 
of her outraged husband. Sir William Sleoman, who, in his Rambles and 
Recollections of an Indian Oficial, 1844, Vol. I1., p. 2108, givos » complete 
account of the murder of Mr. Fraser, says that songs in honor of Wazir All 
the murderer of Mr. Oherry and others at Bandras in 1798 A.D. were sung 
by courtesans there twenty yoars after the massacre for the same reason.) 

(Tho true story is that Mr. Fraser bad practically brought up tho Nawab Sham- 
so'ddin Khdn, and was so disgusted at his debauched and licontious 
Pprocecdings when be grew to mi estate, that he at Inst refusod to admit 
him to bis house at Debli, of whick the Nawab had previously had free 
use, This so exagperated him that he omployed Karim Khiii and Uniy4, 
&n associate and an old servant, to arsassinate him. The opportunity 
offored om the night of the 3nd March 1835, when Mr. Frasor wos retarning 
from a party given by tho BAji of Kishangarh, and Karim Kbaii shot him 
Goad about eleven o'clock at night. Uniyé got wind of attempts that 
‘were to be made on his own life by tho Nawib to destroy proofs of the affair 
‘and with some difficulty escaped from his clatches. Ho afterwards con- 
fessed his share in the orime to Mr. Simon Fraser and explained the 
whole of the ciroumstances at the trial held by Mr. Colvin, the judge, The 
Tesult was the execution of Karim Kbiii and tho Nawib.] 
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[In an Urdd work called Tarikh Makhsan Panjab by Mufti Ghuldm Sarwar 
Quresbi of Lahor, 1877, at p. 26, the following account is given of Mr. 
Fraser's murder :— Nawab Shamsa'ddin Kh succeeded Nawab Abmad 
Bakhsh Kbéii of Lohird. He bad two brothers, Amfou'ddin Kbéi and 
Zid'u’ddta Khdi, who claimed shares in the estate under their father’s will- 
The case was laid before Mr. William Fraser, the Agent at Dehi!, who 
reported to Government that according to the will all three brothers ought 
to have shares in the property. Iu revonge for this in Ootober 1835 NuwAb 
Sbamso’ddin Khfi had him murdered by bis people. After av engniry, 
which lasted a year, ho was convicted and hanged and his estate at 
Firospir confiscated and added to the Gurgfoa District.” Sir William 
Sleeman, however, is of opinion that the Governnwnt proceedings as to 
the partition of tho estate had very little to do with the murder.) 

L 
THE STORY OF THE MURDER OF MR. FARIJAR. 

Man Singh, a farmer of the village of Naydhti, in the Distriet 

of Karnél, told the following story on the 22nd February 188+. 

A very handsome youth, namod Amt Chand, a farmer of the 
village of Ghughini, iu the Karual District,* got into trouble 
and became ® convict, workipg on the Canals being made 
through the District.t One day it so happened that Mr. Farjar 
went out to examine the works and remarked Am! Chand 
and said to a convict warder,t “what a pity it is that so 
handsome a youth should be employed as a convict on excava- 
tion works!” He was so struck with the beauty of the youth 
that he meutioncd it again and again§ till at last the warder 
said, ‘‘bis beauty ix nothing to his sister’s.”” Upon this Mr. 
Farijar strongly desired to see her, and that same evening he 
sent for Ami Chand and promised to release and reward him if 
he would bring his sister tu him. He consented und was 
released by Mr. Farijar, who supplied him with a horse aud 
servant, and sent hin: off to his villuge. 

When Ami Chand reached home his friends were much 
surprised to see him, us they knew his time had not expired, 
Wit is really in the Dehli Dintriet. ‘= ars 

+ They were taken in hand by Lord Hastings and completed between 
1817 and 1830 

+ Met qaid$ was the expression used, met being the Engliah word mat: 

a purely oriental notion and quite foreign to Engloh 
habits, of couree. 
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but he put them off with a story of services he had rendered so 
as to cause his premature release, and concealed the real facts. 

He then went to his mother’s house, but did not find his sister 
at home, for she had gone to her husband’s house, and so he went 
there and told her that their mother was very ill, in fact dying, 
and wanted to see hor. Her husband, however, declined to let 
her go home, and Amt Chand then told her privately that unless 
sho could get away somehow that very day she would never seo 
hor mother alive again; so it was arranged betwecn them that 
she should go to a certain well to draw wator that evening, 
where he should meet her, and that they should go off together. 

‘They met accordingly and he took her up behind him on his 
horse, but, instead of taking hor to their mother, he took her 
straight to Mr. Farijar’s tent, as he was then encamped upon 
the works. 

‘As soon as her husband missed her he guessed that Am! 
Chand had taken hor off and went at once to his mother-in-law, 
and found her quite well, and that sho had scen neither her son 
nor her daughter. After a while he ascertained that Amf 
Chand had carried her off to Mr. Farijar. 

‘Phis drove him quite wild, and going bome to his village, he 
collected threo or four friends and went with them to Mr. 
Farfjur’s tent, and found his wife Surwan there, as he had 
boen told, He addressed a petition to Mr. Farljar about the 
injustice of his acts, but got no auswer and was turned out of 
the camp. So he went home and, watching his opportunity, 
murdered Mr. Furljar in revenge for the abduction of his wife.* 

Il. 
THE SONG OF SARWAN AND FARIDAN. 
From a version procured from Dehli. 
TEXT. 
Dbur Kallatte se chalé Faridan, Pinchot Pir mantle. 
‘Landa ghora budbd Faridan Sarwan dhdndan jie. 


© There was nothing in the language of the story as taken down to 
unake it worth while printing it in original. 
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Dhaule kien par també tan gae, mekhen de garwie. 

Galt galt chuprist dolea, Sarwan lajhdf nihta. 

Bachhre chugdwandi Ami Chand pakard mushkfi de 
bandwie. 

“ Mashkia merf chhor de, Faridan ; Sarwan ddan batlae. 

Bare bagar se Sarwan nikas!, chhote bagar ‘na jae 
Sarwan bijre min.” 

Bajri katt! Sarwan pakarf, dintt dhing! maa. 

Sir par pirha, baghal men charkha, pani Intaktt je : 

Hath men beli, bele men kanght dauif niin ke jie, 

“ Ult? sult? mendbida gandht!, thada lewan jac. 

Ao, ti bahino, mil lo, subel! : phir mild nahi jie. 

Ungali pakarke, ponchha pakari, haude Ii bithlde. 

Hathi ke baude baithi, Surwan tap tap rondi jie. 

“ Shahr Ghunginé, jam jam basiyo! Ami Chand basiyo 
nahin !” 

Addbf rit pahar kA tarké tire gindi jae. 

Pinch Pir ka malida snkhi faujon met bata jie. 

“Labnge ki pahind chhor de, mert Sarwan, siya sind 





lagie. 
Sdp ka pahind chhor, merf Sarwan, topi se naiha lagie. 
Angt k& pahin4 chhor de, mert Sarwan, petikot se nailid 


laghe. 
Pirht k& baithnd chhor, merf Sarwan, kurs! se nail 
lage.” 
“ Topi k& pabind chhor jae, rit ke, pagié bandhan le. 
Patlan ka pahina chhor je, rif ke, dhoti ka bandhan le. 
Kot ki pahin& chhor jae, rif ke, mirjae ka pahind le. 
Bt k& pahind chhor jie, rif ke, jiti se naihé lagée. 
Git-pit bolt chhor de, Farfdan, sidb! bolf le.” 
Translation. 
Farfden came all the way from Kalkattd, worshipping 
the Five Saints.* 
Old Fartdan on his bob-tailed nag was searching for 
Sarwan. 





© Bee next version, 
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Five days he stayed at Dehli, the sixth at Ghfingind 
village. 
The tents were pitched at the white well and the pegs 
driven in. 
5 2 ‘The messengers searched in all the Janes and found not 
Sarwan. 
Ami Chand was seized grazing the catilo and his arms 
were tied behind him, 
‘Loose my arms, Faridan, and I will show thoe Sarwan. 
Surwan went out of tho great street through the little 
street into the millet-ficld.” 
Sarwan was caught cutting the millct with hor sickle 
at hor side. 
10 Her stool upon her head, her wheel under her arm, and 
tho skein hanging down 
er cup in her hand and her comb in hor cup she ran 
to the barber’s wife 
“Braid up my tangled locks, the oppressor hath taken 
me. 
O my sisters and wy companions, come and seo me; we 
shall not meot agaiv.”” 
He caught her hand and seized Ler by the waist and 
sat her in the (clophant) litter. 
15 Sitting in tho elephant litter, Sarwan dropped teurs. 
“ Be happy, Ghingina! But be not happy, Awi Chand |” 
All night long till dawn she counted the stars.* 
The sweets that had been vowed were distributed in the 
name of the Fivo Suints (by Faridan). 
“ Loave off weuring thy (native) skirt, my Surwan, and 
put on a (European) skirt. 
20 Leave off thy (kerchief), my Sarwan, and wear a hat. 
Leave off thy (native) petticoat, my Surwau, and wear 
a petticoat. b 
Leave off sitting on a stool, ny Sarwan, and sit on & 
cbair. 


® Idiom. to be very unhappy. 
vor, 11.—47 
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“Leave off wearing thy hat, thou doomed one, and 
fasten on « turban. 

Leave off wearing trowsers, thou doomed one, and wear 
# loin-cloth. 

25 Leave off wearing a coat, thou doomed one, and wear a 

quilt. 

Leave off wearing boots, thon doomed one, and wear 
(native) slippers. 

Leave off thy jargon, Faridan, and take to plain 
speech,”” 

Il. 

‘THE BALLAD OF SARWAN AND PHARIJAN. 

This version is from a beautifully written manuscript in the 
Persian character sent to Mr. Dilmerick in 1872 by the lat 
Nawih ’Aléwddin Ahmad Khan of Lohdri, nephew of 
Nawab Shame’ ddin Khan, Its in hee own handwriting, 
with some 26 notes in Englivh alow written by him, for he 
was a man of considerable litgary attainments, 

TEXT 
Chama-i-Saruan, 
i. 
Dhur Kalkatte se chali Pharfjan, Pinchon Pir manie, 
Panch muqim Dehli ke bole, chbatti Gungina gine. 
Allah jane, ri, Panchon Pir manic. 
I. 
Dbauli kinin par tammi gapic, mekhen di garwae. 
Hugg kitié Min Chand puka ii, beri di thukwie. 
Allah jinc, ri, Panchon Pir mande. 
Ill. 
“Tk chiz teri, knhe, Amin Chand, deri kah@ ki nie.” 
“ Meri ho, to de din, Pharijan ; dusri ki de na jae.” 
Allah jane, ri, Pauchou Pir mange. 
Iv. 
“ Sarwan ki jo bhed bata de, bitht dO in’ém.” 
Ghar ke bhedi bhed batéya, ‘‘ Sarwan bajri mée.” 
Allah jane, ri, Panchon Pir mange. 
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v. 
Dhala ghor bhara Phartjan béjra kndta jie. 
Bajrd katt! Sarwan pikaeri, drintt dhdngt mie. 
Allah jane, rf, Panchoa Pir manie. 
3 VI. 
Hath pakarkar ghore bithlé le, tis tis Ans( jae. 
Pinch pir bajré katt, chhattd na kata jae! 
Allah jane, rf, Panchon Pir manie. 
vit. 
“ Bap ko tere Chaudhri kar dan, bhat Thinedir.”” 
“Chachf tata sab 4 mil len, Min Chand milnd nie ” 
Allah jane, ri, Pancho Pir manie, 
vi. 
“ Milnd ho, to mil le, Min Chand; phir milne ki ne.” 
Hath mes bilwa, bilwo mei kanghi, nat ke ghar jie. 
Allah jane, ri, Panchou Pir manic. 
Ix. 
“ Ulti sulfi mendhi gundhe, nai ki: gundban phir nie.” 
Hath pakarker haude bitha li, birnt ki jdn dakar de. 
Allah jane, ri, Panchoa Pir manie. 
x. 
Adht rit pahar ka tarka tire ginte jie. 
“ Pirb! baithnd chbor de, Sarwan ; kurst baithna sikh.” 
Allsh jane, ri, Pinchon Pir manac. 
xL 
“«Lahaga pharna chhor de, Sarwan, siya pharni sikh.” 
Age sunir ki, pichhe munihir ki, bich mei Sarwan, 
jie (1) Allah jane, ri, Pinchot Pir manie. 
XII. 
“Pinch mohar ka ttk® ghar dd; mitha damakté jie. 
Aséi mobar kt nath gharwa din, tot pharakta jie.”” 
Allah jane, ri, Panchon Pir manile. 
wi did part pharakth jte.” 
“ Asst gaz ka lahnga sild dia pard pharakta jae. 
“ Paken beak ke m8 utdre, phir bandhan ke nile !” 
Allah jane, ri, Pinchow Pir manie. 
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XIV. 
Bare bhi ne dene kahe the, chhoté deta nie. 
Panch gana kar lie bas mei, Min Chand bas men nhe, 
Allsh jane, ri, Pinchoa Pir manie. 
xv. 
Chhot! bagar se Sarwan nikasf bare bagar ko jae. 
Galt galt chuprast phir gae, ghar ghar thinedir. 
Allah jane, ri, Pinchon Pir manie. 


Dhur Kalkatte so chali Pharijan, Pinchod Pir manie. 


TRANSLATION. 
Tar Battap or Sarwan 

1. 

Pharijan came all the way from Calcutta, worshipping 
the Five Saints.* 

Five days he haltcd in Delhi, and on the sixth he went 

to Gungind village.t 
God knows, an Be worshipped the Five Saints, 

Ir 
He pitched hix tents at the white well, and drove in the 


pegs. 
Min Chand was scized smoking his pipe and fetters were 
fastencd on him. 
God knows, dear, he worshipped the Five Samts. 
M1. 
“One thing hast thon, they say, Amin Chand, that 
none ese possess th.” 
“That be mune, T give at, Phariy: 
give? 
God knows, dear, he worshipped the Five Saints. 
* The Panj Mr are rally uny tye saints the author may remember or 
worship The Nawab says that here they mean (1) Khwajé Qutbu'ddin 
Bakbtwir Kaki Usht of Dehit 5 AD ; (2) Khwhis Mo'unu'd- 
Chisht!, of Ajmer, ob , 1: .D Shckb Nidimu'ddin Aub, of 
bli, ob., 1825 A-D ; ($) Nasiru'ddin ‘Abo'l-khair Abdu’llab Ibn ’Umor 
Al-Baizavi, of , 1246, and) Sultén Nasiru'ddin Mahmdd, Emperor, of 
Dehlt, 0b., 1206 The origm of the Panj P(r w in the Five Holy Per- 
sonages, cis » Mubammad, “All, Fatima, Tagan and ‘Husain. ‘ 
+ The Nuw&h sayn it ia in tho Sunpat sub-division of the Deblt District 





another’s I cannot 
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Iv. 
“Tell me where Sarwan is hid, and I give thee an 
elephant in reward.” 


The house-spy told the secret, “ Sarwan is in the millet- 
field.” 


God knows, dear, he worshipped the Five Saints. 
Vv. 


Brown Phartjan ou his white horse destroyed the millet- 
field. 


Sarwan he caught cutting the millet, with her sickle 
by her side. 


God knows, dear, he worshipped the Five Saints. 
VI. 





Seizing her hands he sat hor on the horse, dropping 
tears. 
Five sheaves of millot she had cut, bnt couid not cut the 
the sixth. 
God knows, dear, he worshipped the Fivo Saints. 
Vil. 
“TJ will make thy father a Chaudhri, thy brother a Police 
Officor.”"* 
“Let me go and sce my aunts, Min Chand 1 will not see.”” 
God knows, dear, he worshipped the Five Saints. 
Vil. 
“Min Chand, if thou wouldst sec her, sco her now : 
thou shalt not see her more.” 
A cup was in her hand, a comb wus in the cup, and she 
went to the barber’s house. 
God knows, dear, be worshipped the Five Saints. 
Ix. 
“Braid up my tangled locke, O barber's wifo : thou shalt 
not bind them again.” 
Ho took her hand and seated her on the (elephant) 
litter, weeping like a doc. 
God knows, dear, he worshipped the Five Saints. 


* A Chaudhrt and the country Police Officer 
the eanbodiment of power ia the ellagere ideas. 
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x. 
All night till the dawn she counted the stars.* 
* Give up sitting on astool, Sarwan, learn to sit on achair.” 
God knows, coor he worshipped the Five Saints. 


“Give up thy (native) om Sarwan, and learn to wear 
a (European) skirt.” 
Sarwan went off in the midst of goldsmiths’ and 
jewellers’ maids. 
God knows, dear, he worshipped the Five Saints. 
xi. 
“I will make thee an ornament of five gold piecos to 
shine on thy forehead. 
I will make thee a nose-ring of eighty gold pieces and 
of glittering jewels.” 
God knows, dear, he worshipped the Five Saints. 
XII. 
“«T will make thee a akirt of eighty yards to become 
thy loins.” 
“Thou has pulled off the turbanst of my five brethren, 
not to be fastened on again |” 
God knows, dear, he worshippod the Five Suints. 
XIV. 
The elder brothers ‘agreed to give hor up, not so the 
younger. 
Fivo villages were in their power, but not Min Chand. 
God knows, dear, he worshipped the Five Saints. 
xv 


Sarwan escaped from the little street into the great strect. 
The messengers searched evory lane and the pulice 

every house for her. 
God knows, dear, he worshipped the Five Saints. 


All the way from Calcutta came Pharijan, worshipping 





the Five Saints. 
“@ Idiom, for bei unhappy. + Idi tterly dis 4 
jiom, for ing very ane + Idiom, for utterly disgraced. 
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; PURAN BHAGAT, 
AS SUNG BY SOME JATTS FROM THE PATIALA STATE. 


[Thia forms the first mahal or division of the legends about Hastld, and 
purports to relate the events previous to the storios told in tho first 
legend given in these volumes, the Advontares of Réji Rasdli. It will bo 
seen, however, on a comparison of the two legeuds, that as » matter of fact 
the stories told ia the Panjab about Sflivibana of Siflkot and his legendary 
sons, Baxdld and Paran Bhagat, are all mixed up togethor, and evidently, to 
wome oxtent, form a oyclo of tules, of which any one of theso worthics is 
made tho horo at ouch individual bard's pleasure ‘The close resemblance 
of many of thom to the cycle represented by the Story of Sindibdd is again 
apparent in the following poem). 

‘{t ia still probably too early to fix the date of Bashld with snything liko cer. 
tainty, but yet I think it may be fairly bazarded now that he reprosenta in 
Hindd Legend tho king who no sucocssfully fought the first Mabommadan 
invadora of India about 700 A.D., and is known to Mubammadan historians 
as Raubal, Betoil, Zenbil, etc. ‘The facts bearing ou this identification will 
be found in my popor on Biyh Rashid in the Calcutta Review for 1884, 
p- 890 f.). 

TEXT. 

Riy Piran Bhagat dé Pisar Raji Suliedn Sakna Sidlket. 
Tillon Gorakh charhid, charhia niidh bijie: 
Riwan sai chelo guptii, bawan sai chele vil. 
Batwe Ife Lbabft de lainde ang ramic : 
Chbih chftiad mirginifin bhawande bich akas. 





TRANSLATION 
The Song of Priran Bhagat, the son if Raja Salwan of Sidlkot. 
Gorakh set out from * sounding his conch. 
Fifty-two hundred invisible and fifty-two hundred 
(visible) dixciples were with him. F 
Ashes had they in their wallets for rubbing on their 











bodies, 
And their deer skins hurtled throngh the heavens. 
= tone r skins hurtled throngh the heayon’.__ 
© In the Gujranwala District. 
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5 Sidlkot Raje Sankh da jogi bige lathe 4. 
Sfikhe ban haridule pint pie taldo ; 
Bah gae chapli minke dhini dende lie. 
Bhagtt kamfunde kshir de charue dhyan lagie, 
Raunak lagé di Ram ne ditte bazir lagée : 
10 Khalkat mithi tekde, kya raja, kya rie. 


‘Raja mahilia se turid, man bich Ram dhyde : 
Hatth bandh karda bintf charnon sis niwie: 
“Jagat nda tdran A gia, mainfa tirke ja. 
Kenne Gurf sun Ifa, Ankhia vekhan 4.” 

15 Gorakh Ago bolifi; “ tain@a sachiia deda sunie. 
Tort aulid kothifa hai aukhi bikhra thida. 


5 They halted at Sialkot in the garden of Raji Sankh.* 
The groves became greon for them and the lakes full of 
water. 
And they sat cross-legged, lighting their sacred firon. 
Performing austere penance they turned to the (Guri’s) 
feet. 
Rin (God) prospered them and made there a town for 
them. 
10 And all the people did homage, high and low. 


The Raja set out from his palace ineditating on God in 
his heart. 

With joined hands he spake, bowing bis head ut the 
(Guri’s) feet . 

“ Thou art come to save the world, save thou me also. 

J had hoard of the Gur with my cars, now have 1 scen 
him with my eyes.” 

15 Then spake Gorakh: ‘1 tell thee truth. 
Tho way for thy offspring shall bo ragged and step. 


* P Meant for Sika, according tu the barde he is the father of 
SélivAhapa. This is important 
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Udanagart Shabr hai Raje dA Choudbil nis. 
Use di bett Achhria liven byibke, tia hove auldd.” 


Kotoa Raja chalia, chalid sat tman. 

20 Faujaa bahir kaghf litt, like babe diwin. 
Cawwia din Brahmanta, son karda dio, 
DBadnagart nda dhyfund; pat rakhe Bhagwan! 
Raja chaupat mandi roht bich maidin : 

Chava Bria nil khelda sunda din fmin. 

25 Bardi mange tin ohhe pie; chhe mange tda char: 

Chaua Biria se bajt jtt Ite, de Birda nfia har. 





There is » city Oddnagari* and its Raji's name is 
Chaudbal. 

If thou marry his daughter Achhrin, thou shalt have 
posterity.” 


The Raja set out from his fort with a righteous intent. 
20 He took with him his following and held an assembly. 
He gave alms of cows and gold to the Brihmans. 
He set out for Udinagari: God preserve his honour ! 
Tho Raja played at chaupurt ia the midst of the desert 
plains: 
With the Four Saintst he played, celebrated for right- 
cousness and faith. 
25 When they cried twelve it fell six, and when they cried 
six it fell four. 
He won the gamo from the Four Saints, and the Saints 
lost. 
* An undefined locality and a name claimed by many old cities in 
the Northern ‘ 


t See Vol. 1, p. 268, and Vol IT, p 282. 
fiir ia'e Hibaa Soed bet T think it a clear that the Char Ptr are 





VOL 14d 
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“ Nfle-tastwalis, nigth asin bal phe: 
Je ti Salwin pirsawir the, bare jindén nfa banne Ite. 
Aithon sinfa rakh le, tere bhale sawiriige kaj. 

80 Mere tabar kabfle raul gid, rauliai nf banne lie.” 
Raje ne kire kadh Ie, kigbe nadi se pir. 
Raje nfi kipé boli: “Sano merf jawdb. 
Je tia Sdisagart nti chalid merh minch ad lo jd bal: 
Jithe bhirt banoge, sind karen yid.” 


85 Pabilf chankf & gae, til chinwal ditte khendie. 
Réje nf soch pf gae, kardé kfria nda yid. 
Chhin mitar me & gae, te Rije de pis: 
“TainOn ki aukbi ban gai? teri turt sanwhrie kAj. 
Ik ik dana til chinwal ki 4 gid misha ghatié ni.” 








“ O Grey-horsed warrior,* cast thy eyes on me. 

If thou be the kindly Salwin, thou wilt save the drown- 
ing. 

Save me from thisand I will be of service in thy business. 

80 My family is in difficulty, save the helpless.” 

The Raja rescued the drowning cricket from the river. 

Said the cricket to the Raji: “ Hear my say. 

If thou art going to Udapagarl take one of my feclers 
with thee : 

And when difficulty falls on thee remember me.” 


35 Hecame to the first post where the sesamum seed and 

rice had been mixed.t 

And being in trouble the Raji remembered the crickets. 

In a moment they came to the RajA (and ssid) : 

«What is thy difficulty? We will soon mansge thy 
basinese for thee.”” 

All the sesamam seeds and rice were separated and not 
a grain remained. 





cto, Change of soane 
the story of the cricket. I,p 41. 
'¢ Confused allusion to the matter mentioned at p. 44, Vol. I- 
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#0 = Raje chaukt jitke agge darwizl lath ja: 
Raje dhag bajé Ie khabar hit darbir 
Bhaje sipAh! & gae shahroa bibirwir. 


* Achhrad k&man istr!, sandal bhinne kesh. 
Raja mire Malikarmsat* de chhad chhad 4 gae des; 

45 Unbsa de sir badh Iie, dhar chun lie, le le pairta de heth : 
Je bhali chihant jéo di, ji bar apno des.” 
“Na ro, nat&éne mundio, karo Rabb de agge ards. 
The maid Rani byth lawia, nabia, rallin tumbire sith, 
Je main Rant byth lie bich tubide pfiwan sis. 

$0 Hatth bandh karda binti, sachi dhyfn sunie.” 


40 Overcoming the post the Raji went on to the gate, 
And the Rajé sounded the drums and the Court heard 
the news of his arrival,t 
And the guard came outaide the City. 


“Achhraa is » lovely woman, with sandal-wood she 
scents her hair.t 

Rijs encompassed by the angel of death have left their 
homes and come (for her), 

45 And she cat off their heads and threw their bodies 

beneath her feet : 

If thon seek safety for thy life go to thy home.” 

“ Weep not, severed heads,§ but make your prayer to 
God. 


Either I will marry the Princess, or be joined to you. 
If I marry the Princess I will restore you to life. ‘ 

50 With joined hands I pray you to tell me the trath.’ 
SRE DETER AR Ae ae ES 
© For Maliku’l-Mant, see Indian Antiquary, Vol. X., p. 289- 

Bee Vol. 1., p 44. % e 
now to the matter mentioned at p. 40, Vol 
‘This is Galivihana’s reply. 
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Pahile pahre rain de: ‘ T4a sun, Diwe jar ;* 
Rant nahi bolnd, tt hia kared jawdb. 

Diroa & gae chalke, sunke tere sf : 

Utit dwikht tun base, tere niin Pilsoz.” 

85 “Jad maid Dhert! Mata sf, gawwhi chugdita gh 
Paire pid kumbér de, maii na rakhié babut saawir, 
Jadon Basantar Gur mile meri vmar bari ho jie. 
Shibas kaho us kumhér nia jin ditt Gur milée. 

Je tii Raja chitr hain, cé byfhan Achhrés nér. 

60 Rajin de diwe ghi de, mainda rakhde til de nil!” 





Dije pahre rain de. “Tia sun, Gadwe yar ; 





It was the first watchof the night (said Salwan) : “Hear, 
friend Lampt. 
The Princess speaketh not, so do thou speak. 
From afar have I come hearing of thy repute, 
That dwellest in the apper shelf and art called Torch.” 
55 “Once I was (part of) mother Earth and the cows 
upon me: 
And then I fell into the potter’s hands, who beautified 
me. 
From the day I met my Gurf Basantart my life pros- 
pered. 
Hail to the potter that made me moet my Gurl. 
If thou art a wiso Raja thou wilt not marry the maid 
Acbhrin. 
60 Riajas give ghi§ to their lamps, J am kept on oil !” 


It was the second watch of the night; (said Rajé Salwin): 
“ Hear, friend Pitcher ; 





® For yar. n 
\ t The has now wandered off into part of the story of Bassi! 
and Silé Dai: See Vol. I, p. 270. here 

Basandar is the sacred fire of the Hindds, and hence ite me 
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Rant ve bai nabta bolnd, tin hain kare jawab. 
Rat katiye sukh df, din charhde naa lend mar, 
Hatth bandh karda bintt, Rant nfla deo bulie.” 
65 Agge gadwé bolid, “ Didht karia pukir; 
Soner* Parbat men basi, mainii keddhid reta dal, 
“Mainfa karigar gharh Ia, bitd rakhe chaukidir, 
Kabhi nahin maindé mAnjid; Rant bari badkér. 
Je tii Raj chitr hain, byihan na Acbhria nir. 
70 Hatth bandh kardf binti; meri yeh bi hai araj jawib.” 


Tije pabre rain de. ‘Téa sun, gal de Har: 
Rani ne hai nahin bolnd ; tOn karen jawilir.” 


The Princess speaketh not, do thou speak for her. 
Let us spend the night in delight and at sunrise let us 
be slain. 
With joined hands I say to thee, bring me to the 
Princess.” 
65 Then spake the pitcher: “ Great is my complaint ; 
I dwelt on (the holy) Mount Merut and was taken out 
of the (golden) sand. 
A workman fashioned me and placed (upon mo the 
figure of) a tree to guard me.t 
Never have I been cleaned: the Princes! 
woman. 
If thou be @ wise Raji thou wilt not marry the maid 
Achhria. 
70 With joined hands I beseech thec : this is my answer.” 





isa very bad 


It was the third watch of the night ; (said Raja Salwin): 
“ Hear, thou Garland of her neck: 
‘The Princess speaketh not, do thou salute me (for her).”” 








* For Sumer = Mount Mera : 
t The sacred mount of the Hindts in the contre of the HimAlayas. 
+ It appears to mean however merely that the pitcher was chased. 
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Har suhAwa bolid : “ Didht kara puktr. 

Solah jojan unchA bagti, jyfii dide pahir di dhir. 
75 Jaubri bachA parakhde, bah kedhe ustAdkér. 

Na bythan Rani Achhria, adam-khint nfr.” 


Chauthe pahre rain de, ‘‘ Tii sun, Palang yar: 
Rénf ne hai nahfa bolnd, tia karen jawdhir.” 
“ Chandan bich samundar de banja sthakér ; 

80 Karigaria ne gharh lia, bunid pat niwar. 
Gadhoa mangos letd!, bhir die man char. 
Je tii Raji sugar hai, byihan na Achhraa nfr.” 


The lovely necklace spake: ‘ Great is my complaint. 
Sixteen yojanas* have I fallen, as waterfall of the 
hills. 
75 A jeweller tested and apworkman made me. 
Thou shouldest not marry the Princess Achhrii, the 
destroyer of men.” 


It was the fourth watch of the night; (said Raja Salwin) : 
“Hear, friend Couch. 

The Princess speaketh not, do thon salute me (for her).” 

“A merchant bonght the sandal-wood from across the 
seas 5 

80 Workmen made me and the carder stretched the tapes.t 

As heavy as an ass she lies (upon me) weighing four 
mans.t 

If thou art a wise Raj thou wilt not marry the maid 
Achhria,”” 


128 miles ! 
Indian bed consists of » wooden frame on legs across which 
are stretched. 
a or 234 stone! 
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Bahman bedis gadis, parhde gotrichir. 
Mangal given suheliin batné ditté Ide. 
85 Réni Achhréa byth Me, hoi shahron babr, 


“Hatth bandh kard& binti; meri Rabb, pahanchie As! 
Hor Raj& murghabian, tin, Raja, sarbaz! 
Sadids band dias bandh&n chhu; iia: tert umar drs ! 
Jab lag rahinge jtwande ter& japdnge nida. 

90 Hatth bandh karde bint, sinfa Biri se deo chhurte.” 


Charhi& Sirij Deoté mastag lagié Ae ; 
Rani ne nabfwan rachii Pipwile talfo. 


Brahmans fixed the marriage posts* and sang the songs 
of the clans.t 
Maidens sang songs of rejoicing and the fire was lighted. 
85 (Salwin) married Achhran and left the city. 


“With joined hands we pray ; ¢ may God fulfil our hope ! 
Other Rijs are wild fowls, thou, Raja, art a hawk! 
Release the bonds of the bound and may thy life be long! 
As long as we live will we remember thy name. 

90 With joined hands we pray, save us from the Saints.”§ 


The Sun rose in their faces, 
And the Queen (Achhria) desired to bathe in Pipé’s|| 
tank. 





© The canopy under which a Hindd marriage is performed is always 


improvised for the occamon. 
is: the genes of the bride and bridegroom, s0 that the exo- 

gamic law ii might not i . 

{Theee verses Sr merelyy thrown in for ‘effect : compare Vol. I., 
See above, line 24. 5 

1 Pipe ee eet at, In the Bhaktamdld ho is called a 


ii bhag 
dasciy ir ja of Garh y 
ciple of R&m&nand (4.D. 1,400 berieg hog? Raj Gar Gangarenn. 


from him after destroying his town. Piph is ibed a0 = 
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Jadoh dA strij vekbiA Piran garb baithA he. 
“Maint mihar Guria de ho gae; Rabb pabunchte 
as! 
95 Tal bharka jag motiaa, upar pawan ghi. 
Baddika pandit pAndhiaa bandda mers ji. 
Kholei, Padhd, patri, meri man nabia bhndhda 
dbir! 
Dasoa pushtak binchke; mere ghar larki jame ko 
dbi?”” 
Aggion Brahman bolif, mukh se japke Ram ; 
100 Patri Brahman kholda, karke Devi d& dhy&n : 
“Tere aisd betd, jame Anjani de Hanumin : 
AisA betA jati jame, jaise Jacrat de Ram : 
Aisi betd jarmani Harnfkas de Palid: 














As soon as the Sun saw her Piran entered her 
womb. 

(Said she): “The Gurf fath been merciful tome! God 
hath fulfilled my hope! 

95 I will fill » platter with pearls and over them will I spread 

butter. 

Send for priests and doctors that I may distribute thom 
among them. 

Open thy book, Doctor, for my heart is impatient. 

Sce in thy book ; shall I bear a boy or a girl ?” 

Then spake the Brihman, reverencing God with his 
lips: 

100 The Brahman opened the book and worshipped the 

Goddess (and said) : 

“Such @ son shall be born to thee, as was Hanuman 
to Anjant : 

Such « holy son shall be born to thee, as was Rim to 
Jasrat: 

Such a son shall be born to thee, as was Palid to 
Harnikas: 
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AisA beté jarmana bich Lanka de Rawan. 
105 Jatt sadave, jodha, bara jawin. 
Chauhin Khuntt phiro, rakhen dharam tmin, 
Jamde nia bhauiri pi deo, dat deo nil. 
Nabia, tha dp marogé: nahin, mat pit leo mar.” 


PéOran paida bo gif, murde bagiu nil. 
110 Naubat-khine baj gta, shidt hoi Darbir. 





Khalkat badhatii de rahe [iija Sulwan. 


Such a son shall be born to thee, as was Riwan in 

Lanka.* 
105 He shall be called holy, and a warrior and a great hero. 

He shall wander through the Four Quarters (of tke 
Earth) and keep his faith holy. 

As soon as bo is born put him into u pit avd give him 
@ nurse: 

Else will he die himself: clse will he slay tuther and 
mothert.” 


Paran was boru as the cuttle were returning (in the 
evening). 
110 Tho drums were sounded and happy was the Court. 
Brahmans wero given cows and vill yes as alms; 
And the people congratulated Raj. Sulwin. 


* These are classical allusions. Hanunsin, the Monkcy God, was 
the ally of RAma Chandra in tho war the litt 1 waved to recover 
Sité from her abductor RAvanu : be waa the sou of Vayu. the God of 
the Wind, by AnjanA R&ma Chandra was the sou of Dasiwatha 
Pralida was the son of Hiranyakasiya und Inn nt 1s Nuded ty at 
2, Vol Tl Révars, the abductor of Rima Chaudias wife sith and 

18 opponent, waa king of Lanké. All the above are celebrated herves, 
ther as saints or warriors. 

t This is mizing up the stories of Réshld and Paran 

Vou. 140 
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“ Prichhat Raja bali ef khedan gid shikir. 
Mie sarp nfia chakke tapasie de gal dal. 

115 Asttk Rikhi de bachan te, Raji, taint Itt sarp ne mir. 
Hatth bandh karda bint, yeh hai merA jawAhir. 
TalmojA jag rajhid thirk* chhind dittt gil 
Ik Mchhak rah git, fa Demwantar mir. 

Bagh lagé de Piran Bhagat di; mushk surg nin jhe ; 

120 Jag rambhi, Raja, kof bhék& Brahman deo srip.” 


Pfran bhawaron kadhbid khabario ho! sansir. 


“ Raji Prichhat was a hero and went a bunting.t 
He found a dead serpent and placed it on the neck of » 


age. 

115 The curse of Astik the saget caused tho serpent to 
slay the Raja, 

With joined hands, this is gy say : 

Jalmeji made a sacrifice (of serpents), destroying eighteen 
armies. 

Tichhak§ escaped and slow Damwantar. 

Make » garden for Piran Bhagat, that its odour may 
reach to heaven : 

If thou give a feast to (all) the world, Raji, some hungry 
Bribman may curse thee.” || 


12 


7 


Péran was taken out of the pit and all the world knew 
of it. 


iS 
E 
a 


e L 
‘This is apparently anid by Pip&. The whole story of Parik- 
site end Se others meatrned below will be found in tow ingen 
Arne ctor of Lstika is also to be found in the ddiparva of the 


‘This is all most confused and is probably inserted simply because 
fr ‘Tachhak stands for Takshaka. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


PORAN BHAGAT. - 


Naubat-khine baj gid, bajid hub de nil! 
Megh adambar barsid, Piran kare ashnin, 
Totht Devt Jalpa, khusht hoid Bhagwin. 
125 Panje ldo kapré, monde sabz kumin : 
Ghord lo pirke, sane kéthi lagam. 
Git Kachahrt bap dt netke kare salam. 
Lakkh rupae bindde, karde pindia de din. 


“ Kt hain part, paristé* ? ki hai mahin Lalte ? 
130 Adb! rit nfa kdkan mird!; kin nfa dokh dindt hain 
sunie ? 
Kis Raj da kaawar hai? kis bharté di oir? 
Bh bagh hai Paran Bhagat da, arid palherf na jind phe. 


And all the drums wore beaten with a will ! 

And the rain fell when Paran bathed : 

Julp& Devit was propitious and God was pleased. 

125 He had on the five garments}, and green bow on his 

shoulder : 

He had his horse saddled and bridled. 

He went to his father’s Court and bowed his head and 
saluted. 

Lakhs of rupoes wore distributed and villages were 
given in alms (to Brihmans). 


“« Art thou a fairy? Art thou great horror ?§ 
180 Crying out at midnight : to whom art thou making thy 
inte ? 
What king’s daughter art thou ? what husband’s wife. 
This is Ptran Bhagat’s garden, into which birds 
cannot fy. 
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Sachiin batéa das de, main Jo chalin tainfa nl. 
Man de bhed das de, tera defi dukh niwar.” 

“Na maia pari paristi : ni main mabii balie. 
Indar Raja di mais: pachhraa, Loni meré nia. 

Tk din paris nahiwan A git Pipo do talio. 
Dharm! bagh liw’ Jia, pip! baigun ditta la ; 

Mord lar baigan uti chha gii, debi phar gai bhir. 
Sab pariaa ur gaiia mere se urd na jie. 

Pipa, potri bani le dharm di, le chal apne nfl. 
Mere se ubgia bo gat, meri rakh lon dharm fmiu.”” 
Agge Pipa bolda; “sacht dedi sunio. 

Mere ghar kalihari ictrt, haigt buri balie. 

Potri di sik na jindt, saukan Mo bande. 


Tell mo tho truth and I will take thee with me. 

Toll mo the secrets of thy henrt and I will relive thes 
pain.” 

“Tam no fairy, nor am I a great horror. 

Tam a maid of Raja Indar®and my name iy Lond. 

One day we fuirics camo to bathe in Pipi’s luke. 

The holy planted the gardeu, but the wicked pnt an 
ogg-plant in it; 

My clothes touched the egg-plant und my body becamo 
heavy.+ 

All tho fairies flow awny, but I could not fly. 

O Pipa, make mo thy foster-dangliter and take mo with 
thee. 

I have committed a fault, and proservo thou my 
honour.” 

Then spake Pipa: “1 tell thee trath: 

T have a jealous wife at heme that is very wicked. 

She will not know thee for » daughter, but will mako 
thee into a wife. 








’a Court is the abode of beauty acaba to Indian notes 


¢ is often i to be etna to ent the 
): hence fs introduction bere 


‘(aubergine 
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Je bhala chihe apni jit di, pichhd murke rah.” 
Agge Nana boli: “tainfn dewin sunic, 

Nal df parfda ur gaia, more se ura na jic.” 
Pipe nf taras a gai, leke tur pid nal, 


150 Oh de ghar sf do Chamaifin san sau kuddhan gal. 
“ Pipa, Pipa baj gid, teré kinne ua paid bhed ! 
Rakhi karda bagh dt, kardd bhajan hamesh, 

Dhyan lagfini darb da, miro jinhin de Ickh. 

Khabar ho ja Raja Salwn nila, bhindd deog’ chhek. 
155 Jidhar laid kadhke, chhadia us des : 

Nabia, rakh lakdike, nahia khalknt Ito dekh.” 

Pipe chidar tant chirei palle chliip : 

“Eh potri hai dharm di, main Inga 1 da Lip 


If thou wishest well of thy life, go thou back again.” 
Then spake Noni: “ I tell thee, 

The fairies with me flew away and I canuot fly.”’ 
Then came pity unto Pipi, and he took her with him. 


130 There were two Chammir womeu iu his house, who 
abused him a hundred times. 
“Pipa, Pipd art thou called and none hath fathomed 
thy secrets ! 
Thou guardest this gardon and art ever singing hymns. 
Thou castest thine eyes on the goods of thom that aro 


unfortunate. 
When the news reaches Rija Salwin, he will discharge 
theo forthwith. 
155 Take her back to the place whenco thou broughtest 
her: 


Or hido her so that the people sec her not.” j 
Pipa sproad ont a sheet at the four ends,* (and said) : 
“This is my adopted daughter, I am her futher = 


* The ceremony of ter ia to vont the irl under a 
colotred ‘abest eoreed ee Mae an foes to announce thet henceforth 
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Mand! nigth jo dekhian chikar nan lage ag. 
160 Hatth bandh kardé bintt, meri dharm bich bhang na 


Pipe ne mandar pawé Ife Niind de nAda. 


Kalf mandara bich rahindi, chit ohi da lagda nf. 
“(Na kof itthe pind hai, kuchh shahar, gran: 
Na koi mabdri bhain hai, né kot mahdri min.” 
165 Chandan ghar Chamir de, nit uth kardA kim. 
“ Indarpurt tai chhad If kone lag An ? 
Mushk méaré kona te duté chfre kache chim. 
Kah, Chandin&a, kaist bant? kyGakar bhiile Bhagwan ? 
Maia tainda pichhdi, Chandantii, kidhar paid dhyin ? 
170 Indarpfr! t0 chhadke fn basil gidn 2” 


If I look on her with lascivious eye may fire burn the 
dust.* 
160 With joined hands I praythee injure not my righteoun- 
meen?” 
And Pip& built a house for Nana. 


Alone she dwelt in her house and her heart was sad. 
(Said she), “ There is here no village, nor city, nor town : 
I have no sister here, nor mother.” 
165 Inthe Chammfr’s house was a sandal tree by which 
they always worked. 
(Said she to the tree) “ Why didst thou leave Indar- 
purit to stand by the tanner’s vat? 
From the tannor’s vat comes the foul smell of hides. 
Say, Sandal tree, how art thou faring? Why hast for- 
gotten God ? 
T ask thee, Sandal tree, what is thy intent ? - 
970 Leaving Indarpuri that bast come to dwell in this 
village Y” 
© ie, my body +¢ Or Indrivatt, the city of Indra. 
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Chandan aggoa boldA; “tainaa dein sunte: 

Lagi Kachahri Raja Indar dt, sab deoth baithe te. 

Pip& het mere milé pharda maint lid bharmie : 

‘Mere ghar mei Gang’ bagdt, tain fia uthe chhoriia lhe.” 
175 Khabar nf kere Chamaria nf, badhke phalori lie banke. 

Dekhet khabar kardi, pardé nf sett gée. 

‘Teri sidi adflat karo 4p Khudio. 

Ast ki Rabb dé ptrhi# latthe nich de te 1” 


Nana pant nfs nikal, At khdb de bar. 

180 P&nchos pabine kapre, pinchoa lie hathiar, 
Koton Raja tur pid, kbelan charha shikir. 
Ehachras lAdifin daulatiin khdh to baithe an. 
“ Ginman laj lagiundie, jiman tere bir: 


Said the Sandal tree: “I tell thee. 

Raja Indar hold his Court and all the gods sat in it. 

Pipa told his boads beneath me and deceived me, say- 
ing: 

‘The Ganges floweth through my house, I would take 
thee there.’ 

175 Let not the Chammirs (tanners) hear of this or they 

will make vats of me. 

Let them not hear and keep my secret. 

God himself will judge for me and thee. 

‘What harm have we done to God that he hath sont us 
to (dwell with) the low ?” 


NGnf went to fetch water from the well. 
180 Wearing the five garmonts and armod with tho five 

erms, 

Came Raji (Salwin) from the fort, going a hunting. 

With the mules laden with riches he came and sat at 
the wall (and said :) 

“O thon that lightly droppest thy rope (into the 
well), long may thy brothers live : 
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Ast pifise jal de, bharke pilé de nfr.”” 
185 “ Nile tazt-wilid, nile d& aswir ; 
Tarkash jarid motfin, hire jart kumin ; 
Mai chamkotin di betri, ntch hai sid? zit, 
Chhattis dharm gawaund apne kul nin lund la,” 
Agge woh Kéja bolid : “san le mert stn, 
190 Kanchan hoe kich mei, bhikmat amfit ho, 
Bidiya nari nich pe; tinne lie kho. 
Dhrot & gae chalke, sunke ter! si: 
Akhe mere lag ji, Raja di Rint ho. 
Raj kamAwin bahke, tere tal ni ko. 
195 SOhA sombhal senvea sabhi gawa! budh ; 


lam athirst, give me water to drink.” 
185 “O grey-horsed warrior, riding the grey horse, 
With thy quiver set with pearls and the bow with 
dumonds. 
Lam a daughter of the tanners aud lowly w my caste, 
It will lose thee thy thirty-six (races) and disgrace thy 
family”* 
Then spake tho Riji; “ Hear my say, 
190 Gold from the arth, nectar from the poison, 
A wise woman from the low; theese three things should 
be taken.+ 
I bave come from afar hearing of thy praises : 
Do thou take mo ond be a Raji’s Queen. 
Thou shalt enjoy royalty and there shall be none equal 
to thee. 
195 Thou hast cherished the red cotton flowert and lost ull 
thy sense; 


ive thee water to drink. Allusion here to the 36 “ royal races” 








‘2 proverb. i : 
i cotton-tree or sumbhal has notBing valuable about it but ite 
lower. 
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Phul niin vekbke ram reba, phal di na le sudh.” 
“Indar Akbtre di pachhvan, tan@n ha: nahin budht 
Asin jo f gal bhulke ditbe Charon Jug. 
Ankhen dittha ghi bhali, ni pile tel 
200 ‘Tujhe bayini ky’ bant ? [thon gho e mtn cbhor 1” 
“Ki Dhol dt Mérwan ? Ki Rim gawal Si? 
K1 hain bet! Jiinak di t Kis Biyé ch dbi ¢” 
“Na Dhol di Marwan: ni Ram gawal Si! 
NA wain beti Janek di: nd Kays di dbi! 
205 ZAt Chamelf suni di, Pipe Bhagat dt dhi. 
Indar Akbére bich main rabin, jikar Riwan de Si” 


* Raj & gne chalke, drin de rakhe man. 


Thou hast been takcn with the flower snd thought 
nothing of the fruit” 
“Tama maid from Indar’s Court, and thou hnowest 
me not! 
Tcame here by mustuke and sim rumed for the Foar 
Ages.* 
Thou dust show butter to the eyes and givest but oil to 
drink. 
200 Why dost meddle with others’ affans? Spur thy horse 
hence"? 
“ Art thou Dhol’s Marwan? Ait (hou Ram’s lost Sita? 
‘Art thou Janak’s daughter ?t What Bya’s daughter art 
thou 
“1 am not Dhol’s Marwan: I am not Réw’s lost Situ. 
Tam not Jausk’a daughter : 1 am not a Riyi’s child. 
205 1am told I am a Chammir aud daughter of Pipa Bhagat, 
1 dwelt 12 Indar'’s Court, as Siti in Rawan's (house) " 


“The Raji bath come to thee,t honour then thy guest, 






legendary heroines. 
atp 2768 ante. 

> Sdlivthaga’s messengers to Pipl. 
vo. 180 
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Ae mia kahtye baithni, manjh dte dib. 

Potrt da dol chakde mange Raji Salwin.” 

 Potri di dold ni dein, hove ténon tan.” 

Raje purzd likh lia, ai Ptpe pis. 

Pipe purzd vekhia, vekbke sitté phir. 

* Faujaa len charhke, topia le aen sith, 

Je tan jang hai kerni karke mere nil.” 

Pipe arin kathida kftiin, kitida kae hazdr. 

“ Potrt dé dola né dein, hove ténos tin,” 

Agge Nina bold! ; ‘Sun Ife meri jawab. 

Kah nf kaddhda taddian ? Kih nd hots khwar ? 

Dolé meri de Raje Salwan nda; nahia, kof bythke le 
j@ Chama.” 

Agge Pip4 boli: “ Bett, ape ho gat tayyar !” 

Pipe Babman saddid beds Ito gadae. 


Ask thy guest to sit and give him a couch. 

Raja Salwan asketh thy daughter in marriage.” 

“I will not give my danghter in marriage, do what yo 
may.” 

The Raja wroto a letter and it came to Pipi. 

Pipa saw tho letter and tore it up. (Said he) : 

“ Bring thy armies and bring thy guns (!) with thee, 

If thon have # mind to fight with me.” 

Pipa collected many thousand of his (tanning) needles, 
(saying) : 

“I will not give my daughter in marriage, do what ye 
may.” 

Then said Ninéa: “ Hear my say : 

Why art offering battle? why art troubled ? 

Give mein marrisge to Raj Salwan, else some Cham- 
mir will marry me.” 

Then said Pipi: ‘‘ What, art ready thyself, my daugb- 

ter?” 

And Ptp& cslled the Brahmans and fixed the marrisg® 

poste (and said): y 
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© Saddo Raj Salwin nti, pherd dio diwhe.” 

Pipd bedia gadian, Raj Ifo bulée ; 

Bahman Bedaa parhde, ditte got ralée. 

Rdji ne Rant byah Iie, Ife ratte dold pae. 

Kariaa mangal gaunfin, pherd de de chir. 

Raja bydhke dola le gia, pai gid apne Shahar di rah, 
Pipa no janda dolé vekhke, miri sabar di dab. 


Raj gid bich uj de, fanjda hotén sith. 

Ganja pAlf bold dadt karda pukar : 

Sajje tilar bolia, kubbhe kil kAdn: 

“ Jeb nda le chalé bydhke rakhonga chhittraa de thia. 


“ Call Raja Salwan, for I will give her in marriage.” 

Pipa fixed the marriage posts and called the Raji. 

Brahmans read the Vedas and mingled their families.* 

The Raji married the Rant, and put her into a red 
palanquin. 

Girls sang songs of rejoicing and they went four times 
round (the fire). 

The Rays married and took her away in the palanquin 
to his own City. 

And when Pp’ saw the palanquin going, he cried out 
impatiently. 


The Raja wont along the wilds with his cavalcade. 

Ganji the neatherd cried and made « loud compluint : 

On the right » partridge called and on the left a black 
crow :} 

“ Whom thou art taking in marriage will treat thee as 
8 shoe. 


© Bee above, line 


t+ 


J Tn : 
Final ceremony of the marriage - should be sovun times. 
Bad omens. 
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Jad maid man de ndar thi, khusre niche bihe bir. 
Latton langhan tin rahi, sir na jame bal, 

Je maid sAbit jamda sukh nf basta sansar ! 

Jinhon le chala byfhke, ose pa ja rth.” 


Nand bindi nf boldi : “Ta jhabdi Shahar nda jt; 
Mere barga &dmt tia chheti bhitke la, 

Rajé Salwin buddha hai, mere kain di ni.” 

Hird band! tur pie, barf Shahar mea 4; 

Jab mokh Paran da vekhid digg! st ghash kbte. 
Chhett uthoa athke af NOnan de pie. 

“ Piran taithon bhf sohand, jorf band! tere nil ; 

Pt hai teri saukan di, sirat apripal.”’ 


When I was in my mother’s womb eunnchs danced at 
the door,* 

And so 1 am lame and haveo hair on my head! 

Had I been born whole the world would nut have 
dwelt im ease ! 

Whom thou hast taken in marringe take back again.” 


Said Nana to hor Maid ‘+ “ Go quickly to the City, 

And bring me quickly # man fit for me. 

Rijé Salwin in old and of no use to me.” 

Hiri the maid went off into the City, 

And when she saw Paran she fell down in a swoon, 

Rising quickly thence she went to Nona, (and said) : 

“ Paran is more beautiful than thou and a fit pair for 
thee : 

He is the son of thy co-wife} and very beautiful ” 


in customary for the class of eunuch mendicants to sing songs, 
births fur fees 


+ Bhe bas now reached ber new home _ 
te, of Achhria and so Landn's stepson. 
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Athoi bele pai rah{, mahil andher pie. 


“Ki gat suudunt Pipe Bhagat de? Kaun margté bir 
bharid ? 


Kis ne manda bolid ? Kis ne kaddht gai ? 

Jia ne kit! ungalt, ungalt dewia katwile, 

Jis ne manda boli& phie dewia cha-hda, 

Dil de bedil das de, sach! tkh sunie.” 

Nénd Raja nda boldt: “ Sacht dein sunie. 

Achhria linde bydbke, ratti dolé pie. 

Maia Rant dharfl haa kaddht mahilaa se bar! 

Paran sabhnii nf mattha tek gif, mai ditt! mano bisir! 
Mattha teke to baching! ; nahti, mardi katdr! khie,” 
RAjd NOnda nO Akehda, “Tia uthko surat xambhil | 
Palang bichhiea rangala, philda di sej khandie. 


She lay down in the evening and the palace became 
dark.* 

(Said Salwan) : “ What hast heard about Pipi Bhagat ? 
Which of thy brethren is dead ? 

Hath any ono spoken harshly to thee? Hath any one 
abused thee ? 

If any finger hath been laid on thee I will cut it off. 

Who hath spoken thee evil 1 will have him hanged 

Tell me the sorrow of thy heart and speak the truth.” 

Spake Nanda to the Raja : “I tell thee truth. 

Thou didst marry Achhréi putting ber into the red 
palanquin. 

Tam but a mean woman turned ont of the palace | 

Pdran hath made his obcisauce to all, but hath neglected 
me! 

Let him make his obeisance to me and I am saved, else 
will I stab myself with a dagger.” 

Said the Rajé to Naniia : “Get op and be at thy ease. 

Lay the painted bed and spread the flowers on it. 





* Rigna of sorrow Natives do not unually go to bed in the evening, 
aud bere also the sense ia, she did not light up the palace. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


898 LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


R&t katfye sukh di, banke bhart& nar. 
Pichhoa Kachahri kardnga, jad Pdran nf leda bulde, 
260 Din cha-hde nin mattha tekoga tainfii bandke dharam 
kt maa.” 
RAja lagt bhejke Paran lie mangwie 
“ Unche dhaular teri mitie de jake sie niwie.” 
‘Mat4 naa matthé tekdd, pid nda kaby ‘jagdts.’ 


“Unche dhaular maté Nanda de jike niwdnwan sis.” 
265 ‘‘ Nau darwizd Shabir de, dasven mf na ja. 
Dasven dhaular Nanaia matte de, tere nfl rakhd! khar. 
Change bhale nia dekhke, chiinak sitde mfr. 
Kal le Ande byihke, mailf nabta hol rah. 
Kesh mali, mal nhdatf, efri kaprf ld: 
270 Indar Akhire di pachbria, haigf bari balfe. 








Lot us pass the night in delight as husband and wife, 
Then will I hold my Court pod send for Parau. 
260 At daybreak shall he salute thee as his foster-mother.” 

The Raji sent messengers and called Paran, (and said) : 

“Go to the lofty palace of the stepmotber and bow thy 
head to her.” 

He bowed his head to his mother and called his father 
‘lord.’ 


“I go to the lofty palace of mother Nanda to bow ny 
head.”"* . 
265 “There are nine gates to the City, go not to the tenth. 
The tenth is the pslace of thy stepmother, Nanta, who 
hath enmity with thee. 
‘When she sees thy beauty abe will at once slay thee. 
It was but yerterday he married end brought her here, 
the very road has not become dirty yet. 
She decks her hair and bathes and wears many 6°" 
menta; 
278) Sho is a maid of Indra’s Court and « great horror, 
© Péran to hie mother Achhria. 
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Pdt di sik nabia jand!, tainda bharta lio bante. 
Manas deb durlamb, hot na bir-o-bar.” 
Jande Poran Bhagat ni nanna mil na pie. 
“Je mma daind hondiin len ni pdtin nin khae- 
275 Je mii Ave khin nda agge deli als niwie. 
“MamA kol putria jindiii sharam na Ave kie. 
Tai meri Mata janam df, NOnta lagi dharam di Maa. 
Hatth bandh karda bint!, mAtd kol jinde nin mori na 
ple.” 


Jando Pdran Bhagat niin dekhke bolid kild kg. 

280 “Akhen morf lag ja agge na dharen pian. 
Ob gal chit vich rakbe jehri kabiodi st Achhrin min. 
Martda mar jdegi, teri kiuof nabin karna niwédn.” 


She will not know theo for a son and will make thee 
into s husband. 

The body of 8 an is a precious thing, und comes not 
again and ugain.”"* 

Paran Bhagat would not be dissuaded at all from going. 

“If a mother bo a witch she will not destroy hor son. 

If my mothor desire to destroy me, even then 1 will 
bow my bead. 

There ix no shame in a son going to visit his own 
mother. 

Thon art my Mother by the body, Nanda is my Mother 
by faith. 

With joined hands I pray stay me not from going to 
my mothor,” 


Seoing Pfran Bhagat going spako a black crow to hims 
280 “ Harken to my say and put not thy foot forward. 

Let the words of thy mother Achbraa sink into thy heart : 
) thou wilt be slain and none will do thee justice.” 
Rad io the doctrine of the transmigration of sonia. Don't 
sind believe that a aan's body comes bat once to being. 
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“ Kaga kalf dhar da, mere sir par tur va per. 
Tojhe bagint ki pie ? Apnt Sp niber. 
285 MAté ne neunda deke sadd lia, chalié rasof jimen. 
Hatth bAudhke karéa bint!; ta kyda boli, kAlé kida ?” 


Péran dkhe, ‘ Rim Rim, mukh se kahe jawdhirs 
“ Hatth baah karda bint, mert Pirau di ardas. 
* Mata’ na kahe, hanon hin pabcban. 
290 Nekt badi ashikia bahke sejai min. 
Sej bichbawéit rangall, bahute phal kbandde. 
Deke kashfshin man le, tilli cha;hi kuman.” 
Bolid Paran, ‘‘ Sej te charhe, jal maria julke bhashm ho 


jaca. 
Pid ne lind! byahke, tf lagi meri dbaram di min. 


“ 0 crow of tho black hills circle nut round my head, 
What hast thou to do with others? Mind thine own 
affairs. . 
285 My mother hath invited me and I go to feast with her. 
With joined hands I beseech thee; why speakest thou, 
thou black crow ?” 


Piran made his salute,* and «pake his greeting with 
his lips, (saying) = 

“ Hear the prayer I Paran make with joined bands. 

Say not ‘Mother’ to mc, know us for a well-matched 
pair. 

290 Let us know the joys and grief of lovers sitting on ths 

couch. 

I will lay the coloured bed and cover it with many 
flowers. 

Enjoy thyself, for the bow is ready for use.” 

Said Ptran, “If 1 mouut thy bed I sball be burnt, 


burnt to ashes. 
My futher hath brought thee in marriage and thou art 
my mother by faith.  - 


© See Vol. L, p. 2, 
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295 Achhrin mata pap df, tt hain dharam di man. 
Mata putrin neh lagi, dhartt nigar yi.” 
# Kad maii tainda kokh napanié ? Kad IM god khille ? 
Battfs daria na tain chungids, kie bidh sadda ‘ man’ ? 
» Tad bhartd, mai istrt; donon ik hi han. 
$00 Jholf ddb Khari dar tere hain; sire khair pA.” 
‘  “ Pip d& garwA dohal de, ga:wa dharam men nhio. 
Chaprida de mudh tobt, pindin de mudh grin: 
Shih bij pat nabta, Gard bij gat nabin, putrin béj 
nabfa rabinde nan. 
. Hatth bath kard& binti, mere bich bhang na pie.” 
805 “ Bhalf hoi ta a gia; jlge side bhig. 
Ghi de diwe much gae, jad tin mahilon bard fe: 





295 Achhrin is my mother by sin,* thou art my mother by 
faith. 
If mother and son commit sin the carth will sink be- 
neath me.” 
“* When did I bear thee in my womb? when did I feed 
thee in my lap? 
Thou didst never take thy 32 toeth (full of milk from 
me) and how canst thou call me * mother’? 
Thou art husband, I wife; we are » pair. 
300 1 stand suppliant at thy door, give me of thy alms.” 
“Throw aside the mver of sin, and bathe from the 
river of faith. 
Ponds are near lakes, villages pear towns : 
There is no honor without a king, uo salvation withoat 
a Gerd, no name without a son.t 
With joined hands I pray thee, do no wrong to my 
virtue.” 
305“ Well was it that thou camest; propitious is my fate. 
Lamps of ghit have been lighted, since thou didet enter 


the palace: 
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Jaiat Idt tanddr di rabf, bujhid na bujbie. 
Je dar rakhd& Salw&n da, dine charhde nin sittha mar. 
Mohr de dia tere bap na, dewan jin gaiwhe. 

810 Jinne pattan dute berian, tere daman chhadda Ife. 
Chhoti umar dia Péran&s, thore sis niwie : 
Sej bichhada rangali, bable phd kbandae. 
Kya nf sej kabdld8, ho j& Surg tayyar. 
Hatth bath kard! binti, merf jort bhang na ple.” 

815 “ Mata, kydn jar patdt dharam di? Iathti p&p na bij. 
Jat jattida de rahin de, taint kujb nabta ebij.” 
“Jat jattiin nabin chhadne, karke bhajé patij.” 
“ Jadia jat Pdran dd tt jlo, sukh jo Gangh mindA nfr. 
Jet Paran dé tat jéo, duniyé ghatke jéo bhir. 


Like as the blaze of the (public) oven, which cannot be 
pat ont. 
If thon dost fear Salwin Iewill have him slain in the 
morning. 
I will give thy father poison and destroy his life. 
$10 I will put all the boats at the ferries under thy 
er. 
My youthfal Paran, bow not thy head so low : 
I will lay thee the painted bed and cover it with flowers. 
Why not agree to my bed and be in Heaven ? 
With joined hands I pray thee destroy not the match 
(made for me).” 
815 “‘ Mother, why destroy the roots of faith ? The seeds of 
sin prosper not, 
Let the virtue of the virtuous remain, it concerns not 
thee.” 
“T will not let the virtue of the virtuous remain: be 
certain of this.” 
“When the virtue of Paran is destroyed, the water 
of Ganges shall be dried up. 
When the virtue of Pirka is destroyed, the earth shall 
perish. 
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Maia chel& Gorakh Nath da, jamda sidb fakir, 
Mainda tere jinde nin ddbdt, mert jat nin lawand! lik. 
Hatth bath karda binti, Mata, eh sant&a da rit.” 

“ NeundA deke saddia, mahilen baria ac. 

Je mere mabilen 4 gid, chhij ute charh ji Ap. 

Tko jedtia mildiaa bich Darge hai nahin pap, 

Nabia téa chhij kabdl le; nabin, kar laa tera nfs.” 

“ Mit&, neanda deke sadd ia, mai bhi rakhid dhydn. 
N& rdwia, nf dhdaa, kithe hai nabt rasof dA thin. 
Kithe gal jag& rasol-wil!? kithe pakan pakwin? 
Santis mandtia mArida mainda deodtin barbar khaen, 
Araoa paindita gol!éa kidbar nabla dendita jan. 

Jebrt gall Achhréa bachan bol, oh de bak na bharte jan.” 
“ Paireh pawwe pike bar& mahilen de. 

Maia Indar Raja di pachhraa, bing! bur! balile. 


Tam a disciple of Gorakh Nath, and a saint from my 
birth. 

Thou wouldst destroy me with thyself, casting a stain on 
my virtue. 

With joined hands I pray thee, mother, this is the way 
of saints.” 

“T did invite thee and thou camest to my palace 

As thou hast come to my pulace do thou mount my bed. 

lo the meeting of match (with match) there is no sin 
before the Court (of God). 

Either agree to my bed, or I will destroy thee.” 

“ Mother, thou didst invite mo, I obeyed thee. 

1 see nor fire, nor smoke, nor any place for s feast. 

Where is the feasting place ? where is the feast ? 

Seeing the palace and hall thus e.opty 1 am afraid. 

Thanderbolts from the heavens spare not life. 

What Achbria spske hath come very true.” 

“Thou oamest into my palace with shoes on thy feet. 

Tam a maid of Raja Indar and a great horror. 
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Hatth pair tere bandhke dew&n kbab sitthe. 

Kyfa nahin kahné manda? dewén jan ganwhe.” 

“Hatth bah kardé, Mata, bint!; tainfa sachin dedi 
sunie. 

Rawan nfl kihia guzriaa, ditte sone di Lanka luthe ? 

Singh Rikhjt gher Me bich banwka de, ditti babhét 
bhulae. 


Shams Tabrez mir& bich Multdu de, khal ditti bhuis 


bharie, 
Kt kha? kt jal ghare? ki tobha? ki bin ? 
Sabh da pani ik hai; taid dharia chit kuthdn. 


I will bind thy hands and feet and throw thee into a well. 

Why hearest not my prayer ? I will destroy thy life.” 

“ With joined hands I beseech, Mother ; and I tell thee 
trath. 

What trouble did Riwan syffer when bis gold Lanké 
was destroyed ?* 

Singh, the Sage, was encompassed (by fair women) in 
the wilds and forgot his saintship. 

Shams Tabrezt was slain in Multin and his skin filled 
with chaff. 

What is the well ? what is the watcr-pot? the pond ? 
the pit ? 

‘The water in all is the same ; thon hast misplaced thy 
heart. 


rel Ry nies Chandra for the abduction of his wife, Sité. The allusion 


story in the Ramdyana. 


t Probably meant for Viévimitra in allusion to the story of his 
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Gat te gadh& charhde, bich Darge ne milo than. 
Donon par mil jéenge, Dhartt to Asmin,” 

845 ‘Tn sida buldia nahin bolda, bhajke kab bal jaen ? 
Bhaje nia jan na dingi, bhaiwarke lett mangie. 

Tere barge ghabra ditte pir khapte. 
Alchea mere Ing jt, nabta badhke dewda tangle.” 
, Pdran dibii maria, mukh se japke Ram : 

350 “ Mata, chaln& Kachahri Rabb di, othe dohii mim] pan. 
Sachi jhite Surg de, jhite kambhe Narak nda jéen. 
Kamné df gur istri, lobbt de gar dim, 

Kabtr de gur sant hain, santan de gur Ram. 
‘Mata, hatth bath kardA bint!, merd rahin de sidak fman.” 





By mounting the ass on the cow thou wilt gain no 
place in the Court (of God). 

Both spheres will meet, the Heaven and the Earth.” 

$45 “ Thou dost not listen to my say, and whither wilt thou 

flee ? 

I will not let thee flee, I will have thee brought and 
bound. 

I have destroyod many youths like thee. 

Agroe to my say, or I will cut off (thy head) and hang 
it up.” 

Pfran cried out and called on God with his lips: 

850 “Mother, we must go to God’s Court, and there be 

judged for our deeds, 

The trae will enjoy themselves* in Heaven, and tho 
false go to Hell. 

The teacher of the lustful is woman, the teacher of the 
greedy is gain, 

The teacher of Kabir a saint, and the teacher of the 
saints is God.t 

Mother, with joined hands I pray thee, let me keep 
my honor and faith.” 





* Lit. 


t An Fre Soy of Kabir, the religious reformer of 15th century, drag- 
in for effect. 
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855 “ Uthta, Hira bandf, jandi de charhée. 
Sére darwAje marke, kithe Piran na jénd pie. 
Sir Paran dA badhnd, kist bhaiwar dend sittie. 
Kabné nahbii oh mandA, jtunda chhadni nie.” 


Pdran Rim dhyike charhia pauriaa jae. 

860 fran chbAlaa mAriia pairoh pawwi lo gac khaskte, 
Kampi singtsan Indar ki, bich pOrita pic hakde. 
Digdé Paran dekhia, dp Rabb ne ditt kambh arte. 
Takhte zamta de rakhid, ja milan deve phal takte, 
Pat Pdran df rakh If, rakhi ap Khudie. 


865 MAté Achhrin boldt: “Ta kya mindé lambi dhéh ? 
Kis ne manda bold ? kis ne kaddht gil f 


355 “Up, Hirt, my maid,* end lock all the doors. 
Close all the gates that Piirgp escape not. 
Cut off POran’s head and throw it into a well. 
He would not listen to my say and I will not let him 
live.” 


Péran praying to God went to the stairs. 
360 When Piran leapt his shoes slipped from his feet. 

Indar’s throne trembled and s cry arose through the 
cities (of heaven). 

God himself delivered Péiran as he leapt (from the 
palace), 

And placed him upon the earth as s gardener layeth 
down a flower. 

God himself preserved the honor of Pirap. 


M45 Baidhis mother Achhr&a: “ Why weepest thou soloudly ? 
‘Who spake harshly to thee? who hath abused thee? 
ee a ee ee 


© Lanka is speaking. 
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Tda beth Raje Salwin da, jedA Chahda Pase raj: 
Jis ne tainfin mérift phiasi deAa cha hie.” 
“ Mata Nandan ne laid silida khole hir singtr, 
870 Kamar katérd kholif, je;4 main balid le lak de nl. 
Dhaka deke mahila se sittid, mainfin rakhid Parbatgar.* 
Ae mere pita nda Mata Nanda ne dina sikhal.” 
“ Bach, tainda le ddagt silian topiia, hor le dia hair 
singhar: 
Kamar kat@rfia le dein, baah le lak de nal. 
875 Chandrt de mahiles kyti git f didn jan bachée. 
Ndnda matte teri lagd!, ade dio pie.” 


Salwin Niinda nf boldd; “ Sun Jen mer jabab : 
Mandi shagunf maia tur ike: bagi kokbt ba. 
Tdn Indar Raje di pachhrin, Rant, sabhnan df sardir, 


Thou art the son of Raji Salwin, who rules in the Four 
Quarters : 
If avy one hath besten thee I will have him hanged.” 
“Mother NGnfa bath taken my necklace and my jewels. 
870 She hath taken the dagger from my waist, that was upon 
my waist. 
She thrust me out of the palace and God preserved me. 
And Mother Ndnfa will deceive my father, when he 
comes to her.” 
“ My son, I will give thee necklace and cap and jewels: 
I will fasten another dagger round thy waist. 
875 Why wentest thon into the harlot’s palace? Thou hast 
but saved thy life. 
Thy step-mother NiinAa will yet do thee an injury.” 


Spake Salwin to Nida : “ Hear my say: 
Evil omens came to me on the way: violent wind was 
blowing. é 
Thou art » maid of Raji Indar, my Queen, the chief of all. 
© For Parwardigar. 
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Tere mahilen ake Rani&a sabhnan dittt basdr. 

Ki ld¢ lida kist chor ne? kidhroa pai gatdhdr ? 

Sachin batan das de, kt guzre tere nal?” 

“Tthon bakhat* dhudhol dé Pfran mered mahilen bhardid. 

Main tere bhuldve bhul gat, rakhit chhtj bichhae, 

Pfran ne pairia se jord kholifi, charhié chh{j par de. 

Karker bhanne gif haditi, mis burkiti khde. 

Sih de mohre bakri, j:tm bhive tid khie. 

Main pali hoi gad di makhan di, main rakbi hai jin 
bachae. 

Kurti phir gia, beganf tukre kar dia char. 

Dokhan kanda df biliia, dukhde sir de bil. 

Tera bohal sona da lut lid, bdki kujh chhorf nf.” 

Akho ; “ Paran nai mar de; nahin, mai mar jidd ketdre 
khie.” 

Raja Salwio Ndnii nin dkhdi; “Eh gall hoi vabin 
kist jug. 





I have deserted all the Queens to come to thy palace. 

Hath any thief robbed thee? Hath any entered in? 

Tell me truth, what hath happened to thee?” 

“Tt was dusk when Pfran entered my palace. 

I mistook him for thee and laid thy bed. 

Pfran took off his shoes and mounted thy bed. 

My bones crackled and my flesh was crushed under him. 

If a goat be before a lion, he can eat her when ho please. 

I have been bred on cow’s butter and I but saved my life. 

He tore the coat from my breast into four pieces. 

My earrings pain me and so doth.the hair of my head. 

Thy golden farm hath been robbed and nothing re- 
mains of it.’” 

Said she, “ Slay Paran, or I will stab myself with a deg- 
ger and die.” 

Said Raj Salwin to Ninaa: “Sach @ thing could not 
be in any age. : 


Face se i A, ere ae er ee 


© Forwagt, ° 
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‘Tia Inder Réje dt padmant bari sunt di dhaj. 
895 Jat Paran da rakin de, nf lao jatt do pag. 
Paran meré jati hai; kyfa ldund chikor nda ag ? 
‘Tain chab le til chiull, tore hoten rahinde lag. 
Paran df s@rat vekhke bhal gal, kar din haii bhere 
sabib.” 
“Raja, Dharti da mandal Mengali, parji da mandal 
bhap, 
400 Ghar da mandal istri, ko! di mandal pat. 
Ag lage tere mandat, mé;ien balko digan satat ! 
Tere muah dabri, sir pag ; kyfa balia sirak-sit ? 
Le dita mainda ap biyahke, chhijia mine Péran pat |” 
Akho; “Pfran nia mar do; nabtn, maia dere kar 
jada kdch.” 


Thou art a beauty of Raji Indar’s (Court) aud high 
is thy repute. 
895 Preserve the honor of Paran, put no stain on his virtue. 
My Pérau is honest: why dost thou put fire to the 
mud ?* 
Thou hast eaten sesamum and rico,* for they are on thy 
lips. 
Becing Piran’s beauty, thou art captivated and doest 
this evil.” 
“Raja, the ornament of tho Earth is Hoaven, the orna- 
ment of the nation is the king. 
400 ‘The ornamont of the house is a wife, the ornament of 
the family is a son.t 
Fire burn thy house, and may the rafters fall ! 
‘There is a beard on thy face, and a turban on thy head, 
and why didst thou bind it on? 
Thou didst bring me here in marrisge and Pfran thy 
son hath enjoyod my bed.” 
Said she: “ Slay thou Paran or I will go home.” 
. idioms : to tell a lie. 
t fue proverbial saying. 
VOL, 1.58 
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Raja Chih; 4 saddia, fi Kachabri mangte: 
“ Hatthen kardia pharo, sirdf leo sin charhie, 

Sir Paran da badhio, kist khih bich io ple. 

Apni mAtd de chhijin min gia, kul nfia 14 gid 18j.” 
Waaztr dé lark Raje nin boldé; “ Arez sune man Ite; 
Khamia bari na hot hai, chhotéi nfa utpat. * 

Narda sahar did gandlAa, rakbiye saiwir saiwar : 

Je bich satran de rakhie, to khedan bich ujar, 

Manda changé nf dekbdias, dekhesi pid dada dt nA Idj. 
Alche NGnfa de lagdaa: kt karda kul di nis ?”” 

Aggio’ Rani boldi: ‘Sun, Raja, merf bat : 

Thuttin gallin Waztr Akhda ; eh hai Piran di jundf dé yir.” 
* Santo, lagto badhto, leo dam gine. 


The RAja sent for the Scavenger* from his Court, (and 
said to him): 

“Take thy knives and have them sharpened on the 
whetetone. i 

Strike off Pfiran’s head and throw it into a well. 

He hath enjoyed his mother’s bed and shamed his 
family.” 

Then spake the Minister to the Raji: “ Hear my petation ; 

Elders should pardon the faults of the young. 

Women are poisonons pests, however carefully they be 
kept: 

Keep them in seclusion and thoy will play in the wilds. 

They regard not right and wrong, they regard not the 
hononr of their families. 

The words of Nand are approved of thee: why dost de- 
stroy thy race?” 

Then spake the Rant (Nanfa): “ Raja, hear my words: 

Falsely saith the Minister ; he is the friend of Paran’s 

” 

(Said the Rajé): “Hear, ye slaves and minions, take 

your wages and count them. 





© The common scavenger is always the executioner in HindA India. 
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Pfran de bahen rass! pd, leo karare bat charhie, 
Sir Piran d& badhke, sohane karo kabtb. 
420 Putr apna main marna, phir koi n& pawe is rah.” 
‘ Bhat pie tert naukari, mahine apne ais! taisi bich phe! 
_Ptran bargt sfiratda kot balrt jAve nar. 
Jie kindh Pran j& raho baitho rij diwie. 
Noukart teri chhadange sithe, Piran na mirh Jie.” 


425 “Bhaje & gae, Paran, tere bip do, kar If’n pid ne yad. 
Jal bich nhfuté, Pirand, ho ja jal se babar. 
Jal bich nhinda kf bane, man bich rahinde pip? 
Tere gal mfla rudhris* di baithd Ram dhyje. 
Dia nda mild phirda, rit non mire par. 
430 Slt gaddt tere bap ne, sidha hoke s@ilf jhik.” 


Fasten Piran’s arms with ropes: bind them tightly 
with cords. 

Cut off Piran’s head and make a fine roast of it. 

420 Islay my son that none may follow his ways.” 

(Said the Scavengers) ‘‘A curse on thy service, and 
may thy wages go as they will! 

It is a rare woman that bears the hke of Paran. 

Wherever Piran may go there will he rule, 

We had rather leave thy servico than slay Paran.” 


425 “Paran, tthy father hath sont us for he hath remem- 
bered thee.t 
Thou art bathing in the waters, Paran, come ont of thom. 
‘What boots it to bathe in the waters, when the heart is 
evil? 
With thy beads around thy neck thou dost worship Ram. 
By day thou dost tell thy beads, by night thou breakest 
into houses. 
480 ‘Thy father hath erected the gallows, bear the gallows 
courageously.” 


© For rudrdkeha, mendicant’s beads. + The excoutioners to Paran: 
"f tes found thee out and will punish thee. 
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Pfran Chihrin nf pichhda: “Mere se kere bigar gae 
kit. 
Dohtf tainta Rabb di, mainfia le chalo pit de pis.” 


“Dandie ghat mangwa lit, pitajt, maii & gid tere pis 
Karea niyif' mera sodhke, dien dukh niwér. 
485 Akhe na Nonfa de lagen, mer& dabt nd kharch karie. 
Oband-putr nahfa thyéuné, kih nf ghate raliwands 
lal? 
“ Bacht, jatita bichoa jat gia, tapita bichoa tap. 
Jad née Iii tere biyih dé dohed kane dhar gif hatth. 
Shabrei khabarin ho gatha, bich desfé de pai gaf sath. 
440 Kal Nanda de mahilen jake ki dhan did khat t’” 


Said Pdran to the Scavengers: ‘‘ What evil have I 
done ¢ 


In the name of God* take me to my father.” 


“Thou bast sent for tho executioners, father, and I 
have come to thee. 
Do me justice according to my desert and relieve my 


pain. 
485 Listen not to the words of Nanin snd destroy not my 
body. r 
Sons are not (always) begotten, so why throw thy ruby 
in the dust ?” 
“My son, virtue hath left the virtuous, and righteous- 
ness the righteous. 
‘When I mentioned marriage to thee thou didst stop 
both thy ears, 
It is noisod abroad in the City, it hath gone into all 
the land. 
"40 Yosterday thon wentest into Nénii’s palace and what 
didst thon gain ?” 


© Observe the use of Rabb here by » Hindé Bhagat ! 
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“ Pitdjt, akk di nA khatye kakei; sap di nd khilye mis ; 
Istri nf kartye ladli, jad kad kare bints. 
Anhe nfia chanan ki karo, diwe balan pachés ? 
Bole niin kharké n& sune, tamak baje pis. 
445 Gadho nin mahila ki kare, rirf jis da bis ? 
aria Bhoj pur prabal ho gaits, nak bich piwan nath: 
Ade mfr nachAundiii mire mard nart de bas. 
Jat sat meri dekbke, tin sittea bhiiven mir.” 
“ Péran, Piran dkhte, tera kinne na paid bhed. 
450 Kal do pahre lat gat, sini dekhke khet. 
Harida beléa muchh gi, khike kar gti dher. 


“ Father, eat not the fruit of the ak ;* eat not the flesh 
of snakes ; 

Make not thy wife a darling, or some day she will ruin 
thee. 

What will the brightness benefit the blind, if thon 
light a hundred lamps ? 

The deaf hears no sound, though thou sound s drum 
beside him. 

445 What will a palace benefit the ass that dwelleth on the 

dunghill ? 

Women have conquered (Raji) Bhojt and put a ring 
in his nose. 

And spurring him the women make the conquered man 
dance. 

Test my virtue ere thon dost destroy me.” 

“ Poran, Pfiran we call thee, but none hath fathomed 
thy seoret (heart). : 

450 Yesterday at noon didst thou rob it, seeing my field 

unguarded. 

My tender creepers were destroyed and thrown into 
heap when eaten, 


© Aaclepias @ poisonous plant. _ 5 
+ Ieee Pine great king: Bhoje-deva of Dhara, 
Ob. circa 1088.£D. wre came of betacbold fain in India 
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Budhe pile baj rahe, rakh& nahi suchet. 
Kal laid Nandan nfla biyahke; merf dhaulf kanf dekh. 
Tainfia mulk bahotera khane nfli, basdé siri des: 
455 Kim bigi,@ bip da, sonf ral gia ret. 
Mandir Nanda de lut lie, kita 4 gid tere pesh.” 
“ Pité, ankhen vekhke sach karen, kanne sunke na mir, 
Charh kariha tel dé, khundaa di ag machte. 
Jadon karih& tap jio, mera sajji dast dubio, 
460 Chichi ungali je sare, phahoi die charhie. 
Mere sir par ard rakbke bichilen sittt chiswdo. 
Sfrat vekhke bbul gat, maii mukh kehindi rabh 
* Man’ 1” 


Nfnda karihi chirh dit, dittt ag jalie 
Jadon tel karfhi tap gid, Piran lid mangwie. 


The old man sowed the field and the keeper was not 
alert. 
Yesterday I married Nfinfa, and, see, my hair is grey. 
Many lands sre thine to take, for thou hast all the 
country : 
455 But thon hast spoilt thy father’s work and mixed gold 
with the sand. 
Thou hast robbed Nfnis’s house and now (the con- 
sequences of) thy deeds are before thee.” 
“Father, see the truth with thine eyes, slay not for 
what thy ears have heard. 
Light a fire of logs and place a caldron of oil thereon. 
When the oil is hot plunge in my right hand. 
460 If my little finger (even) be burnt hang thou me 
up there. 
Put a saw to my head and have it sewn into halves. 
She saw my beanty and forgot herself, but I only called 
her ‘ Mother’ |” 


Nfnda lit the fire and put on the caldron. 
‘When the oil was hot she sent for Pairan. 
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PORAN BHAGAT, 45 


Jed te ne jhilda chhaditi Paran ditt kardhe pie. 

Un seven Devi Jalpa, Gorakh nia 18 dhyte. 

Sawé pahar karihe bich rahi, phir dhdke keddhA bahar, 
Jat sat POran da kaim si, nd lag! tattt bal. 

Aggioa Raja boli: “Suno, ChObro, jawab : 

‘Lirf littd like, NOnaa na chhabina tiria de nil.” 


“ Pita karthd banh If, put ne bandha tel, 

Maia pari thi Bare Bahisht di, bich pariin kardf sel : 
Péran apni rakh lia, karke akal da khel. 

Aist sundar istrf phir kadhi nahi hond mel. 
Bhalbhilekbi main bhul gai, mere akal thikina nie. 
Ndnaa sach boldi, Pdran sachi nde.” 


When the oil bubbled up Piran was put into tho 
caldron. 

He worshipped the Goddess Jalpt,* and meditated on 
Gorakh. 

A watch and a quarter he remained in the oil and was 
taken out by force. 

Piran’s virtue was proved, not o hair of him was 
injured. 

Then said the Raja : “ My Scavengers, hear me : 

Strip the clothes off Nanfa and pierce her with arrows.” 


“The father stayed the caldron and the son stayed the 
oil (by magic). E A 

I was a fairy in the Great Heaven, wandering amidst 
the fairies, ‘ 

And Pfran hath proved himself by « skilful trick. 

Never again shalt thou meet so beautiful a woman. 

I have been deceived by impositions and my (poor) 
akill availed me not. 

Nandu saith trath that Paran is not true.” 


© Bee above, line 124, 
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“ Jake Paran nda mario, jithe an pant bhi nie, 
Aise putr da marn4, mere réj nfs Awandi hin.” 
Agge Chabré bolid, rondA daha mar : 
480 ‘Mere hatth nabia Pdran par nahi bagde, hatthen 
apne mfr. 
Sade sir ulte manje rakhde shabron de ujar: 
Ithot kulf patke, hor te piwinge je. 
Bhagat Pdran niin mirke, Ndnfin, kere saiwaregt kj ? 
Mere chiro bete marke Paran ni lfei bachie.” 
485 Ndnfin Rije nia Akhdf: “ Itnf der na Ide, 
Chordn yéran n&l dostf kadbi bhi banttf nie. 
Eh d& marnf hakk ha, eh df nitar Mert kadhte. 
Hatth par is de banhke, sittan khib de bar.” 


“Pirand, tere hatth bindhke sankonifia, chale godin 
de bhar. 





“Go and slay Piran,* whére is nor water nor corn. 
Such a son should be slain, that hath ruined my kingdom.” 
Then spake the Scavenger weeping aloud : 
480 “My hands rise not against Piran, slay him with thine 
own hands. 
Iwill put my bed on my head and leave the city.' 
I will pull down my hut and raise it up elsewhere. 
What dost thon gain, Ndnfn, by slaying Piran, the 
Bhagat f 
Better slay my son and save Pfran.” 
485 Said Ninth to tho Raji: “Delay not thus; 
It is useless to be friends with a thief. 
He should be slain that hath destroyed (the apple of) 
thine eyes. 
Bind him hand and foot and throw him into « well.” 


(Said Landa) ; “ Paran, thy bands are bound bebind thee 
and thou goest upon thy knees. 
© Balwin says this, giving into Lankd. 
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490 jin bht kabA maa le, hum le awin chhurte 
Jeri badt tainfin lag gat hor pise dintn tal 
Eh gall mert man le, ban ja bharté, main tert nr.” 
* Mata, chbfyt tert agg ball, maithon charha na jhe 
, Heth Dharti Mati dekhdt, utte Parbatgar * 
495 Dohau se chort main kardn, parin Nark men je 
Hatth bavh kaida bintt, ta lagt dharm df min.” 


“ Suntye, tan Khiddd Chabra, sun le merd jawab. 
Hatth le alyo Piran de badhke rakhin sirbiue nfl 
Netrt Je din kaddhke, surman lawan bane! 

500 Us di rat lo dnt kaddhke ldwan bir singir! . 
Je Paran jiundé rakbid, tera defn kabilé gil. 
Tn kabnfi merd nahin minid, sittiyo khdh de bar ” 


490 Hear my say to-day and even now will I release thee. 
What evil hath been charged against thee will I pass 
on to another. 
Only hear my say that thou be my husband and I thy 
wife.” 
“ Mother, fire burns thy bed, I cannot ascend it. 
Beneath Mother Earth 1s looking on and sbove 18 God . 
495 If I steal from both I shall go into Hell. 
With jomed hands I beseech thee, be my mother 
by faith.” 


“ Heart thou Scavenger Khidda, bear my say. 

Cut off Ptran’s bands and place them beneath my pillow. 

Take out his eyes that I may make eye-salve of them! 
500 Bring me his blood, that I may pat it to my jewels and 

clothes ! 
If thou let Paran live I will destroy thy family. : 
He listened not to my words ; throw him into a well.” 
eh A Ae Se EE EE TET 


© Yor Parwardigér eee above, line 871. 


t Lamha says thus. 
VOR. 1.58 
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*¢ Satia di phall jhompri, bhat kost! dé gata, 
Ag lage pitd, tert mapdat, mirten bich hai nahii Har 
da nit ! 
505 Raj nda bijlt mar j4 ! NOnaa nfia ler ja kala nag! 
Terd shabr gharak ho je, gawwit nd chugdiaa ghi! 
Be-gunth maria, meri kus nahin kid niwhia. 
Hatth bath kardA bint, milf nf Achhrén maa.” 


« SAdhf tainda bola; suntye, POran, jabib. 
510 Pichhle janam bich asfa donoi ai sake bhrie : 
Tdn jamiaé ghar Raje de, main Iie phakirt pAe. 
TOA mert gadi par baith ja, maii mardla tere thin.” 
Pfran aggion &khd&: “TainGa dei sunie: 
Hont bit! pogambarki, maiii kih da pénthér ? 





“ Better the hut of the virtuous than the village of the 
sinful. 

Fire burn thy palace, fathér, wherein God’s name is not 
feared ! 

605 Lightning destroy thy kingdom ! May the black serpent 

destroy Nanfa! 

May thy city sink and cows not graze thy grass! 

Slaying me withopt fenlt thon hast dono me no justico! 

With joined hands I pray thee: I have not (even) met 
my mother Acbhria.” 


“The holy man telleth ;* Piran, hear his say. 
510 In the last birth we were own brothers: 

And now thon art born ina Baji’s house and I have 
become a fagir. 

Sit thou in my place and let me die for thee.” 

Then said Piran : “I say to thee: 

Fate hath happened to the prophets ; Iam buts water- 
bearer.t 

SSS eee 

® Phran is now consoled by a 
+ Les n hmnthe person cisoered 60 shams. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


515 


520 


515 


520 


PURAN BHAGAT. 419 


Bhalf hot mipe mirde, mere priu Surg na jan. 
lk achhnabé ho gif, Mata Achhraa ho birin.” 


Chohrd hirnd d& bak maria, rat lt channe bich pio. 
Donoi nitar mirg de kaddhke banat banie : 

“Jo Nanda kabé man gat, tai Paran nin dediige bachte. 
Je hont Paran di jag pie, taa marke dedige mar.” 
Hirnt dibka maid, kitt Rabb agge faryad : 

“ Hirni maif sAmin thar dt, charhke de utir, 
Dardt chher, bhagtlied, chition, dita bak ujar! 
Né merit sikhda chungiia ; nd chugif harid gha; 
NA chhilaa mfriéa ; n& turid mere sith ; 

Né than chunge rajke, mera pit hamime jie. 
Be-badout da bak maria, nd lagt duniya dt ba! 

Jih de khatir maria, 20 POran bh! mir’ jae!” 


It is well that my parents slay me, for I go to Heaven. 
But there is one evil, that my mothor Acbbrin is ruined.” 


The Scavenger slew a fawn and put its bluod into acup: 

Both eycs of the fawn he took out, and made a plan : 

“Tf Nanda listen to me, then will I save Pdran. 

Bat if Pdran’s fate be awake* I will come back and 
slay him.” 

The doe cried out and complained to God (and said) : 

“« Twas a doo on the lower grounds und clinbed up hither, 

For fear the lion, tho wolf, und the leopard, and I have 
(now) lost my fawn, 

It sucked not my teats ; it ate not the green grass ; 

It bounded not; nor wandered beside me; 

It sucked not my teats to surfeit, for they are full to 
bursting ; : 

My harmless fawn hath been slain, ere yet it hath 
breathed the air of this world ! 


May Pran for whose sako it hath died be also slain !” 
____ May Paran for whose sake ii d 


© Be against him. 
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Chohbra @khda: “ Pfran nfis maid laih mar. 

580 Eh le, Nanda, rat Pdran di la le hir singar.” * 
“ Uthtye, Hira bind!, moti kaddhke rat bich pho: 
Je rat Paran di ho, tii mott milange ue df nfl.’” 
Mott chhunne sitt ditte, ja ret! nahta lagh nil. 
“ Dade mugdune Chdhrid, ki ltidi banat bande? 

535 Main nahin Jattt Panjab di, jinbon Jawea bharmie. 
Jithe Pfiran mfria, woh dikhave thie.” 
Chih;4 akhdi: “ Didi hage khasam dé, jin mahilen 

bire chhad ! 

Tere undar di ng tii bhuje, tert tapri pawe bazar |” 
“ Ki kardia Rije Sulwin ndn, chhade kamin bight ? 


Said the Scavenger (to Lanin) : “I have slain Paran. 
580 Take this blood of Phran, Randa ; take it to the jewels 
and clothes.” 
“Up, my maid Hira, avd put a pearl into the blood : 
If the blood be Pairan’s the pearl will be stained 
by it.” 
The pearl was thrown into the cup and blood stained 
it not. 
“ Thon accursed Scavenger, what trick hast thou play- 
ed me? 
535 1 am no Jatt’s wife of the Panjab, that thou canst 
deceive me. 
Show me the place where thou hast slain Paran.” 
Said the Scavenger: ‘ Cursed be thy husband, that let 
thee enter the palace ! 
The lust within thee will only be appeased, when thou 
hast raised thy hut m the market !’”* 
“What shall L do to Raji Salwdn for spoiling his 
meoials ? 


© 10, by heroming a prostitute 
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PORAN BHAGAT. 421 


Je bes pai jis mere, tainda lamb! ghallin bagir : 

Taint bagirt yhallke tere tabbar deka uj. 

Simhnd sdofin bolds, taint phie dedi jan.” 

“ Sanda changt bagir, bag hai side kar. 

Dioe Aven bagtr de tabbar kare bahir, 

Je tia iskh kamfunén kanjri banke ja: 

Tapri pho basir bich, bahke ishk kamio. 

Pfran barge gabrf bhilen is bazir. 

Je bas pai ja Chdbr‘éa donot khakén sitte phir!” 

Ndnd&a uthon mur pie, mabiloi bare 

‘Lago Kachabri Rije Salwin di, taintn banhke leo 
mangwie.” 


Chibra dardé bhaj gid, gta Ptiran de pis : 


“ Honi ne gher& pi Iff, tere bachan na nahin chhad& 
rah. 





If I have the chance I will send thee on a far service? 

And when thou art gone on service I will destroy thy 
family. 

Thou that speakest against me, 1 will have thee 
hanged.” 

“ Bervice is well for me, service is my duty. 

On the fruits of service doth my family rejoice. 

If thou wouldst indulge thy lusts go and be a prostitute. 

Pitch thy hut in the market and indulge thy passions. 

Meet some gallant like POran in the market : 

And if thou fall under the power of the Scavenger he 
will slit both thy lips!” 

Nanda went back into her palace (saying) : 

“I will go into the Court of Raji Salw4n and have thee 
brought there bound.” 


Fear entered the Scavenger and he went to Paran (and 
said): 

“Thy fate hath encompassed thee und there is no way 
to save thee. 
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LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Hatth pair mainfa badh len de, le jawha RAje de pas. 

Miarié taintin tere bap ne, side kojh nahia chaldi ghart- 
baa di wih.” 

Phran fkhda ; “ Chahyi6, sano meri jabdb. 

Bhaje 4 gae ho bap de, & gte mere pis. 

Hatth pair mere badhke kim bantio ris. 

Godiia te lata badh lo, askin kolon bith. 

Nitar deke nahaniia kadh lo donghe deke chak. 

Utte giljda jhurmut malié, behindidn ghera ple : 

Gidar chingéa marida mangde merd mis : 

Sheria bhabhia marids, koi bai nahii Paran de pis! 

Loth mert nia chak leo, le chalo khah de pis. 

Ik anhera khih da, dija kalt rit! 

Jake kah do mert mia nda: ‘ roke nain na leo gaiwio; 

Dil nia deve sabar dida thkidn, chit nd kare udis,’ 


Let me cut off thy hands and feet to tuke to the Raja. 

It is thy father that slays thee; I, a poor man, have no 
power.”” 

Said Paran : “ Scavenger, hear me. 

Sent by my father have ye come to me. 

Cut off my hands and fect and do your duty. 

Cut off my legs from below the knees and my arms from 
below the elbows. 

With nail-parers take out both my eyes. 

Above the kites are gathered and circle round me: 

And jackals howl for my flesh : 

And lions roar und none is near (me) Pfran! 

Cat off my hands and take my body to the well.* 

Dark is the well and dark is the dark night ! 

Go and tell my mother not to lose her eyes for weeping : 

To close the doors of patience on her heart and to 
sorrow not in her mind. 





© Bee Vol. L,,p 2. 
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Birka baras te & mildn, mere are nf rakhe As. 
Hatth bath kard binti, mert mité Age ardis.” 


Jake Raji dé Chahré ktkdé Achhrfa df bir: 
570 “Ratt! pirhf baithSe, sun le mera jawib. 
Nak te besar khot de; chiriia bhunne mabilin de nfl! 
Patr jinhdé de mar gae, anhii de man vich kaise chhe ? 
+ Paran ter& maria, mfrié Nanin kamzit ! 
Hetth baddbke sankoniaa, ankheii Ifti kaddbwie! 
575 Bharke chhannfa rat dA Nanda live bars z 
Akhea chalke vekh le, sittid khdh df bir !”” 
Achhr&a pitte nikal! hoke bahat hirin. 
 Bhaiad biz nf joriia, putrid baj nabia rahind! nda. 





In twelve years will I meet her, thero is no hope before 
that. 

With joined hands I pray, (take) my petition to my 
mother.” 


The Riji’s Scavenger went ond cricd out at Achbrin’s 

door : 
570 =“ O sitter on the red conch, hear my say. 

Tako off thy nose-ring, break thy bracelets against the 
palace (walls) ! 

Tlow shall they have care of mind whose sons are dead? 

Paran thy son is dead, slain by the shameful Naudu! 

His hands and feet have been cut off and his eycs takon 


out! 
575 Filling a cap with his blood Nandan hath put it to hor 
jewels and clothes. : 
Go and see with your own eyes that he is thrown into 
& well!” 


Achhria weeping went out aghast (and said) Fy 
“ There is no pair without a brother, there is no name 
to live without a son. 
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Dukbea batd maia pélid, hulled pint phe: 
580 Jad chhéa hot jhalm!, bagt kahir di bal. 

Maat jawanda nfia kabir, jidn daryaa df dbat. 

Tert maut ve galliii miéa, Hont ne rokke rah. 

Jis din kalim&a likhit'i je maid hondi pis, 

Arjaa kardt didhf Rabb df, tere kalam likbdwand! ris!” 
585 Jitthe Piran mind, chalke woh vekhiA we thiGn. 

“ Pdran meré mar gta, mai marnf ob de nll. 

Ambé di biti ba -hdia, akkia nfia kard&a bay. 

Putri de khatir mipe khihen te tobe p&unde jal. 

Sade battida tall ik phal, so bhi sitti#a tha mar. 
590 Taiofa chand-putr nebia thiduna ; ni jammin dojt war!” 





With care I cherished the tree and watered it with my 
hands ; 
580 And when its shade grew thick a violent wind hath 
overturned it. 
Death taketh youth as a rifer-flood. 
Death met hiin in tho street and Fate stopped the way 
(for flight.) 
When thy fate was written had I been by, 
I would have made a great cry to God and had it 
written favorably !”” 
585 She went and saw the place where Piran was wounded 
(and said): 
‘My Pfran hath been slain and I will die with him. 
They have destroyed the mango (Pdran) and sheltered 
the 6k (LAnia).* 
For the sake of sons parents cast nets into the wells and 
ponds.+ 
Among my thirty-two trees but one bore fruit and thst 
thou hast destroyed. 
90 Thou shalt have no son: = second shall not be bora 
to thee |” 
t Sifusion to the abit of native women of worshipping as well and 
ponds in the hope of obteining sons, 
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** Bunto, laglo badhio, dhakke de do char : 

Kaochabrt te eh nf kaddh deo, kaddh deo shahr df bir. 

Hatth vich de do sota, kag urit# jie. 

Marke mahilaa nf bare, kot Paran barge na jive kamzit. 
95 Bilhat pai gee Raji, sired uthA le bhar. 

Bhat jhukhediéa Rantia, dhakke den gaiwir.” 


Achhria kh@h nda tar pie, kardi kak pukdr: 

** Mawas putrda de melo kadhi karo fp Khudite ?”” 

Kah dt: “ Bachd, tere sir pe naubat baj rabi, man at 
bhog. 

600 Je taii naubat bhognt, teri Ingin kiyé nd rog. 

Maia jake agge Gorakh do kitkdi, ‘ Bal jéo teri jog I 

Kaun saumbbeo tere mal khizini? kaun karo raj dt 
bhog ?” 


(Said Salwin): ‘Hear, ye slaves and minions, give 
(Achhraa) three or four blows, 

And turn her out of tho palace and out of the city. 

Pat a stick into her hands to drive away tho crows.* 

Let her not enter the palace again thut no more wretches 
like Paran be born. 

$95 Heavy troubles have Rajis suffered, carrying burdens 

on their heads: 

And Ranis have fed the oven, pushed about by churls.” 


Acbhria went to the well and cried out: 
“* Will God be even pleased to let mother and son moet 
again?” 
Said she: ‘My son, thy turn (for sorrow) hath come 
upon thy head, suffer it with (a brave) heart. 
600 And as thou bearest thy trouble thy body will be af- 
flicted. 
T will go to Gorakh and cry, ‘Cursed be thy seintship F 
Who will guard thy treasures? Who will onjoy thy 
royalty ?” 
eet © Bee Vol. I, p. 292 
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Pfran khoh vich boldé, mukh se japke Ram: 

“‘Hathta mere chhad de mitt, Kajalt Ban men jim. 
Mere ghore tavele khol do: ghis tur tur khien. 

Bas sikre chhad deo, kist raj-dwar nfm jaen. 

Knttida didn rassiii baddh deo, kutte mangde tukre khén. 
Rone-bhone khizine utd deo, kar deo pun te din. 
Stunde rahe, thi mildnge ; Gorakh rakhe imdn. 

Hatth bath kardé bintf Rabb rakhe terd imdn.” 


Larke dahis mArita, khth de utte Ae: 

“ Asii munde hai tert fauj de, t0 sid& sardér, 

Kalla karke maria ; jo ast honde tere nal, 

Tih mirde Rani Nanda nfs, nahfa, mar jande Ap.” 

“‘ Hanso khelo, munde Shahr dio; Rabb agge faryad. 


Said Paran from within the well, worshipping God with 
his lips: 

*« Let loose my elephant, mother, to go to the Kajall 
Forest.* 

Let loose my horse from the stable to graze the grasa 
at will. 

Let loose my falcons and hawks to go to some palace. 

Let loose my dogs’ ropes and let them beg their food. 

Let my treasures be thrown away and given away as alms. 

If 1 live 1 will meet thee again; Gorakh will keep my 
faith. 

With joined hands | pray to God to keep my faith.” 





His playmates cried, coming to the well : 
“ We boys were of thy followingand thoa wast ourleader. 
Thon wast alone when they slew thee; had we been 
with thee, 
We would havo slain Rant Nanda, or died ourselves.” 
“Laugh and play, my boys of the City: my complaint 
is before God. 
© Bee Vol. 1, p. 620. 
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Bhalt hoi mape mirde, sins Surg nia jde. 
Mish ghate pf tal badhe, jfia likhe Kartdr. 
Rajt hoke bhicharo; bane Paran de nal.” 


vR&ot khaéh de tur pie, pie pigd di rih. 
62Q “ Chanda, teri chindni soti sf chhej bichhile. 
Chire piwe palang de rowingi gul Ite. 
Putr nf vidy’ kar chali, ki vekbida mia ghar jae t 
Ber’ kile nig da, lahren de de khie. 
Akbia te anhi ho gat, maint kanif se sunda nie. 
625 Achhrin mshilin se kaddh dittt, phirdi bich bazir. 
Ik bichbord put da, ddji bhukh kuleje nda khie. 


My parents did well to slay mo, for my life goes now to 
Heaven. 

What the Creator hath written changeth not at all. 

Part with Piran without murmur; suffering is for 
Pdran.”” 


The Rani (Achhrin) left the well and went towards the 
village. 
620 (Said she): “O moon, I have slept on my bed in thy 
light. 
I coe the feet of my bed (now) and weep. 
Bidding adieu to her son what will s mother find in her 
house? 
It is the bost of the black snake,*the waves frighten me. 
Mine eyes are blind and I hear not with my ears. 
625 I, Achhras, have been tarned out of the pslace to wander 
in the streets. 
Firstly, Iam separated from my son; aud, secondly, 
hunger eateth into my heart. 





‘© Metaphor : « very unbappy howe. 
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Kal bani hof tht pat-rinf, ajj bhati jhonkd! te !”” 
Un Rabb par rakhdi dori; kyOnker umar bbie ? 


Indar diaa parian u fan khth bich latthaa de. 
680 Barta barsin Péran nf guzrifii, dharam ne pghré lid 





ple. 
Mokh te pariia boliin: “ Tainfa dio sunte: 
Téa kt hai paristé ? nahin, mahd balae f” 
Ptran agge boli leke Gorakh dé naa: 
“Na maia part paristA; ni mai mabi balde. 

635 Bet Paji Salwin da; Piran merA nf&fn. 

Je tusti parti sach dita jike ktiktyo Gorakh de pls: 
“Chel teré mari badhke siti khfh de bar: 
Je tin Gurd hai sat da, de duniya de bal.’” 





Yesterday was I a chief qupen, to-day do I serve the 
oven!” 
Her hope was in God, but how was her life to pass t 


Indar’s fairies came flying into the well.* 
630 Twolve years had passed over Pfran in tho performance 
of religious duties. 
Said the fuiries with their lips: “ We spenk to thee: 
Art thou a fairy ? or art thou a great horror ?” 
Then said Piran, taking Gorakh’s name: 
“1 em no fairy: I am no great horror. 
635 1am the son of Raji Salwin; Pdran is my nawe. 
If ye aro true fairies go to Gorakh und cry out to 
him (and say) . 
‘ Thy disciple is wounded and thrown into a well: 
If thou be s true Gurd let him breathe the air of the 
world.’ ” 





© The poem breaks off here; Pdran has now been twelve years in 
the well, 
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PORAN BHAGAT. 429 


Khdb te partha uri Gorakh latthaa jae. 

Gourd baithin Asan like sohanf samadh legie. 

“ Chele tere df araz hai, ti sune man chit like. 

Oh baddbke khdh bich sittia, Piren us da nada.” 
Gorakh nédh bajé lid man bich Alakh dhyie. 

Jinne chele Nath de sabbi Ife bulie : 

“Mere Pfiran par bhiri pai gat, us nfii leo chhurke,” 
Tilloa Jogt charh pie SiAlkot latthe de. 

Aggion Gorakh bold&: “ Suno, Jogio, bit: 

Itthe Piran Bhagat hai kisi khih de bar, 

Oh nda sar-bhar tolnf, kaddhna kbdh so bar. 

Us nda barda baras guzre, bahutt pai sazde.” 

Jogi Nar Singh bold: “ Gurfjf, meri sun le araj man Ide, 
Jogi tib&ida jal de, koi khda doo batie.”” 





The fairies flew from the well and went to Gorakh. 

The Gurf was sitting at his scat in a beautiful reveric. 

(Said the fairies :) “ ‘Thy disciples speak, hear them with 
heart and soul. 

Heis maimed and thrown intoawell that is uamed Piran,” 

Gorakh sounded his conch and thought on the Invisible 
in his heart. 

He called together all his followers (and said) : 

“ My Péran is in trouble, do ye release him.” 

The Jogis* came from Tillé to Sidlkot. 

Then spake Gorakh : “‘ Hear ye my words, ye Jogis: 

Paran Bhagat is here in a well. 

Search him out and take him out of the well. 

He hath passed twelve years (there), and groat hath 
been his trouble.” 

Then spake the Jogi Nar Singht: “ Sir Gurd, listen to 
my words with thy heart. 

‘The Jogis are athirst for water, show them a well. eA 





* His disci 


rid Samet Mie 8 Singh or Nabar Singh, the Jogi, is meant for the 
‘arasin 


watdra of Vishna. ‘He is also called Andr 


avatd 
Singh and Nees Singh, and js froquent invoked in mantras and charms. 
Seo Indian Antiquary, Vol. XII, p. 
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LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB, 


Gorakh Jogi&a nf boldA : “Tub na sachiaa deéo 
sunie : 

Nagart bai Raja Salwan, k0A haigt bich ujar. 

Uttoa jal bhar lo, bachoa, suno kik pukér. 





Jogi utthoa tur pie, khth par painde te. 

Naéfa leke Gorakh Nath di tumbe ditte khdh bich 
phirde. 

Jadon pani kbarakd4, sunid Pdran, Gordkh lif dhyde. 

Tfndaa nél tumbe phar lie ; Jogi nath gae bhau khde. 

Jake Gorakh nda &khde, gae Gorakh de pas: 

“Tumbe side kho Ife; ke bich hai mahin balie. 

Akhen chalke vekh le, tumbe rahe khah de bar.” 

Derioa Gorakh chalit, man bich Alakh dhyse ; 

Utte khib de ike bah gae Asan lie. 





Said Gorakh to the Jogis: ‘I tell you the truth : 

The city is Raja SalwAn’s and the well is in the wilds. 

Take water thence, my children, and hear if (Pdran) 
ery out.” 


The Jogis went thence toward the well. 

Taking the name of Gorakh Nath they cast their bow 
into the well. 

When the water resounded Piran heard it and meditated 
on Gorakh. 

He seized the bowls with the stumps (of his arms) and 
the Jogis became afraid. 

And they went and said to Gorakh : 

“ Our bowls have been lost; there is a great horror in 
the well. 

Go and see with thine own eyes, our bowls have 
remained in the well.” 

Gorakh went from his place, meditating on the Invisi- 
ble in his heart ; 

He went to the well and tvok his seat there. 
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665 Buldwand&: “Bacha, kf haia pari paristi? kf haid 
mahaa bale ? 
Mirai pawd gajab dé, khith nti sittaa bich Patal ! 
Je bhalf chahuné jan df, ho ja khth te babr. 
Maia chelfé Machhandar Nath d&, siddh hao bard 
parkar.”” 
* Agion Pdran bolif : “ Gurdji, araj karfia, sun Ide. 
670 N& et main part paristA; nd si mahi bale; 
Bet Raja Salwan d&; Achhria hai mert min; 
Chela banné hai main Gorakh Nath di; Piran merd 
nian. 
Lekhe di likhe né mite, baddbke khih bich ditt& pie. 
Je tta Gurd hai sach dé mainin de duniyé de bio.” 
675 Gorakh na Jog! akhde : “ TOs chhet{ nf hoen diy Al. 


665 He called out: “ My son, art thou a fairy ? Art thou 
@ great horror ? 
I will strike the well with my (magic) sandals and sink 
the well into Hell! 
If thou desirest thy life, come out of the well. 
I am a disciple of Machhandar Nith and a mighty 
saint.” 
Then said Paran: ‘Sir Gurd, I speak, hear me. 
670 I was no fairy: I was no great horror. 
I was the son of Raja Salwin, Achhrii was my 
mother. 
I would be a disciple of Gorakh Nith; Piran is my 
name. 
The lines of fate are not to be blotted out, they wounded 
and threw me into the well. 
If thou be a true Gurf let me breathe the air of the 
world.” 
675 Spake a Jog! to Gorakh: “ Be not over-quick to pity 
him. 
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Jo Paran Bhagat hai thi kaddhe kache tige nil.” 
Gorakh Jogt boldA: “Tashi chhett tdgt le to: 
Le Atyo kari kanyaa as, byaht hot ntin,” 


Jogi athon ar pie, Kara des tathe jte. 
680 Tayyan kuriin di vekhke tig mangié jie. 
Sau baras di bndhid boldi: “Tub& nfm sachin dedi 
sunte, 
Sat Jug charkha gharié; Trete batti mf) ; 
Dwaper tand khichié; tand charh gid akis | 
Je ho chele kist Nath de, tii tand nf leo utfr!”” 
685 Aggion Jogi bolde man bich ghusse khfe : 
“ Sat Jug Gurf side Kishn thd, le,id Kansh de nil ; 


If he be Paran Bhagat ho will be drawn ont by a single 
thread of yarn.””* 

Said Gorakh to the Jogt:™Go quickly and got mo o 
thread : 

And get it from an unmarried virgin.” 


Tho Jogis flew thence and went straight to tho land of 
Karat 
6X0 Sceing tho virgins spinning thoy demanded a thread. 
Spake a beldame of a hundred years: “I toll you truth. 
‘The spinning wheel was made in the Golden Age; the 
akein and ropos in tho Silver Age; 
The thread was drawn in the Third Age and went up 
into heaven ! 
If ye be the disciples of a Saint, bring down the thread!” 
685 Then were the Jogis angered in their hearts (and said) 
“In the Golden Age our Gurf was K,ishna that fought 
with Kansa ;t 


: * Com; Vol. 1, ibilit 
iyi ompare ‘o! p- 89 This would be a sheer impossibility. 


story of the destruction of Kansa, the king of Matburt, by 
Kjlaipo, ell knees nord ie bold is he Bhopoene Pardee. 
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Larid Kansh de nAl, Kansh lit mfr; 
Phir Gurt Ram Chand hai, Rawan kaddbié Lanki se 
babr : 
Han Gurd sida Gorakh Nath, hai utarid bich ujy. 
690 Bhalt chihnt tiga rekh de; nahii, nagart dedige gil.” 


Dardt tag’ de dit, Jogtéi de charne lagt An. 
Uthon Jogt tur pie, h pe latthe dn. 
Gorakh tag& sittid, loke Machhandar da nifin; 
«Jo terd jat sat kim, charhid kacho tinge nil.” 

695 Pfran dA jat sat kim hai, ef nikald khOh do bar! 
Charne Gorakh de lag gid; “ Mainfia de ba.” 
Gorakh min! chaukri, gid bich Darg&h : 


That fought with Kansa and slew him: 
Then our Gurf was Rama Chandra that turncd Ravana 
out of Lanks :* 
Now our Gard is Gorakh Nath, who is dwelling in the 
wilds. . 
690 If thou desirest thy good give the thread, else will we 
destroy thy city.” 


Boing afraid she gave tho thread and fell at the Jogis’ 
The Joga went thenoo and camo back to Gorakb. 
Gorakh threw down the thread in the name of Mach- 
hander (and said) : a 
“If thy virtue be steadfast come op by this single 
» 


thread. 
695 POran’s virtue had beon stoadfast and ho came out of 
the well ! : a 
He fell at the foot of Gorakh (and said): “ Give me sir. 
Gorakh sitting cross-loggod wont to the Court (of God). 
path piers eecten. Unher tse.) apebani nts ey eee eae 
® Bee abovo, line 104 
YOR, 11,—55 
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Jake Indar noi kikda charne sis niwhe : 

“ Asti Phran nf sébit karnf, sini nitar de phayte.” 
700 Gorakh nitar le Ife, aid Paran de pie. 

Chittt amrit phalde de, Ife s&bit ditta banie. 

Pdran sibit ho git, Gorakh de charnod lagé a, 

Jogt jhande pat Ife, man bich Alakh jagfe. 

Chale Kar des nia karke sabht salih ; 
705 Jogi bolde: “ Pfrand, tia ithe atek ja.” 

Pfran kabné maniin, dittd chaukrf Ihe : 

“Je Gurd bakhshe thangri, mainia thangr! hai parwdn. 

Maia kahnd nahi Guria dé mordé, lage dharam dt han.” 


Pfran nfti raste chhad gae, Kard des lutthe jie. 


Going to Indar he cried ont, bowing his head at his 
feot : 


“TI would make Piran whole, give me his eyes.” 
700 Gorakh took tho eyes and came to Piran. 
He sprinkled puro amrita* ovor him and mado him 
whole. 
Pfran being (now) whole fell at Gorakh’s fect. 
The Jogis raised the standard and meditated on the 
Invisible in their hoarta. 
They all made a plan to go to the land of Kira ; 
705 And the Jogis said: ‘O Piran, do thon stay here.” 
Péran obeyed their command and sat him down cross- 
legged (and said): 
“Tf the Gurf will grant me  (Jogt’s) bat I shall be 
content. 


I will never disobey the Gurd’s word, lest my virtue be 
injured.” 


‘Leaving Piran on the road they went to the land of 
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710 Jhande gade Jogits, dittian dhuniia Me: 
Bhagt kamiunde, Nath df sau samidh lagte. 
Jad bakhat bhandirt da ho gid Jog! nagart barde jae, 
Dudh bhinda da chak Ité, If chiptia vich phe. 
Nagart vich dhdt pai gat, “Kanphate kidharoalatthe fe !” 
715‘ SAkht aurat bold, sabhnda suheliia nin litt bulle : 
+  Aise Jogi & gae kadht bhi ditthe nie ; 
Kane chnda dt mundria ; jodhe bare jawin ; 
Bin puchhia dadh le gia, sida kus nahin rakhid man |’? 
Sdkhf sarsoa palajke mirde leke apne Gurii da nid. 
720 Jitne the chele Nath de sabhnii de ditte akal bhulie, 


Togtaa de dhande ban gao, sing! rassi ditt! ple, 
Apo apne gharan niin le gidn, bhanne khorliin jie. 


710 Tho Jogts set up thoir standards and lit their fires, 

And did ponance meditating on (Gorakh) Nath. 

‘When it was time for food tho Jogis went into the city, 

And taking the milk for their food (by force) put it 
into their bowls, 

And a cry arosc in tho city: ‘Whence have these 
Jogts come ?”’* 

Spako the woman Sdkhi calling all her companions : 

“Such Jogis have come as have never been seen ; 

Earrings have they in thoir ears and are stout warriors, 

They take their milk without asking and care nothing 
for me |” 

Stkbi charmed some mustard seed and threw it over 
(the Jogis) in the name of her Gurd. 

All the disciples of (Gorakh) Nath lost their senses. 


The Jogis were changed into bullocks and were fastened 
with stout ropes ! ee 

Each man took them to his stalls and put them in his 
mangers. 


Senta it a ar yo 
‘The Kanphajds, or Bar-bored Jogts, are the followers of the Niths, 4 
as these were. 


1 
a 


a 
rey 
Ss 
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Ik Jogt Gorakh nin &khda, “ Gurdjt, sun le jabab. 
Shambha Nath Jogt le gia sambbi nf nfl, 

725 Kart des vich jaeke unhen dittt dhum machie. 
Tano-tinf dudh chakke kis! nfia puchhié nie. 
Kard des di tiviin ne sfre Ite bald banie ! 
Je, Gurt, agid tuhide ho jive, tén unh&n Ifo chhuife |” 
Gorakh tumbé jhirié, man bich Alakh dhyte; 

780 Batwa lis bhabit da, mantarke ditt akis charhte, 
Jitne chele the Nath de & gee bald Gorakh de pis. 
Jad Gorakh thip! ditté, sab Adm! Iie bante ! 


Gorakh hoi kahirmin, man bich ghuss& khfe: 
Jitme khOh Karf des do sah! ditte sukhie. 
785 Jori khth Gorakh de mudh sf sab pint Ifé oh de bich 
ple! 
a 


Spake a Jogt to Gorakh, “Sir Gard, hear mo, 
Shambha Nith,* the Jogi, task the disciples with him. 
725 Going into the land of Karf they created a disturbance. 
They took their milk by force without asking any ono 
(for it). 
The women of tBe land of Kir have turned them all 
into bullocks ! 
If it be thy will, Gurd, they can be released !” 
Gorakh emptied his bowl, meditating on the Invisible 
in his heart ; 
780 And taking his wallet of ashes he charmed them and 
tossed them in the air. 
All the disciple-bullocks of Gorakh Nath came to him. 
‘Then Gorakh patted them and tarned them into men ! 


Gorakh was wroth and there was anger in bis heart: 

And he dried up all the wells in the land of Kara. 

Gorakh drew all the water there was in them into the 
well beside him ! 


rt 
© One of the nine Néths of the Kanphat Jogis, The name jaa title 
also of Gorakh H&th himself. 
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Satia Gorakh di ho gai, Nath tha bard parkir. 
Oh tivita pant nda A gel, did Gorakh de pas : 
“Gurdji, pint sinda bhar lain do, pint babuti bhilt lag? 
Gorakh tivfia nfa Akhda : “ Chhotiin badiia sabht nin 
jalyo fe: 
710 Phir pint oubfa is kb@h bich rahn@, tusin bhar lo ik 
bar.” 
Kart des dhandoré phir gif, sab ran ho! tayyfr. 
Chhoti, badita, budhita, sab gatin Gorakh de pts. 
Jadoa pant bharan lag gatii, ditte garwo phariic, 
Tk bhardifia, ik Aundids, ik khOh par khariin ao. 
745 Gorakh ghusse hoke, chikki dbiti di subi; 
Leke nif Machhandar di khob par dindé khande, 
Randa te gadhian ban gaidn, kot murke fe nfo! 


And Gorakh Nath by his virtue worked a groat miracle. 

The women came to Gorakh for water, (and said) : 

“ Sir Gurd, let us draw water, for wo aro greatly athirst 
for water.” 

Said Gorakh to tho women: “Come ye all, great and 
small : 

740 For there will no more be water in this well, do ye 

draw at once.” 

There went out a ory through the land of Kard and all 
the women came. 

Great and small and old, all came to Gorakh. 

Then they threw in their pitchers to draw the water. 

Some were drewing, some wore coming, and somo were 
standing by the well. 

745 Gorakh was angry and took up some of the ashes from 

the (Jogi’s sacred) fire, 

And taking the name of Machhandar (Nath) threw thom 
on the well. 

The women wero changed into asses and nono of them 
returned home ! 
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Kan lambo, khur bathle, rari chugaiiin jfle ! 


Hal bihunde Jatt ( gac, jande Inge wir ! 
750 Sune ghar rah gac tiviii di, kof nabii dindi khabar 
sir! 
Sau baras di buddhi akhdt : “ Sachf dodn sunie.” 
Jere bald kal bah Ife Jogi the bade parkir ; 
Of Jog! unbia nda lo gae, dittiaa gadbida bande! 
Charne Gorakh de lagiyo, tuhade deve bahe baste. 
755 + Nagari Kard des di 4 gat Gorakh de pis: 
“Garfji, hatth bath karde bint!, tere charne dhyin 


Jo tii Gorakh hoid mibarwin, side buhe basie. 
Ebnda landida tiviti di pirid sinfo bakhsh gondhe.” 


Long ears, small hoofs (had thoy, and) grazed on the 
dung heaps! - 


When the Jatts returned from their ploughing all tho 
doors were locked | 
750 The houses wore empty of women and there was none 
to give them news ! 
Spake an old beldam of 100 years: ‘I tell you truth. 
All the bullocks of yesterday were powerful Jogis ; 
And they have taken away (your women) and turned 
them into asses ! 
Fall ye at the feot of Gorakh, that ho may people your 
houses again.” 
755 The whole city of the land of Kar came to Gorakh, (aud 


said) : 

“Sir Gurf, with joined hands wo pray thoo, falling 
thy feet ; 

If thou, Gorakh, wilt be morciful, our homes will be 
peopled agnin. 


Forgive the sin of these our miscrable women.” 
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PORAN BHAGAT. 439 


Gorakh hoid miharwin, Gorakh hoi dial. 

Gadi jhand4 Nath ne, karke Dargith wal nigihe : 

« Jitniia tubidiia budbian jhando de mudh deo langhie.”” 

Satia barti Nath di gadhian te rania ditt bauio ! 

Sab ipo apngleke pai gae Kari do rah. 

Tk gadbi kbart rah gai chardi bich kapah. 

Nodha jodha kikde Gurf Gorakh do pits: 

“ Sabhnda tiviaa thid gatha, sidt Sdkhf thidwandi naa. 

Marpat dt biyth karwAid sf, soi kot nahti jhal aa 
thin ! 

GurOji, sdf tivta tur de, sidi jag vich rah ja nin.” 

Gorakh unbfia nfia akhia: “Bhi lo jie kapte. ” 

Kapé bich gadhf thi gal, liwande Gorakh de pis. 

Gadht te tivia ban guf; dittt Rabb no unbai de fs 
pahunchile. 





Gorakh was morcifal, Gorakh was compassionate. 

The Nath fixed his standard and gazed at the Court 
(of God, and ssid) : 

“ Send all your old women past the standard.” 

Tho virtuo of tho Nath prevailed and the asses were 
turned into women ! 

And each took his woman towards the land of Kird, 

But ono she-ass remained grazing among tho cotton. 

Nodh&, the warrior, camo crying out tu Gurd Gorakh : 

* All the womon havo been restored, but not my Sakhi. 

With mach pains I married her, aud now 1 have no 
placo to go to! 

Sir Gur, lot go my wife, that thy namomay go through 
all tho world.” 

Said Gorakb to him : “Go and catch hor in the cotton.” 

Ho caught the sas in the cotton aud brought her to 
Gorakh. 

Tho ass was turned into a woman; and God granted 
him his desires. 
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Karf desGorakh no jit 1fa, sab 1f4 sewin banie ! 


Gorakh jhandA patia patia ‘ Alnkh’ jagie. 
Kfntp& chelé Nahar Singh turde Gorakh de nil. 
775 = Majilon majiloi chalde biharea p lattho fe. , 

Bahe gac fisan laeke barmf kare pukér. 
Gorakh Nath akhd&: “ Is barmi bich kt hai bulie? 
Barmt nfia patke vekh lo, dhart! nfii kar do silf.” 
Aggion Pfiran bolda, dagé kare pukir : 

780 “ Maithon Piran Bhagat béa, mainda rakh le charne li,” 
Gorakh cholfii nfa Akhda: “ Pirin kaddho barm! te 


bar. 
Eb ni chhattis baras guzar gac, babut! pif sazhe ! 


Thus Gorakh conquered the land of Kari and mado 
them all his followers ! 


rs 
Gorakh strack tho standard and called ‘ Seg 
Kanipat his discipleand Nahar Sioght went with Gorakh ; 
775 Stage by stage thy went twelve hos§ and halted. 
They were sitting on thoir seats whon a cry came frou a 
hole. 
Said Gorakh Nath: “ What is this sound from this 
hole? 
Open the holo and sec and cloar away the oarth (round 
it.” 
Thon spske Paran (from the holo|}) making s loud cry ; 
780 “Tam Piran Bhagst, let mo fall at thy foot.” 
Said Gorakh to tho disciples : ‘Tako Pfran out of the 
hole. 
Six and thirty yoors ho has spont in it and suffered 
moch _ ! 
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Eh df jhabde po mundraa, Jogt leo bane. 
Chel& kar do Gorakh Nath da, siddh bard parkir.”” 


785 Jad Jog! baniwan lag pie Thikar Nath ne kiti phunkér: 
“Gurdjt, ik mert garth df araj hai, eh di ajan nb 
mundra pio. 
Sangaldip vich Rani Sundrin utte Piran te bichhid lo 
mangte. 
Bichhi& Sundraa se le Ave, Jogt leo bante.” 
Gorakh Pfran néi akhdd: “ Bechi, ttn Sundria de 
mahilan jae : 
790 Bichhi& le avea mangke, Jogiia nit bhandara banfe. 
Bicbhif le Sen Sandra de hatth de, hor kist bind! de 
hatth de lAfyo nie. 
Phir tainda chela band Ida, kist Jogi di manda nie.” 


Put the rings into his ears at once and make a Jogt of 
him. 
Make him a follower of Gorakh, for he is a great saint.” 


783 When they commenced to make him a Jogi, Thikar 
Nath cried out: 
“Sir Gurf, bear my humble petition, put not in the 
carrings without tri 
In Sangaldip* is Rani Sundria,t (send) Paran to beg 
alms from her. 
When he returns with alms from Sundriéa make hiw 
into a Jogi.” 
Suid Gorakh to Pirin : “ My son, go to Sundrin’s palace, 
790 And ask alms, that the Jogis may cvok their food. 
Take the alms from Sundran’s hand, not from any of 








her slaves. 
‘Thon will I make thee a disciple and listen to none of 
the Jogis.” 
© Bee Vol U,p.276. tt Vol yp 3. 
yOu 156 
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Phran deoriti nda tur pit, man bich Alakh dhyte: 
Monde jholt pa lie, lie bhabit ramat, 
795 Bich nagart de jike ditte ‘ Alakh’ jagte. 
Unche dhaular Rani Sundraa de jé kharoté babe de bir. 
‘Alakh’ Paran de sunke, Rani ne bichhié bhaji bandi 
de hath. 
Jad bichhia leke & gat dig gal ghash khie. 
Péran us nfin dkhda: “ Sun le gall asia di. 
800 Sach das, tii Ran! hai? ya golf hai kivda di t’” 
Golf jake boldt: “Sun, Rani, mera jabdb. 
Ik aisd Jogi 4 gia, akkhén Jogi de lal! 
Bardo baras di omer hai, strat aprapar. 
Maite bichba na leve, t€i hatthen apne pie. 
805 Oh di sirat dekhke maia dig pat, kujh raht nahia sudh 
sambhil. 


Piran went to (Sundran’s) gate, meditating on the In- 
visible in his heart: 
His wallet over his shoulder and ashes on his body. 
795 Going into the city he called out ‘ lakh.’ 
He wont and stood at the door of the Rani Sundrin’s 
lofty palace. 
Hearmg P(ran’s ‘ Alakh,’ the Rani sent ont alma by the 
hand of her maid. 
When she came with the alms she fell down in a swoon- 
Said Paran to her: “‘ Hear my words. 
800 Say truly, art thon a Rani? or art thom some one’s 
maid ?”” 
The maid went (back) and said :* “ Hear, Rani, my say. 
A Jogi hath come whoso eyes are red! 
Twelve years in bis aget and beantifal his form. 
He will not take alms from me, give him with thine 
own hands. 
805 Whon I saw his beauty I fell down and lost nry senses. 


* 6, going back to Sundrin. 
t But seo 650 and 782. 
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Maia chhad jawia tert naukart, jawin Jogi de nil.” 
Rant mandirfin te utari bharke motifia da thal ; 
Khart Jogt vekhke, ditte jholf vich dal. 

“Taia kf lind jog te? Tia rahe pao side pis! 

810 Ithe kae karoren dhan hai, lashkar be shumar. 
‘Kylnkar jive teri ambéri, jin Ni shir chhangio? 
Ky(inkar jive teri babinar, jin lin god khilde * 

Maia maraa on phakir nf, jin ditt! bhabit ramie! 
‘Tait kt lind jog te f Ban ji bharta, maid tert nic |” 


815 Paran morke 4 gid, &rh Gorakh de pis, 
Kaddhe bichhia rakh dt, rakhen mot! jawabir. 
Gorakh agge bolit; “ Bach, ate di bichhid 18; 
Eh mott nabfa mere kam di, udher died khilir! 


I will leave thy service and join the Jogi.” 
The Rani went down from the palace with 3 platter 
filled with pearls; 
And seoing the Jug: standing put them into his wallet 
(and said) : 
“ Why should’st thou take the saintship ? Comeand hve 
with me! 
*10 I have many Iékhe in woalth here and # countless 
following. 
How doth thy mother hve (now), whose breasta thou 
didst suck 
How doth thy sister live, who fed thee in her lap ? 
I would slay that fagir that rubbod the ashes on thee ' 
Why should’st thou take the saintship ’ Be thou my 
husband and 1 thy wife !’” 


815 Pfran returned and went to Gorakh, ; 
And taking ont the alms he put down the pearls and: 
jewels. 
Then said Gorskb : ‘ My son, bring alms of flour; 
‘Those pearia are aselees to me and I cannot eat them 
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Je tha jog dbfrn& an df bichhia lhe.” 
Aggiého gat Gorakh Nath di, Piran murke ho gif ust rah, 
Mahiloa Sundrda vich jtke déjt wir ditte « Alakh’ jagie. 
Paran bolda, Rani ne sun Ifa, utart bibé wie. 

Bihon Paran phar Ji, mahilen 1i& charh. 

“ Dhan bhag mere; tin & gid, bahke rij kamie!'’ 
Péran us nda fkhda: “ Sachiia dein sunie : 

Aggii man mere Gurf df bhandiré dien chhakie.”’ 
Aggion Rani boldt: ‘‘ Kerf kerf chij di hai chie ? 
LaddA, jalebi, kachauriia aur chauthé karhie f” 

Chire khine banike gaddi Ife ladie': 

 Jithe teré Gurd hai, le chalia us de pis.” 

Pfran bichhia leke mur pid, Aid Gurda de pis ; 

Hatth bath karda binti, chirne dhy&n lagte : 


Tf thou would’st take on the saintship bring alms of 
corn.” 

Receiving the order of Gorakh Nath Pfran went back 
by the same road. r 

Going back to Sundraa’s palace he called out ‘ Alakh,’s 
second time, 

Hearing Piran the Rint came down to the gate. 

She caught Poran by the arms and went up into her 
palace (and said) : 

“Happy is my fate, that thon hast come to rale (with 
me) |” 

Said Paran to her: ‘I tell thee the truth: 

(Better) obey the order of the Gurd to give him food.” 

Then esid the Rani: ‘‘ What things doth he require’ 

‘Sweets and savouries and cakes and confections f” 

She made the four kinds of food and pat them into » 
cart (and said) : 

“ Take them whither thy Gurf is.” 

Péran returned with the alms to the Gura, 

And with joined hands he spake, bowing st his feet: 
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“ Eh bhandaré meré bhagat da, chhak lo man chit lie. 
Kan phirke mundrai pa deo, deo bhabit ramie,” 
8835 Chele sabhi tayyar ho gae, dittd nadh bajfe. 
Jadoa nidh baj gid chele de kee hazir. 
Kae hazir man an kha gae, ajin rahinda be-shumar! 
Aggii Gorakh di ho gai, Pdran nin lendi mundh bithie, 
“Kin kin mangid, bacht, mebgita? kin kin mangi 
dhup ? 
840 Kin kin mangif bolnd? kin kin mang! chup ?” 
Bate milfii ne mang’ mehgi; dhobida ne mangt 
* dbup; 
Bhattia ne mangif bolni ; santin ne mang! chup.” 
Gorakh jholi jhfrke mundria lida bande. 


“ This is the food (gotten) of my alms, eat to thy heart’s 
desire. 
Bore my ears and put in the rings and rub the ashes 
on my body.” 
835 All the disciples were called and the conch was sounded. 
‘When the conch was sounded they came in many thou- 
sands. 
They ate up many thousand mane® of corn and there 
remained a countless store ! 
The order was given by Gorakh and they sat Piran 
beside him (said he) :¢ 
“« Who want rain, my son ? who want sunshine ? 
810 Who want speech ? and who want silence ?” 
“Sir Gaurd, gardeners want rain and washermen want 
sunshine ; 
Bards want speech and saints want silence.” 
Then Gorakh shook out his wallet and made the 
earrings} (and said) : 





© A mon in 82 Ibs. 
‘Asking riddles: compare Vol. I.,p 42, ete. 
[Er gm Maal 
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“Kantpa chela, kan Pfiran de phar le, dedi mundria 
» 
845 Silla te murginfin ditti, bhabit charhée. 
Aggit hoi Gorakh Nath df, siddhoi ditt ralte ! 


Sundria Gorakh pe kikd! : «‘ Maithon ki ho gid gunie? 
Mal khizdnd luta ditte, koi baki rah gia nie. 
Pdran de khatir dere a gal, tain lid Jogi bante! 

850 Je tin Gur haia sach da mainda kbair POran di phe.” 
Pdran n@ii Gorakh dkhd&: “ Bacha, tin jd Sundraa de 

nil, 

Mera bachan Gorakh di ho git, tdi je rij kamio.” 
Sundria Paran nia le gat, le gai mahilda te bir. 
“ Sim le mandat ambiridi, phaldi dt chhej samfl.” 





“ KAnipa,* my disciple, bore Paran’s ears aud putin the 
rings.” 

845 They gave him wallet and necklace and: rubbed ashes 
on him. 

By the order of Gorakh With he was counted with the 
saints! 


Sundria came crying to Gorakh: ‘“ What sin have 1 
committed ? 

T have squandered my goods and money (on thee} and 
nothing remains. 

For Phran’s sake am I come to thee and thou hast made 
him a Jogi! 

850 If thon be a true Gur, give me alms of Piran.” 

Said Gorakh to Puran : “ My son, go with Sundria. 

It is the order of me, Gorakh, that thou go and rale.” 

Sundria took Piran to her palace (and said) : 

“Take over the palace and the (elephant) litters, and the 
bed of flowers. 


® See above, line 774. 
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‘Téa bharta, main istri, jog bal nazar na pie. 

Toa ki lend jog se? maif le Sea Gorakh te bakhshte.” 
Poren chir ghariéa mabilai raha si, phir pai gae us! rab. 
“ Maiti jangal cheliéa ujar bich, aan sawa pahar te bad.” 
Sawa pahar golf dekdt phir marke dwandi Rint de pis : 
“ Pdran tera bhaj gif, rali Jogiin bich jie !”” 

Sundran pharke kaltjé tur pie dwandi Gorakh de pis. 
 Jera cheli mainfin bakhshé sf, bun Jogiaa lid luke. 
Akhe ti Paran de deo ; na, mardi mata katari khhe : 
Akhe ti chelf bande apni, maii rah(ing! Piran de nfl.” 
Gorakh aggioa boli sif karke chit : 

“ Rani, bhagwe jinban de kapre, ujal jinhia de chit, 
Jangal gae ni baware. Jogi kis de mit? 


Be thou husbaud and I wife and think not of the 
saintsbip. 

Why skouldst thou take the saintship, when I have 
thee as alms from Gorakh !” 

Pfran remained four hours in the palace and then went 
back along the same road (saying) : 

“Tam going into the wilds and will return in a watch 
and a quarter.” 

The maid waited a watch and a quarter and came back 
to the Rani (and said) : 

“Thy Pdran has run off and joined the Jogis !”” 

Sundria with a broken heart went to Gorakh (and said) : 

“The disciple thou guvest me has run off to the Jogts. 

Either give me Puran, else will I stab myself with a 
dagger : 

Or make me into a disciple, that I may remain with 
Puran.” 

Then said Gorakh with a clear conscience : 

“ Ran{, whose clothes are red,® and whose minds are 
clear, 

Return not from the wilds. Is a Jogi any one’s friend ? 
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Ajan bhi jéke bhil le, Piran bon’ mahilda de vich.” 

Poran nia mahilaa ake vekhdi, kithe tih’wanda nie. 

Khana pina bhul gid, hot babut hiranf. 

Jad mahilin utte charhke vekhdi, vekhia sird madan ; 

Kithe Pfran nazar nabia futa ; Rani ne mahilin te digke 
gaawa If jan! ; 


Gorakh jhanda patia, Tille lattha ae, 

Sab Jogi utar pie, dhdia lende apne sim. 

Péran nfa Gorakh akhdé: “TAn Sialkot nin jae. 
Jake mAté oii matthd tek, pitd nda sis niwhe.” 
Kahna Gorakh da maniaa, char Jogt lenda nal, 
Tillon Pdran tur pif, Siflkot latthé de, 

Jadon bigh Poran ne apni vekhia, hoid bighkhwar; 
Pharke tumba jal da, ditté butiia de mudh pic. 


Go back and see, Paran is (probably) in thy palace.” 

She went to her palace and looked fur Paran and found 
him nowhere. 

She could not eat nor drink and was very wretched. 

‘Then she went up on to her palace (roof) and looked 
over all the plain. 

Nowhere could she see Piran ; and the Rinf threw her- 
self down and destroyed her life. 


Gorakh struck his standard and went to Till. 

All the Jogis came and lit the (sacred) fires. 

Said Gorakh to Paran : “ Go thon to Biilkot, 

And make obeisance and bow thy head to thy father 
and mother.” 

Obeying Gorakh’s command and taking four Jogis with 
him, 

Paran left Till and went to Sialkot, 

When Piran saw his garden he was filled with joy, 

And taking his bow! of water he sprinkled the shrubs. 
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Sikhe bagh harifule, pint bharne talie! 
Brichts nda mewe lag gee, khir gae amb anir. 


Mill jake kikd’ Raja Salwin de pis: 
“Bagh Pdran dA hariA ho gia, pint bharié taléo.” 
885 Raja Salwin malt nfia dkhda, “ Eh sun, t0s, merf bit. 
, Gajke na bariA meghlia, bage na pan! de khil. 
Thitiia bitin tia kare: tainfla ki de khwib? 
Jis din da Paran mar gia, us din da ujac gid meri bagh.” 
Malt hatth banh kard& binti: “Tain@a sechiéa deta 


890 Dard& sach nahfa dasd& ; bakhshea mord gunihe. 
Paran warga Jog! bich bigh de utard te. 
Kane mondr&a sundarida, baithi pinjin Jogiaé de nil, 


The dried up garden became green and the lakes filled 
with wator ! 

The trees began to bear fruit, and pomegrauates and 
mangoes to blossom ! 


The gardener went and called out to Raji Salwin : 
“Pfran’s garden hath become grven, and the lakes 
filled with water.” 
885 Spake Raji SalwAn to the gardener: ‘ Hear my words. 
'Yho clouds have not thundered nor dropped water. 
‘Thy words ore false: art thou dreaming f 
From the day Ptran died, from that day hath my garden 
been neglectod.” 
The gardener with joined hands spake: “It is truth 
that I said. 
890 The frightened speak not truth ; forgive my fault. 
A Jogt (that looks) like Piran hath come into the 


garden. a : 
He hath beautiful rings in his ears and sitteth with hand- 
some Jogts. 


vou 1.—8? 
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Akkhen chalke vekh Jo, bet tera Rabb ne ditté milte. 
Mere jimme* ko! gundh ni kaddhe; mere leven jin 
bachite.”” 


895 Raji mandirda te tur pid, bich bigh de utare be, 
Jogi nia matthd tekda, charne dhyin lagie : ‘ 
“(Mere mahilen neundé chal chbako, meri nagart pio 
pada. 

Tk hor mere man chhabni hai; mere putr wargo 
pabchin |” 

Jogi aggion bolid: “ Tainda sachidi dedi sunie. 

900 Asan chhadnd charj hai; mshilea jand Jogiaa nda laj. 

Ik jhat ithe kntnd, phir paind apof rab. 

Mae kadht nahfi biware, jande nabin daj! war. 

Je tere man bharam hai, Ranidai ni bhajoi mere pis : 

Kis tarah da unbau da beta si, apni wkhiu loin sian.” 

Go and see with thine OgD eyes, if God hath brought 
thy son. 

I have committed no fauit: spare my life.” 


895 The Raja left his palace and camp into the garden. 
He made his obeisance to the Jogis and fell at their foet 
(and said) : 
“*Come and cat your food in the palace and place your 
(blessed) feet in my city. 
Another thing is in my mind also; (one of) you is like 
my son!” 
Then said tho Jogi (Paran): “I tell thee truth. 
9CO We cannot leave our seats ; it is shameful for a Jogi to 
go into a palace. 
We will helt here awhile and then go on our road: 
The dead cannot return, nor be born a second time. 
If thou hast a doubt in thy mind send thy Rinis to me. 
And let them see with their own eyes what their sou 
like.” 
PEE ae ee EN ee 


© For simme. 
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Raji baghon marke Aid Linda de pis : 

“ Paran warg& Jog! luttha bagh bich fe.” 

‘Raj te Landn tur pie, karde Achhran df bhal. 

Sart nagart tulke das, bhatt! par pamdf fe. 

Rant Achhréa nf Raja Akhda: “Sun, Rant, mert bat. 
Tere Piran barga Jogt 4 gia, tur pio mere sath.” 
Aggion Achbriti boldt, dadht kare phankir: 

“Mer Paran Nona ne mirid, gae jag vithe. 

Hon murke phat jagdone ho, nawe jagione ghia. 
Péran mainfa tad mile, jo mele ap Khudie.” 

N@nfa Achbr&a nan Akhdt: “Ton tur pio mere sath. 
Bich bigh de Jog! 4 gue; jekar Rabb pahunchive tis !” 


Kehna Nanaia da minke Achhraa pie nAl: 
Jad bich bigh de & gat roven dihin mir. 


The Raji went back from the garden to Linda (and 
said) : 

“A Jogt (that looks) like Pfran bath come into the 

on,” 

And then the Raji and Inia went out to seek Achhrin, 

They searched the whole city and found her at the oven. 

Baid the RAjd to Rant Achhria: “Rani, hear my words, 

A Jogi (that looks) like thy Pfran hath come, come thou 
with me.” 

Then spake Achhria, making great cry: 

“ Lanan slow my Pfran ages ago. 

And again thea dost open the wound, opening afresh 
the (old) wound. 

I will meet my Pitran, when God himeelf joins us.” 

Said Linda to Achhrin: ‘Como thou with me. 

A Jog! hath come into the garden, and msy God fulfil 


our hopes !” 


Obeying Linia’s word Achhrin went with them, 
And when she came into the garden she cried out : 
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“Ta bagh liwawan-wilid, ik bar main@a bolle. 

Je Péran hain tan bol pio, maint akkhea dikhda nfe.” 
Paran Jog! bolda, man bich Alakh dhyfe: 

“Mata, kere Piran nia bhild!? kf nf mire hak? 
Maia nebta Paran ni jindi; maii rahind’ Gorakh de 


Us anh jike puchh lain, jis ne sittia mar! 

Mata, Péran nda kab di mar gif, hun ta charhf hai us 
di bhal! 

Moe kadbt nahi biware, pet nda le le sabar df bir.’” 

Achhria dibai mérida, Paran dé lia bol sidn : 

“ Main apne Paran nfii bhildt; oh de kardt pukar. 

Bagh haria ho gia; eh kitd dp Khudie. 

Ist tarhii Pdran mainfn mil pawe, nabta chal! jin 
jahen.” 


“O thou that hast renewgd the garden, speak to me 
once. 

If thou be Pfran then speak, for my eyes cannot sce !””* 

Said Paran, the Jogi, meditating on the Invisible in his 
heart : 

“ Mother, what Piran seckest thou? To whom art thou 
crying out ? 

I know no Piran ; I hve with Gorakh. 

Go and ask her that slew him ! 

Mother, thon hast said that POran is dead and yet thou 
dost seek him ! 

The dead return not, have patience in thy heart.” 

Achhria cried ont recognizing Piran’s voice : 

“I seek my own Piran, I cry to him. 

The garden hath become groen : it is God himself hath 
done this. 

Thos hath my Piran met me, that my life might not 


depart.” 
———_—_——_ 
* She had wept herself blind. See Vol 1, p. 2. 
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Jogt Nahar Sjugh parn sittia Mata Achhria de pls. 
« Mata, chokke parnt makh If le, phir lai Jogi nfth sida” 
Acbhria ne parni phayid, man bich Rim dhy fe; 
Nitar Achhritt de kbul gae; Karam ne ditt pshard ple. 
985 Mati putria de mele ho gae; kita ip Kbudie. 
“Phran pairen mati di pai gid: “Mata, bakhshen sab 
gundh.”” 
‘Mat& Achbria Poran nia akhdi: “Ton bahke rij kumio, 
Raji Salwin buddha ho gia, gihin gaddt turogi nia, 
N& kof teri chichi natid; ni koi saka bhrio; 
940 Na kof betd Nanda de: kaun karoga raj ?” 
Pfran hatth bath Raja nfu karda bint! : “ Pita, meri araj 
sune man lie. 
Achhrai mert mati hai pip di, Nanda dharam d! mA. 


Nahar Singh, the Jogi, throw his kerchief to Achhria 
(and said) : 
“Mother, put this kerchief over thy face aud then 
recognize the Jogi” 
Achhria took the kerchief in her hand and called on 
Rim: 
And Achhrii’s eyes were opened and Fate was kind 
to her. 
935 Mother and son met together : God himself worked this. 
Pdran fell at bis mother's fect (and said) : “ Mother, 
forgive all my faults.” 
Said Mother Achhrin to Pdran: ‘‘ Do thou become a 
king. 
Raji Salwaa is old and tho throne will doscend to thee. 
Neithor hast thou a cousin (for heir), nor hast thou a 
brother: , vas 
940 Neither hath Linda s son, and who will be king ? 
Pdran with joined hands spake to the Raja: “Father, 
hear my prayer with thy heart. ; 
Achhria is my mother by sin and Lanai by faith. 
a exes oat iea tend ne Lee 


© Bee above, line 295. 
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Bas Nooda di kus uahta, eh milnt tht mainfa saese. 
Mert lekh df likht ugar!, NénAi dos ns kite, 

945 Jis battb! par Achhrii rabj sf, unhod bandhke dient rij. 
Jore mande mere nal de, anh&a nia mashabdir* banie. 
Panj pind dien Khiddd Chabre nda; on kitd nimak 


halal. 
Dokh nA nagari nia dies, terd sukh basog rij.” 


Nanda Achhran fkhdiin ; “Sune, Piranin, mert bat. 
950 Eh gaddt bai Raji Salwin df, dharam da hai badA raj. 

Agge larkd kot hai nihfa, nit rabnd side pis. 

Je satid Gorakh Nath di, jag bich sinj ralie.” 

Pdran aggion bolid: “Nir Singhit, tamba jhol! le do,” 

Jadon Piran tamba jbayid, nikali dhak te chiwal : 


It was not Lonin’s fault ; I had to suffer these pains. 
My fate was recorded evil, and it was no fault of Lind. 
945 At whose oven Achhria grved, halve the kingdom 

with him. 

Make nobles of all the boys that (played) with me. 

Give five villages to Khiddi, the Scavenger, that was 
true to his salt. 

Give no trouble to thy city, that thy kingdom floorish.” 


Said Lanfia and Achhrin, “O Paran, hear our words. 
950 This is Raji Salwan’s throne, and a very righteous 
kingdom (it is). 
We have no son to follow ns, nor wilt thou remain to 


us. 
If the virtue of Gorakh Nath be (in thee), thon wilt 
link us with the world ” 
Then said Paran: “0 Nar Singh, bring thy bowl and 


wallet.” 
Then Ptran shook out his wallet and there fell out 
grapes and rice, 4 


© For mansabddr 
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955 “Le, Maté Nands, sAbit le langth; tere ghar j 
beté, jamwan kaa! bar. = So 
Jamde na bhaurt pa dio, nA lage duniya de bal, 
Aah dé jatt saddo, sir jatian serdar. 
Chauhti Khdnti phiroga, kadht na ave bir. 
*Chele banon Gorakh Nath da, ho beda parkar, 
960, Jsist Achhréa nal ho gal, aisi hond Nanda de nl. 
Ranian bidho baldit* ain, agge nd ho aulid. 
Machhandar Nath df putrf Silwantt nar: 
Jat sat Rasild da toro, jeri rahind! Lanké di bar. 
Oh de ans Gadhbile honge ; eh Paran da srip !”” 


955 (Said he): “Take, Mother Linaa, swallow them whole; 
anda sont shall be born to thee, (but) in an neus- 
picious hour. 

When he is born put him into a pit, that the air of the 
world reach him not. 

He will be holy from the beginning and the chief of the 
holy. 

Ho will wauder through the Four Quarters, and never 
come to harm. 

He will become a disciple of Gorakh Nath andagreat saiut. 

960 Aw it hath happened to Acbhrin, so shall it happen to 
Lonin. 

Ho shall marry Quoons in many lands, but shall have no 
posterity. 

Silwantt is the daughter of Machhandar Nith.t : 

Sho will destroy the virtue of Rusili that dwells in 


Lanka.§ 
Their posterity shall be Gadhilis|| this is Paran’s 
curse |” 
* For vildyat. tie, Rastld 
{ But eee Vol. I, p. 296 ff, in the legend of Sil Dai 
{Por the doings of Machhandar Nath at Lanké, see Vol II, p 19ff 
‘The Gandhflde are a wretched crummal tribe, of the lowest, de- 


bey belonging chiefly to tho Montgomery District, with a tradition 
tht they werevotse e eople of some standing hence, probably the 
allusion here. Compare with this the legend at p. 65, Vol. 1 
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965 Pfran bigh te tur pid, mAté pith na sts niwde: 
“ Sukh wasse eh nagart, sukh base Sansér |” 
Pairan Tille 4 gid, aii Gorakh de pis ; 
Charne lagi Gorakh Nath de; baithd samfdh lage. 


Eb kishid Paran Bhagat di kith Qadaryér. 
970 Kai parhde baitdi; kat given dandhia strangiin nal. 


965 Péran left the garden and bowed his head to his father 
and mother (and said) : 
“ Happy be this city : happy be the World !” 
Phran went to Tilld to Gorakh, 
And sat at Gorakh’s feet and did penance. 


This is the lay of Piran Bhagat as made by Qadarytr. 
970 Some sing it in verse; some sing it to drums and fiddles. 


—_——————————qucei um 
® The author, 
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No. XXXV. 
THE ADVENTURES OF MIR CHAKUR, 


As TAKSN DOWN IN THE Bavoont Lanouace cHIRvLY FuOM THE 
waprative or Guutim Mumammap Bizicuint Mazint, ann 
TRANSLATED BY M. LoncwortH Damzs, Esq. 


[The Advontares of Mir Chikar form the subject of a great number of baliads 
and tales among the Rind Baloches of the Derd Ghazi KbAii District, the 
adjoining hills, and Kacht in Balochistin. Two ballads on the subject 
have alroady beon published with translations in Mr. Damov'y Sketch of the 
Northern Balocht Language, (Extra No. Journal As. Soc. Bengal, 1881, 
pp. 187 and 148). The present prose narrative is from the recital of 
Ghuldm Muhammad BAldchdnt Maztri of Rojban, and the ballads inter- 
uporsed have beon obtuined partly from him, and partly from others]. 


{There can be no doubt that the legend of Mir Chikur is n genuine tradition 
unaffected by auy literary influence, and handed down by word of mouth 
among a people entirely ignorant of reading and writing, for noarly four 
hundred yours, Mir Chikur himself is in all likelihood a real personngo, 
and should probably be identified with the “ Mor Jukur Zund,” of Briggs's 
Farwshta, (TV. 890) who obtained a yagtr at Cohh iu the timo of Malutd 
hah Langa of Multiin, (1602-1524 A.D.). In Perman characters the 
words Mir Chikar Rind might also, if the discntical points wore not 
clonr, be read Mir JAkar Zand. Tho only copy of Farishta’s text (litho- 
&raphod at Nawal Kishor’s Press, Lucknow, p 329) nvuilable for those 
notes gives an entirely different namo, ms, Mir "Imi: Karwizi The place 
he came from (oalled by Briggs Solypoor) is in this vext of Farshta Sivii, 
‘ud im probably intended for Bivt (Sibi) ). 














[J4m Nindf ia also an historical personage. To was king of Sindh from A.D. 
1485 to 1492, and the fort of Biri! (Sib) was taken from him by the 
troops of SbAh Beg Arghdn (Briggs, IV., 627, Farishta’s Test, p. 920). 
Bhih Bog represented his father ZA'-n-ndn Beg, Governor of Qandahar, 
who oatablished independence at about that time (seo Erskine's Laces of 
Babar and Humdysn, L., pp. 847-358). Z0’-u-nin Beg is probably the 

You. 1.58 
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Zant of the present narrative, and his mother, MA! Begam, may he the 
Mth Begam, who was married to Shih Beg after her first busbend’s 
death). 

[Another historical character montioned in the legend is Sobrab Kha Doda, 
who is represented by Farishta, ashavingcome from Kech-Makrin with his 
sons Isma'tl KbAii and Fatteh Kbit, and having obtained from Shit Hussain 
Length the conntry betwoen Kot Karor and Dbankot (Farishta’s Teat, 
P- 826, 1. 26, et infra). Briggs transliterates Duvally for Doda (Vol. IV., 
888). ‘There was cvidently « rivalry botwoon Sobrib Kbit Dodit and 
‘Mir Ohakar (Farishta, p, 829; Briggs, 1V., 390.) Farishta calls Sohrib 
Kb6d in one place a Rohelé or mountaineer, and in another a Baloch. 
‘Tho logend reproscnts the Doditts to be descendants of one Dodi, « Somri, 
who was adopted by the Baloch fraternity aftor marrying the daughter 
of Sable, a Bind. The sons of Malik Sobriib, Ismé’t! Kb4i and Fattch 
Kb are tho roputod founders of the towns of Dork Iemt'll Khti and 
Derk Fattch KhAs, notwithstanding tho fact that tho ralors of Derk 

4 IamA't! Khia were Hot Baloohes and not Dodiis, Dord Ghist Khia was beld 
by the Mirrdnts, a branch of the Dodils, till comparatively modern times). 


[Tho above identifications fx Mir Chikar’s dato, as tho beginning of tho 
16th oontary A.D., with sufficient acpuracy. It sooms probable that tho 
Baloches joined the barnor of the Turks or Mughals, and wore with thom 
when Jim NindA was expelled from Sib! Thence they gradually spread 
over tho Southern Panyib, and Northorn Sindh, sometimos assisting tho 
Mnghals, and sometimes fightiog agninst them ,Mir Chikur would soem 
himself to have obtained a j/rfr in Uchh on the Butlay, sbortly boforo 
Bhbar'sinvamon. The legend roprosonts him as accompanying Humty nto 
Dehif, and afterwards rot urning to Satgarhf, in tho Moutgomery District 
Has tomb 18 atill shown in tho noghboarhood, and # marked ip the map 
of the Moltdn Division (Survoy, 1854-66), as lying between the high 
road from Lihor to MultAn and the bank of tho Biv opposite Sayyidwald, 
under the name of ‘Tukeea Nowab Chakur ko’ (Takia 
Chikar ka).) 


{The characters in this legond aro houschold namos among Baloches. Next 10 
colebrity to Mir Obikur comes Nodhbandegh, who holds among tho 
Baloches a similar position to that held by Hitim ‘Téi among the Arabs as 
the conventional hero of generosity. Poems on the exploits of these heroes 
aro frequently recited, and thoy are used im modern ballads as models for 
imitation). 
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TEXT. 


Aa wakht ki Balochia Kach! gipta ath kull aulad Mir 
Jalilinegh4 Rind Lashirf masthar athant. Lashiria do brith 
Nodhbandagh o Bakar mazain athant. Nodhbandagh bachh 
Gwaharim nim bitha, Bakar bachh Rimen nim bitha. Rinda 
Mir Idbik sardir ath. Eshi do bachh Mir Hasan Mir Shaihak 
bithaghant. Mir Hasan phanch bachh bithaghant, phesht 
Rehin, gudi Jtand, Muhammad, Brihim, Mir Hin. Mir Shai- 
hak bachh Mir Chikur ath, ki kul] Rinddnt Sardiir bitha. 

Baloch Kech-Makurin thoghi laditho shuthaghant, dkhta 
man Harfsind, Kildté, Mustungh, Shild, hawen deh gipta-ish. 
Ya stile hamodhi khutha-ixh, gud chiri shastithaghant-ish 
Kacht gindaghd, ki ‘hamedhi gwahar khofl, zawistind na 


TRANSLATION 


At tho time that the Baloches took possossion of Kach! the 
Rinds and Lashiris were the gicatest of all the descendants 
of Mir Jalal Khan.* The chuf of the Lashiris wero the two 
brothers, Nodhbaudagh and Bakar. Nodhbandagh had a son 
named Gwaharim, ond Bukar had a son named Rimen. 
Among the Riuds Mir Ishak was the clicf, He begot two 
sous, Mir Hasan and Mir Shailuk. Mir Iisan begot five sous, 
fust Rehan, then Jiand, Muhammad, Brilum, and Mir Han. 
Mir Shathak’s son was Mir Chikur, who became Cluef over all 
the Rinds. 

All the Baloches arose and marched from Kech-Makrin, and 
moved into Khurisin. They took possession of Kilit, Mustang, 
Shal (Quetta), and all that laud. Thore they passed one year, 
and then they sent spics to see the land of Kach!, for, said they, 





© Au ancestral leader of the Baloches. 
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gwaznindi.” Chirtyid Akhteghant, Sevt, Dbider, Gandia, 
Milh, Jhal e dighar chi itho Skhto bal dathaish, Rind Lashért 
gud laditho bawan deh gipta-ish. Rind sari Mfr Chikur ath, 
Lashiria Gwaharim. Lashirt er-khapta Milaha, Rind ma Boland 
Rindé ékhta Sobran, Sevi, Dhadar. Sevii Jam Nindé hikim 
‘avh. Mir Chakar ki dkhta Jim Ninda salama, akhto I¢hutbai, 
gada Chikur zord go athiyé phajya takht chakhd nishta. 

Gudi pholé khuthy Mir Chakart, ki ‘Hawoa that dightr 
paidiwari obf ea.’ Jim NindA dasitha ki paidiwirt iklitar ef. 
Gudi thi roshed Jim NindA salma ki akhtai, Jim Ninda 
phnditho shutha, Gudd Rind Leshirt #ii deh wathi khuthe, sai 
el hamedha mshtaghant, Rinda gipta Sevi, Dhidar, Shorin ; 
Lashirié gipta Milah, Jhal, Gandiva. Zamistind Kachié bitha- 
ghant, Ahara shuthaghant Hurteind, 


‘The cold is great hore, we cannot pass the winter here.’ The 
spies caine and spied out Sevi (Sjln), Dhidar, Gandiva, the 
Mullth Puss, Thal, and all that land, aud then returned and 
made their report. ‘Then the Rinds and Lasharis marched and 
tuok possession of that Jand, Mir Chikur being at the head of 
the Rinds, and Gwaharim of the Lashiris.. The Lasharis camo 
down by tho Mullih Puss, the Rinds by tho Bolin, The 
Kinds arrived at Suhrin, Sevi, and Dhadar, Jim Ninda was 
the ruler over Sevi. When Mir Chikur came to do obcisance 
to Jam Ninda, having come in he made his salutation, and then 
seated himself by force beside Jim Nind& on the throne. 

Then Mir Chakar asked of him, ‘ What is tho income of this 
thy land?” Jam Nind& explained to him that the income was 
such and such an amount, The next day when he came agai 
to do obcisance Jim NindA fled away. Then the Rinds and 
ljshiris made that country their own, and abode there for 

‘hree years. The Binds took Sev!, Dhidar, and Shorin, and 

Lashirts took the Mullth Pass, Jhal, and Gandiva. They 
passed the winter ig Kachf, and in the summer they went 
up to Khurisin, 7 
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Roshed Ramen Lashirtikhta Mir Chikur shahri, Rehand 
gwar er-khapta-t. Ramen o Rebin pha-wathin adathaghant 
médhbivini sari; Rehind gwashta, ki ‘Main midhin shéghar 
en’; R&meni gwashta, ‘Mafi midhin shighar ef.’ Gudd 
shart jatha-ish. Go philln mochid garinde ath, rangi bore, 
sakif +lindaven. Gwashta-ish, ‘Madhbinin thishii; hawin 
midhip ki gnzt gurindé birth, zarin phadbi phur khanth? 
Guda shaft Ramen madhin Rind& ochan bokhto phirentha : 
sbafa midhinér gwabar bitha. Binghavd sanj khuthaghant- 
ish, galagh thikhte-ish: gudi Rimen midhin gwastha, 
Rinda gawdb! ditha, ki Rehin midhin gwastha, drogh bastha- 
ish, RAmenf zahr gipta, gada shodha charitho shutha. 

Aa wakht& Gohar jatanf, Lashirii azh Miluhd khnshtagheth. 
Gohar go watht baga dlhto baut bitha go Mir Chikuri, Mir 
Chikurd& énhiyér ma Kacharak nyistha. 

Ramen galagh-thishi phadhi shodhd charitho, thi LashArt 


One day Rimen Lashari came to Mir Chikur’s town, and 
alighted at tho abode of Rehin. Rimen ard Rebin disputed re- 
garding their mares; Rehin saying, ‘My mare is the swiftest,’ 
and Rimen, ‘Mine is the swiftest.’ Upon this they made a 
lwt. A certain tanner bad a ram, red in colour and very fat. 
They anid, ‘We wall race our mares; the mare that comes in 
first shall win the ram, and the hindmost shall pay its price.’ 
But at night the Rinds untied and threw off the horsecluth 
from Ramen’s mare, so that the mare felt the cold in the night. 
In the morning they saddled and raced their mares, and 
Rimen’s mare came in first. The Rinds bore witness that 
Rehin’s mare had won, but they lied. Then Rimen was very 
angry, and mounted and departed thence. 

At that timo a woman named Gohar, a camel-owner, had 
been turned out by the Lasharis from the Mulléh Pass. She 
came with hor herds of camels as a refugee to Mir Chikur. 
Mir Chakur settled her in Kacharak. 

Ramen after the horse-racing rode off and assembled other 
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much khutho, Gohar hir gudathaghanti. Mir Chikur o Gwa- 
harm har do pha Gobard’tshiq atbant, geshtar Chakur neghi 
zorath-i, GudA hirdn guditho phadhi ya roshed Chikar Akhto 
er-khapta Gohar merhé. Begah& dicht ki akhtaghant, gar- 
raghathant; gud&i Chaikuri azh Gohard phol khutha, ‘ Dich? 
phache garraghant  Gohari wath hilna daiths-ish.» Jated 
gwashté, ki ‘Ramen Lasbirid phairi rosha bir gudathaghant.’ 
Gudé Chikurfr zabr min-Akhta ; shotha wath handé ; har-gurod 
avzir shastithaghant-§. Kind kull much khuthaghant-!, ki 
*Miyta go Lasbirié.’ Lasbirta daht shutha ki Rind much 
bithaghant, Laditha Lasbirii, shutha go Omar Nuhdnid, 
Gwaharimé gwashté, ki ‘ Rind go mA mirith ; man tha! bautha, 
tho manf phushtd khan’: ki Nubint Rind ath. Omari gwa- 
shte, ki ‘Chikur saken marded, main diraghe nen; sathe 
khanfof; kaizi haird khanth.’ Omaré Kahiri shastathaghant- 


Lashirts, and they killed some of Gohar’s young camels. Mir 
Chikur and Gwahanim both loved Gohar, but her affection for 
Chakur was strongost. Ono day after the slaughter of the 
young camels Chikur came and alighted at Gohar’s envamp- 
ment. In the evening when the femulo capels came in they 
were lowing; then Chakur asked of Gobar, ‘Why are your 
female camels lowing f? Gohar herself would not tell him tho 
reason. Butacamel-herd said,‘ The day before yesterday 
Ramen Lashari slaughtered their yonng ones.’ ‘Then rage 
took possession of Chikur; he returned to his home and sent 
out ridors in every direction. He assembled the whole of tho 
Rinds, saying, ‘Let us fight with the Lashiris.’ The alarm 
went out among the Lushiris that the Rinds were assembling. 
Then the Lashiris marched sway to Omar Nubint. Gwaharim 
said, ‘The Rinds will attack us; we are thy refagees; do 
thou extend thy protection unto us,’ for the Nubaats were 

ds. Omar said, ‘ Chikur is s mighty man, and not to be 
held back by me, I will send him « deputation, percbance he 
may make peace.’ Omar sent the Kshirls to him, saying, 
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1, ki “ Chdkurar gwash, ‘Ma mireth go mi; mi di Baloch fin, 
tho df Baloch e; mipagh jawain nen.’” Chakurd gwashta, 
‘Man nelin-t; mira,” Hawen jawib datha-t sathdr. Guda 
Omari gwashta, ‘Nt mar bi; mirfn-t” ar Nalf Khour 
dof basthaghant-ish, sakei jange bitha odhi; bhoronthe- 
Rind. ° Rind phrashts, havd-sadh mar kbushta; Mir Hin at 
khushté: Mir Chikur barivareh mardath. Dombed hil artha 
loghd, ki ‘Rindd phaditha.’ Shaikaki phol khutha, ki ‘Mir 
khushta ki dar-shutha ?’ Dombi gwasbta, ki ‘ Mir dar-shutha ; 
Mir Han khushta.’ Shaihaki gwashta, “‘ Mir’ mai Mir Hindr 
gushaghothia,” 

Chakur pha shikard rapta, 

Baghen tharie wirtha-f. 

Lahze pha sawida nishto: 

Dicht akhtaghan’ danzina, 

5 Shir pha miighia shanzina. 








“Say to Mir Chikur, ‘Do not fight with us; wo aro Balochos, 
and thou also art a Baloch; it is not good that wo should 
fight.” But Chakur said, ‘1 will not allow it; I will fight.’ 
And ho gave this answer to tho envoy. Then Omar said, 
‘Now be men; let us fight with him.’ They entrenched thom- 
selves at the mouth of the Nali Torrent, and thore was a great 
fight there; thoy defonted tho Rinds. The Rinds gave way, 
and seven hundred of them wore killed, Mir Hin among 
thom, who was a man equal to Mir Chikur himself. A Dom 
(minstrel) brought home the nows that tho Rinds had fled. 
Shuihak* asked, “Is the Mir killed or has ho escaped?” The 
Dom said, The Mir has escaped, but Mir Hin is killed.” Then 
Shaihak said, ‘ When I said ‘the Mir’ I spoke of Mir Hin.” 

Chbakur went forth to hunt, and ho 

Ate at the return of the camels. 

For a little while he sat down to look round: 

The female camels came, stirring up the dust, 

5 The milk dripping from their udders. 


© Father of Mir ObAkur, and uncle of Mir Han. 
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Gwashta Chikuri Mirent, 

Wa’pha Gohara hirend: 

“ That dachi phache kre danzant ? 
Shir pha miighif shanzant ?” 
Gwashta Gohard durrent, 

‘We’pha Chikuri Khanend: 

‘ Maia hirda wirthaghant zabren sol ; 
Mata hirdi wadh-miren go khapten.” 
Guda bag-jat Melaven gal-Akhte : 

“ Phairf Aichtaghant Lashar! ; 

Shikko saile bor thishf ; 

Hir azh mati khushtaghant jukhtia ; 
Shingo garthsghant mastid.”” 

Chikur mi ila grin bitha. 

Rinde hapt hazir lotie : 

“Ma chyar sadh ya-thared warnd bia ; 





Then spake Chikur the Mir, 

Himself to Gohar tho fair: 

“Why do thy female camels stir up the dust ? 

Why does the milk drip from theirudders ?” 

Then spake Gohar the beautifal, 

Herself to Chikur the Khdn: 

“My young camels ate poisonous shrube ;* 

My young camels fell down through sclf-slaughter.” 

‘Then spake out the camel-herd Melo: 

“The day bofore yesterday the Lashiris came ; 

They raced their chestnut (mares) with great delight; 

They slaughtered a pair of our young camels 

Hence they returned in their madness.” 

Chaikur became heavy at heart. 

He called together seven thousand Rinds (and said) : 

“ Let us form a band of four hundred youths, oqual one 
to the other. 





* Bol, i.¢., the prosopis spicigera or jand. 
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Dane dar-shafta sydrali ; 
Barivagh Khan phadhi dragana.” 
Wage giptaghant sardare : 

25 “Chikur khenaghin khame khan; 
NuhAni hazdr mardaa bf s 

*Ldlo khushtaghan’ Lashfri |” 
Guda gwashta sar-batak! mardin, 
* Jaro, jareh Rebfind : 

30 “ Bartvagh gondalAa sihmenthe. 
Hindi ma; thars ser-dathe: 
Rekh zahraneh whardin!” 

Gudi Domb langavia shikfrom: 
“ Barivagh Khan third dir nyidhn: 

35 Makh-of anhm-janen Lashirt : 

Afo banat manah-ia. 
Hoshagh phinj khandn aptyy4, 
Nind o gind khai sith bi? 


Let us issuo forth cunningly from the low hills ; 
Hastening after Barivagh Khan.” 
They caught hold of the chief’s bridle (and said) : 
25 “ Chakur, abate your rage a hittle, 
Tho Nuhinfs are a thousand men. 
They have slain the Lashiris’ brethren !”” 
Thon spake out the headstrong mon, 
Jaro and fiery Rehin : 
30 “ You are afraid of Barivagh’s arrows. 
Fear not the woapons, you shall have your fill of them : 
Sand is a bitter food !” 
Then said the Dom herald : 
“ We will settle Barivagh Khia far from you. 
35 We are sword-wielding Lashiris, 
We are posted in the watcr-ombankmonts. 
If we thrash out the ears between us, 
Stay and see whose will be the advantage : 
You 1.—59 
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Malan pba khai devalt ? 

40 Sitha pha khait gon khit t”” 
Go hawer gwashtanki taukheghi ; 
Wag ishtaghan’ Sardire. 
Chart khsehtagban’ chirint ; 
Bol besthaghant pahrant. 

45 Chari akbtaghant golant ; 
Sadh logh jidartiya dithon. 
Odbi ma Nalf gata, 

Shabr chiritha Gajane. 
Bag jukthiyei Gwahardme. 

50 Banghavi khuthen phisine ; 
Pha Gajin kilat demi. 

Bag gudithea Gwahardme ; 
Dasté buritha Sifinc : 
Mata Gobara hirant, 

55 Hawcn zilf shimat o shirrini. 

Mel kdch khutba Lashira, 





Whose leaders will be victorious ? 
40 And to whom will the profit belong ?”” 
With the utterance of these words, ‘ 
They let go the Chicf’s bridle. 
And spies they sent forth to spy; 
And thoy fixed a word for the watch. 
45 Tho spies came spying out the country ; 
‘They saw a hundred separate dwelling places. 
There in tho Nalt defile, 
They spied out the town of GAjin. 
A herd of Gwaharim’s camels was slocping thorc. 
50 In tho morning they made an attack 
On the face of the fort of Gajan. 
‘They slaughterod the herd of Gwaharim’s camels ; 
And cut off the hand of Sifan (tho herd), 
In exchange for Gohar’s young camels, 
55 On account of this woman’s disgrace and quarrol. 
The assembly of the Lasharis marched away- 
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Rosh othdne burz bithe, 
Lashart khurf gon-ditke. 
Rinda lashkara bbaj bithe ; 
GQ Mtr Hin ma-phird phirenthe; 
Go havd sadh ya-tharea warod. 
“Gada Chikur ghamsamia gartha, 
Pha Mir Han ghamé lahmenia, 
“Pha humbo chotavea Mirena: 

65 Label kbaur gawarla gipte. 

Gudi Chikur dihia bitho shutha Turkai gwar: Turk&at 
eurdar Zund ndm ath. Binghava Lasbiri shutha go Tarkia; 
lubainth vish, ki ‘Chikura khush.’? Chakard Turkin gwin’- 
jutha bangheva. Phallf name motabaroa Amir ath Tarkeghi 
Vhalliya Chakurar hil ditha, ki ‘ Lashdrt dkhta, labaintha-ish 
‘Turk? Gui Chikurd Turki gwin’-jatha; Torkdi gwashte 
Chakurar : 


By the time the sun was well risen they wero high up 
the lull side, 

They followed ou the Lahiri,’ track and overtook them. 

‘The army of the Rinds was put to flight; 

GU Mir Han was loft dead ou the spot, 

With seven bundred youths cach equal to the other. 
Then’ Chakur returned in sorrow, 

Weeping for the loxs of Mir Han, 

For the beautiful hair of Mir : 

65 Fusting he took his way to the Lahri Pass. 

After this Chikar went as a suppliaut to the Tarks,* whose 
Kuler’s nate was Zuud. Ln the moruing the Lasharis came to 
the Turks, and bribed them, saying, ‘Slay Chikur” In the 
morning tho Turke sent for Chikur. There was o trustworthy 
Amir among the Turks, whose name was Phalll. Phollt told 
Chikur that tho Lasbirfy had come and bribed tho Turks. 
Then the Turk sent for Chikur and said to him . 


* ie., the Mughals. 
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“Mard evakbé ki bi, 

Hatbyér ki ms bant-i, 

Auhiyfr dazhman valainant, 

Goda daht thofikh cbachoi bant f” 

Chikuri jawib ditha, ki 

« Dast dil watht ambrih bant ; 
AahiyA thofiich hechf nen.” 

Guda hathytr giptaghant-ish Chikurd, mokal ditha-t, ki 
Tho baro watht handa.’ Hatht khdnt gud& Chikur sara ishto 
ditha-ish, ‘Bilant Obikur khusbith.” Guda hath! akbto Ché- 
kura nazt bitha. 

Kshike khaptagheth bisfira ; 
Tanga gipta-1 Chikurd, 
Guda jatha-t hathiyart, 
Bing ki chamburtha bathiydr. 
Hath! phaditho shutha. 
Chikur dareshatho shodhi ; Tarkia gwin’-jatha-t, phiraintho, 
mokal ditha-t. 
a 
“Tf a man alone be loft, 
Tf of arms he be bereft, 
‘When his bitter foes surround him, 
Sey what help will then be found him?” 

Chakor anewered thus: 

“ Hand and heart will help themselves ; 
What need then of other help?” 

Then they took his weapons from Chikur and let him go 
saying, ‘Go to your home.’ Then they let loose a furious ele- 
phant on Chikur saying, ‘Let Chikur kall it.’ Then the 
elephant came towards Chikur, 

Thore lay a dog in the bazar, 
Chakur seized it by the leg, 

And threw it at the elephant. 
When the dog struck the elephant, 
The elephant turned and fled. 

So Chikur escaped thence; and the Turks sent for him, 
rewarded him and let him go, 
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Thi-bare Lashirf Turkia go Akbteghant, zor biz diths-ish, 
Guda PhalliyA Chikurir gwashta, ki ‘Aghad! Lasharif Tork 
labainthi? Turk gwan’-jathaghant Chikurir dohmt rosha, ki 
‘Tho sakeh marde man Balochin; cdbi mazire asten; go 
mazdri mir? Mazir ishto datha; sidhi bithat Chakur sara, 
Jathe Chakurd mazir go zahmi. Aghad! Tarkai phirainths 
Chikur, 

Sohmt roshi Lashirt khta; labsintha-ish Turkia; Phalliyd 
at hdl ditha Chikurir. Agha Chakur gwin’-janainthn Turkd 
sobmt dbhaké. Turkda khb phattainthighant; kbihd seri 
kakh phirenthaghant. Naryiin khant irtha-ish; Cbikurir 
gwashta-ish, ki ‘Hawen naryind, char drikain.” Huvd Laravdi 
Chakord narydu drikaintha thikhta, ma khiha na khapte-, 
durshuthe-t, Aghad! ‘Torkti Chikar pharaintha. 

Gndi Zand mathir Mati Begumér hal sar-bitha. Gwashta-t, 
ki ‘Chikur zit Baloch Sardfrei, dukhéu ma dai, Zunfir 


Another timo the Lashiris came to the Turks and gave 
them a large sum of money. Then Phalli told Chakur, ‘Again 
tho Lashfris havo bribed tho Turks.’ The next day the Turks 
nent for Chikar, saying, ‘Thou art the mightiest man among 
the Baloches ; here is a tiger; fight with it.’ They let loose 
the tiger and it came straight at Chikur. Chikur killed the 
tiger with a blow of hi» sword. Again the Turks rewarded 
Chikur, 

A third timo the Lashiris cnme and bribed the Turke 
and Phallf informed Chikur thereof, Agam a third time 
the Turks sent for Chikur. The Turks had a well dug, 
and over the mouth of the well they strewed reeds. Then 
they brought forth @ savage stallion and suid to Chikur, 
‘Mount this horse, and leap him over this place.’ Seven times 
did Chakur leap and gallop the stallion, Lut he did not fall into 
the pit, and escapod alive. Agam the Turks rewarded Chikur. 

Afterwards tidings of these things were brought to Mit 
Kegam, Zund’s mother. Then said she to the Turks, ‘ Chikur 
s the true Lord of the Baloches, do not afflict him more, but 
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mokal dai ki urd birth Chikur saren-band! khanth” Znn(i 
wathi fauj burths, go Lash@rii miratha. Lashiria phadathn. 
Chikur dahta randa shutha, Ramen khushta-!. Phanch-sadh 
mary Lasharl go Rémena khushta. 

Lashart gud& daraintho shutha Gujarité. Jang Gujard/a 
hawenr’gi bitha: ki Bangul name Lashirt ath. Warnio 
Gujariteghd kawindi baragheth, loghd zurthi fraghcth. 
Banguli gwashta hawia mardird ki, ‘Kahan biydr mani 
madbindr dai? Atma & gwashta, ‘Kihan niyoi, kawindant ; 
thari na dedn-ish.” Gudi jathn Bangulé jabaha thire, Aimar 
martho khapta. Auhi phith brith kull “alam daltii shathaghant 
go bidshdha, ki ‘ Haweir’ga kaum dkhta Buloch, ki mardum 
di khushaghant ; kawdndia df charainaghant; doha phulla- 
ghant.’ Budshdbi phaujar hakm datha, ki ‘ Mireth go Balochi.’ 

 Gudi Bakerd, (Rimen phith ki astath) Lashiri much khutha: 


rather give Zun@ leave that ho leadgorth his army to Chikur’s 
assistance.’ On this Zunf Iced forth his army and fought with 
the Lasharis. The Lashiris took to flight. Chikur followed 
on their tracks, and heslew Ramon. With Ramon five hundred 
Lashiris were killed. 

On this the Lashiris set forth for Gujrat. And their 
war in Gujrit was on this wise: there was a certain Lashirt 
named Bangul. A youth of Gujrit was tuking away his sugar- 
cane, carrying and bringing it to Ins house. Bangul sad to 
him, ‘Bring thoso rocds and give them to my mare.’ Ho 
rephed, ‘They are not reeds, they are sugarcane ; I will not 
give them to you.’ On tiis Bungul took un arrow from his 
quiver, and shot hit, aud he fell dead. His father and brother 
and o multitude of men went and complained to the king, 
saying, ‘A tribo called Baluch has como here, and they ar 

ch manner of mon that they slay men, and graze their 
=... on sugarcane, and spoil the conutry.’ Hereupon the 
king gave orders to army to fight with the Baloches. 
Then Bakar, Rimen’s father, gathered the Lashirts together 
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Jang ditha-ish ; bddsbth phauj bhoraintha-ish, Gud gwao’- 
jansinths bidshiha Bakartr, phiraintha-t, Phanjth naryan 
bashkitba-t; phanjah khawih Sbresbamt di dithe-t; phanjih 
thangaven katirdatha-!. Gwashta-f, ‘Ethard bashkis, Ganddvagh 
Mithav deh di thai jagir of, ki tho saken mard e Gudé Lashart 
fikhto nishta Gandavagh&, Mithavd, Jhala. Dati Lashart 
bamodk& nishta ; Maghassf thi biz kaum anht shikh ant. 

Rind nishta Sevi Dhidaré. Gndi Zunf bind khutha go 
Lashirit. Ya roshed Zundar Chikur& gwashta, ki ‘Chatt maa 
thard deaa, bind bozh.’ Lak rQpii datha-!. Bind bokhta-t 
Lasbariegha, 

Wakhté ki Chikuré Lashiri bind azh Mughalia bokhta, 
sheff jandé chakh& pabré ditha-ish. Guda yashafa khase go 
maith gandagh khutha. Banghava maida gwashta, ki ‘Howen 
nord Baloch nayant, Leghér ant’ Shai wakht aabi nim 
Loghiet bitha, ki kaum Loghirt ch’eshiya Litha. Dobmi shafa 


and gavo them battlo; and they defeated the king’s army, 
Then the king sent for Bakar and rowarded him. He made 
him o gift of fifty horses, fifty silken scarves and fifty golden 
daggors. He said to him, ‘These I give to you, and tho land 
of Gandiva and Mithav shall bo your jigir, for you are a 
mighty man.’ Then came tho Lashiris back and settled in 
Candiva, Mithav and Jhal. Till tho present day tho Lashiris 
have dwelt thero, and the Maghassis and many other tribes 
are branchos of them. 

But the Rinds dwolt in Sovi and Dhidar. And Zunt took 
Womeu as hostages from the Lashiris. Ono day Chakur said to 
‘Zund, ‘I will pay the ransom, lot the hostages go.’ And he paid 
hin a lakh of rupeos, Then Zund released tho Lashart women. 

Whon Chakur released the Lashirf womon who were hostages 
from tho Mughals, at night he sot a guard over tho women- 
Ono night eome one of the guard acted evilly towards tho 
women. In the morning the women said, ‘This man is not a 
Uuloch, he is a Leghir (foul).’ From that time ho was known 
ay Loghirt, and the Logbirf tribe is desconded from him. ‘The 
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pabra bitha Ditshake. Shafi haurd gwartha. Gudi hawii 
Drishak tambQ zurtho oshtithaghant, khafaghi nishta-ish 
maid chakh&. Banghava maida Ohdkura phol khuth», ‘ Doshi 
chacho ef pabri bitha shaw chakba !” Gwashta-ish, ‘Dosh! 
Thangaven Rind athant. ’Shia roshi Drishak, ‘Thangavea 
Drishak’ khanantt. 

Guda eghadt Chikur§ miyatha go Zunfi Zund wath 
Chakura khushta, urd bhoraintha-i. 

Wakhtd ki Rind Lashart jang phawathin kbanaghathant, 
roshed Chikar akhto khapta Gohar halk ys-avzarilyi. Guda 
Gwaharim sadh avairini go fkhté. Gohari gwashta Mirir, 
‘Marosh! Gwaharim go tho mirith; tho char baro.’ Chikur 
charitha, gud4 ghoro rikhta pha dimi Gwaharimeghi. Sard 
ki bitha gon-khaptaghanti. Rosh er-khapto shutha. Guda 
Dilmalikh Rind& gwar akhto Gwaharim mihmin bitha. Dil- 
malikh sakyé bhigyei marde oth. Sadh gurind khushte-f 
mehmint khutha-t. Sadh gwilagh dén drtho phirenthe-!. 





next night Drishak was on guard. in the night rain fell. 
Then that Drishak stood holding up the tent and did not let it 
fall on the women. In the morning Chaikur asked of the 
women, ‘ Last night what sort of guard was there over you !’ 
They said, ‘Last night there was aGolden Rind.’ Since that 
day they call the Drishaks ‘Golden Drishaks.’ 

After this again there was war between Chikur and Zund. 
Zuni himself was slain by Chikur, and his army defeated. 

While the Rinds were at war with the Lashiris, one day 
Chikur happened to come to Gohar’s village, riding alone. 
‘Then came Gwahsrim with a hundred horsemen. Gobar said 
to the Mir, ‘Gwabarim will fight with you to-day; ride away.’ 
Then Chikur rode off and the band of Gwabarim’s horsemen 
pursued him. He was ahead but they came upto him. Just 
‘then the sua set. Then Gwaharim went and became a guest 
with Dilmalikh Rind. Dilmalikh was a very wealthy man. He 
slew a hundred sheep and entertained them. He bronght « 
hundred sacks of corn and threw them down there. Then when 
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Gada goshd ki grisths-f, sadh thilt life hawda sadhea gurba- 
iat dumbagh yakho yakhe mAu-khatha-!. Sudh chirt aweth- 
ganea har yakhe dambagh chakhi tumbitho ishta-f. Gogd 
Gwaharim’ gwashta, ‘Gind, Lashiriia, Rindinf kirrds. 
Lashiridi jawab tharenths, ki ‘sadhei gwilaghti dl mi phujda, 
sedh gurind di ma khush(a, ya handA sadh swo’-gane chart azh 
ma pajda na bi.’ Gudi Dilmalikh akhta pha Gwabarim ninda- 
ghd. Gwabarima gwashta, ki ‘Dilmahkh, tho sadh chrt 
ashkoh artha ? Gwashta-1, ‘Lohre mafu biridhar oi. Shazh 
mib& manta phanjah chitrt kharith dith, mai leave aihiyar 
bandii defn. Hawia phanjah Rindiaé babr-khania dela, Olt 
shazhmabt or-khuthagbiyath, bahr na khuthayhai, dohmt 
phanjah df Akhte, guda sadh phawavka bithighant.’ 

Gada Dilmalikh Rinda zurtho shart, mil theghd baraintht; 
gudi biths horghe. Rosho ikhta Rindo halki mihmdn bitha. 
Hualk-wighd edhd niyath; logh-binukhi thaghard ditha, 


ho had boiled the meat, ho sorved up the tails of the hundrod sheep 
on ahundred dishes one by onc. And ho brought » hundred 
whito-handled knives and left one sticking in each shoep’s tail. 
Then said Gwaharim, ‘ Behold, O Lasbiris, the dwellings of 
the Rinds.’ The Lasharis answered and said, ‘ We can pro- 
duce a hundred sacks of corn, and we can kill a bundred 
sheep, but we cannot show in one place a hundred white- 
handled knives.’ Afterwards Dilmalikh came to visit Gwaha- 
rim. Gwaharim said, ‘ Dilmalikh, whence did you get those 
hundred knives? Ho answered, ‘I have o sworn-brother 
who is a blacksmith. Evory six months he brings me fifty 
knives, and I give him» camel in exchange. Tho fifty knives 
I distribute among the Rinds. The last sia months’ knives 
were still lying by me, I had not distributed them when the 
next fifty camo in, thus I had a hundred altogether.’ 

After this Dilmalikh Rind gambled, aud lost all his wealth, 
and became empty. One day he came and put up at the 
village of a certain Rind. Tho master of the village was away, 
and the good wife gave him a mat to sleop on. The owner’s 

vou. 11—60 
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Gud& médhin halk-wizhte basthageth. Maid Dilmalikhir 
gwashta, ki ‘Disi bar, midhin sang rem bur biyfr, ki shudht 
en midhin.’ Rem ki buritho artha-1 dast bithaghant-t hon ; 
rem dit hon bitha. Banghavé Dilmalikh shutha. Mat gindi 
i rem khapte. Madhind na wirtha, ki remd hon min-Akhta- 
ghant. Halk-wizhi ki akbta maid hal datha-tki rem hon 
bitha. Halk-wizhé gwashta, ki ‘E mar Dilmalikh en ki doshi 
mibmAn bitho rem buritha!’ 
Gud Dilmalikh hawen sha’ar jatha. 
Shartii maldkhei Dilmalikh 
Azh khonagh o kivarin burtha 
Brithi payafen meravan, 
Dimia Rindi doravan. 
5  Rindo jane ‘ Nékho’ khanant. 
‘ Disin ma dastin deant, 
Remé maldkhed Dilmalikh 


mare was tied up there. Tho good wifo said to Dilmalikh, 
‘The mare is hungry, take this sickle and cut some yrass aud 
bring it for her. When he had cut aud fotchod tho grass 
his hands were bleeding, and the blood camo off upon the 
grass. Next morning Dilmalikh dopartod. The good with 
saw the grass lying there. Tho mare would not ent it, for 
there was blood on the grass. When the master camo homo 
the good wife told him how there was bluod on tho grass. 
Then he said, ‘It was Dilmalikb who was last night the guest 
and cut the grass |’ 
Then Dilmalikh made this song : 

By gambling famous Dilmslikh 

Through malice and spito has been driven 

From the encampments of his noble brethren, 

From the assemblies and abodes of the Rinds. 

4 The Rind women call him ‘ Uncle.’ 
They put sickles into his hands, 
And famous Dilmalikh gocs forth 
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Bart pha reshen daddavin. 
Nt bildi mant phadh-mozhaght, 
10 Thisen rikef o doravt; 
Ma phishen sawisii zom girant. 
Manda kadro kumethani nayath ; 
‘Ma dithaa pha suayea pheshagh in. 
‘Bhedt rango! bayin ! 
Gud& Gwabarima gwashta Dilmalikhiri, ‘Biyi, Lasbart bi, 
thard zer&i mild biz dedi’ —Dilmalitehd phaso ditha, ki 
“Rind& Hadha Lashar na khant. 
Musalmin Hind@ na bi; 
Trag na zirt Kafiri.” 
Yabure Haivtia, Jaro, Nodhbandagh, Mir Hau nishto kaldm 
khutha e’r’gt, ki Haivtind gwashta, ki‘ Khaso dicht go mati 
bagi dwar bi mai khasir tharina na dein-f.’ Jiiro-A kalim 


To cut grass for galled jades. 
Now I give up my long boots 

10 And my brazen stirrups, 

And the sandals of dwarf-palm loaves make my feet 
swell, 

My undorstanding was not worthy of the bay (mares) ; 

Ihave given them in exchango for 2 barron amusoment, 

Their story is in the coloured ankle-bonos !* 

Then said Gwaharam to Dilmalikh, ‘Como now, become a 
Lashirt, and I will givo you much moncy aud cattle.’ Dilmalikh 
retorted thus : 

“God does not make a Rind into a Lushari. 
A Masalman cannut a Hindi become, 
Nor woar tho cord of Hoathendow !”” 

Onco upon a time Haivtin, Jiro, Nodhbandagh and Mir 
Hu wore sitting together, and oach made a vow thus : (and) 
Haivtan said, ‘If any ono’s camel gots mixed up with my herd. 
Iwill not give it back.’ Jiro’s vow was this, ‘1 will kill any 








© ie,, the ankle or knuckle-bones used for gambling. 
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khotha, ki ‘Ad ki mali rishd dast lat, kbushin-t; Qa ki 
Haddebfr khushith, dnb? di khushaa’: ki Haddeh birddar ath-!. 
Nodhbandagha kalim kbutha, ki “Zar&i man dest na la; 
suwilf khif chfe lott, dein-t, ‘Na’na khanin.” Mir-Hand 
_kalam khutha, ‘Aa ki Rindon zila mai go mashki geidia, 
Aahiyfr mati molide bashkia.’ 

Ya roshe go Hudhi bitha lerave Chikuregh Haivtin bag 
go awir bitha. Haivtind sogay khutha, gwashta-j, ‘Tharina 
na defin-i.’ Rind much bithaghant, ki ‘Ma mirda go Haivténd; 
Chikur lero na dain-f.’ Chikuri gwashta, ki ‘ Er’gen lero 
chandi bhorainthaghan maziraa; er’gen suwiliii burthaghant. 
MA na mi) (in; bilfm birth-1.” Gudi thi roshe bitha Lashdrid 
tkhto bag jatha Chikure. Chikur khunf bitha bag dim, 
bortho gon-ditha-i. Rindo Lashari man-wathia mirathaghant ; 
phroshta Rind. Rind ki thartha, Haivtin kbunf bitha Chakura 


one who touchos my beard with h# hand, and whoever slays 
Haddeb him also will I slay :’ for Huaddeh was his sworn-brother. 
‘And Nodhbandagh’s vow was thiy, “1 will never touch money ; 
and if a potitionor c»mes and asks anything of me, Iwill give 
it to him, I will not say ‘No.’”? Mir Hin’s vow was this, ‘ If 
I seo any Rind woman carrying a water-ukin 1 will prosent her 
with a slavo-girl.’ 

One day, as God willed, a camel of Mir Chikur’s got 
mixed with Haivtin’s herd. Haivtin kept it and said, 
‘I will not give it back.’ The Kinds gathorod together 
saying, ‘Let us fight with Huivtin; Ict us not give him 
Chakur’s camel.’ But Chakar said, ‘ Many such camels have 
been killod by tigers; many such have been given to those 
who asked for them. Let us not fight, let him take it.’ 
Again another day it happonod that the Lasharis came and 

@rried away a herd of Chikur’s camels. Chikur pursued 
after the herd and overtook them. The Rinds and Lashirls 
fought together, and the Rinds were-beaten. When the Rinds 
returned after Chikur, Haivtin sot ont in pursuit: he over 
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phadbi, gon-dithe-t: go Lashiria miratha, bhorenthed 
Lashtri, bag aitha-1, burtha! watht loghi. Rind sambartha, 
ki ‘E beg Chikureghen, mi na data Hnivtinir.’ Agha 
Chikuri gwashta, ‘E hawin bagen, doiman baraghathant-t. 
Ni ki Haivtdnd zithaghant, biléi Haivtind gwar bant. Roshe 
harbdo’ mafa kari lift ravant. Azh doimant mati brithia 
gwar jawinthar ant.’ ¥ 

Jaro hal hamesh ei, ki Chikur di Jaro df roshed nishtaghant 
kachohria. Chikura ddiir gwashta, ki ‘Jaro bachhi zir biyar.’ 
Diid Jaro bachh artha. Chikuri gwashta diidr, ki ‘Ztr dai 
Jarotr kutd.’ Jarod gwashta, ‘Dat! maii neght mayér-t’ 
Chikurd gwashta, ‘Na, dit, bar dai.’ Gudatrtho ditha daia 
Jarodr man kuti. Gudi chhorav leva khanina dast Jarod risht 
min-Akhta-. Jaro& biizré gipta bachheght kitér khashto, 
jetha-f bachbi mad sarend, khushta-!. Gwashta ‘Biya, dit, nf 
Uar-f, Chikur bilda khush bi.’ 


took the Lashiris, fought with them, defeated them, took away 
tho herd from them and brought it back to his home. Then 
the Rinds prepared to fight, saying, ‘This is Chakur’s herd, 
let us not give it to Haivtin.’ But again Chikur said, ‘This 
1 the same herd that my encmies were carrying off. Now 
that Haivtin has recovered it, let Lim keep it. Somo day no 
doubt it will be of uso to me. It is better that my brethren 
should have it than my enomies.’ 

This is the story of Jaro, that onc day Chikur and Jiro 
were sitting ia the assembly. Chikur said to the nurse, 
‘Bring Jaro’s son here.’ Tho nurse brought Jaro’s son. 
Then Chikur said to the nurse, ‘Put him in Jiro’s lap.’ 
Jiro said, ‘Nurse, do not bring him noar mo.’ Bat Chikur 
sud, “No, nurse, bring him.’ So tho uurse brought him 
and ot him on Jiro’s knoo. Then while tho boy was playing 
his hand touched Jiro’s beard. Jiro scized ete i 
drow his daggor and plun; it into his loins aud ki im. 
‘Then he mat : Come a gp take him away ; let Chikar 
be happy.’ 
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Aghadi Chikuri gwashta Haddehira, ki ‘Tho Jaroa rtsha 
dasth 1; thard k? khushith, gud& wathir dt kbushith, kalim 
drogh bith-f, rist bith-f’ Roshe Jarod Haddeh mfdhin thikh- 
taghant. Haddeh midhin gwastha, gwasthtyA dast ldithe-ish 
Jiro rishi. Sai chytr mah gwesthaghant; gudA Jiro Haddeh 
at gon-gikhta, Shiho di gor-gikbta, (ki watht gohirzikHt-ath). 
Shuthaghant galagh bastho, drashke bun& waptaghant. Nt ki 
Haddeh whiv shutha, gudé Jérof gwashta Shihofri, ki ‘Jane 
zahmf& Haddehiri.’” Jatha Shahoi zahm, Haddeh khushtae-{. 
Jaroa gwashta, ‘Ni khada phatte, phirdn-i.” Guda gwashta-!, 
‘Nido mardi khade bi ki Haddeh mania dost ath.’ Nt ki 
Shfhod khad phattha, guda Jaro jatha zahm Shahodrd, khushta-!, 
Hardo phirithaghauti, thartha watht handé. Haddeh ki 
thartho niyikhta Chikari gwashta, ‘Haddeh ki gtrei mai 
ehu’ar shoghdn jantn-f.” 

Chikur Shaihak gusht; Jéro rishint giragh rosh gusht; 
Haddeh khosh gushi : 


Again, Chikur said to Haddeh?* Touch Jaro’s beard with 
your hand. If he kills you he must kill himself also ; we will 
see whether ho breaks his vow or keeps it?” One day Jiro 
end Haddch wero racing thoir maros. Haddch’s maro won, 
and in passing he touched Jiro’s beard with his hand. Three 
or foar months passod, and then Jiro took with him Haddeb 
and Shiho, (who was his own sister's son). ‘They went out 
and tied up their horses, and Iny down under a tree. As soon 
as Haddeh went to sleep Jiro said to Shiho, ¢ Slay Haddeh with 
your sword.’ Thon Shiho struck Haddeb a blow of his sword 
and killed him, Thon Jiro said, ‘Now dig @ hole and we will 
bury him.’ He also said, ‘ Let it be a hole largo onough for 
two men, for Haddeh wus my friend.’ As soon as Shibo 
dug the hole Jaro struck him with his sword and killed him. 

© bured them both and returnod to his home. When 

addch did not rotarn with him Chikur said, ‘I will make * 
song taunting him bocause Haddch is missing.’ 

Chakur son of Shaihak sings, about the day of touching 
Jaro’s beard, of the slaughter of Haddeh ho sings: 
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O Mughal sanj kha naryind, 
Anda eher gimbazend. 
Zen tranden Arabiya, 
Thank naztkhea biginar ; 
rte Dan man kbaran hiyale. 

Rind manf khohen kilAtant, 
Khushtaghea Rindan galo nest: 
Hardo dema jan dart. 
Tey chitoi kharoai 

10 Jaro di kirch katar jukbtaghtyi. 
Go nyaai-bandan jathiya, 
Brinjanen rish giptaghiys, 
Haddeha pha zor gipta. 

Gud& Jiro Jalamb gushi: Chikur phasave datl) gushi: 
Gozh de, o khandei Mazido, 
O Meztdo, bange hile ; 
Range hal o biz khiyalea, 


O Mughal, saddle your steed, 
‘As swift as decr or tiger. 
Saddlo your fiery Arab, 
And bring him close to me; 
5 That I may tell you my thoughts 
The Rinds aro my hills and forts, 
But for a slain Rind thero is no way open . 
On both sides his lifo is shut in. 
Recauso he stood up in sport 
10 Jaro slew him with his companion. 
With knifo and dagger he slew them both, 
Because his ourled beard was touched, 
Because Haddoh seized it roughly. 
Then Jiro son of Jalamb sang; in reply to Chikur he 
sang : 
Listen, O smiling Mazids, 
Liston to this strango tale 5 
This strange tale in many words. 
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Drogh ma bant, Chikur Nawhven 
5 Drogh ma bant, ki drozhi na bai ; 
Drogh azh dathdné darra bt. 
Azh zawiné bai sharreni. 
Risten, o Mir mangebfni. 
R&sten, o Chikur Nawiven. 
10 Mata brinjanen rish giptaghtya. 
Azh mA p’bawen sihe giptan, 
Azh watht gudi miydriu, 
Azh khenaghidui shaghfna, 
Roshe Haddeh o Shaho biditha 
15 Dir loghan maa dighirea. 
Gon athi sindei khamanue, 
Jabaho phur azh thanga, 
Thegh nokh sj bardkh ath, 
Karch katér jukhtaghiya; 
20 Go ny aai-bunda jathiy a. 


Speak not fulsely, O Chakur Nawdb ; 
5 Speak not fulsely, that you bo not held a liar. 
Let falsehood be outside your teeth. 
Be noble with your tongue. 
Be true, O exulted Mir. 
Be true, O Chaikur Nawab. 
10 My curled beard was seized. 
By this my life was taken from mo, 
For my own double shame, 
For this malicious insult, 
One day saw both Haddeh and Shaho 
15 In their homes away in the oarth. 
He had with him his bow, 
His quiver filled with gold, 
His sword with new scabbard. 
He was slain with his companion ; 
20 Both of them with knife aud dagger. 
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Pha dil kim’ khuth o khisht. 
Haddeh tilhins niyAkhta, 
Phophul o birdn warina, 
Gwar janta chytr-kullaghend, 
25 Gwar Obtkur darrea gobirt, 
Gwar Banarla nek-zaneni, 
Thankhen amzine na nishta. 
HaddehA phol ma dighdrd : 
Haddeh dighiri du mardea. 

Nodhbandagh Lashiri kissav cbhoi bitha. Nodbbandagh 
Chikurt gwin’-jatho burjin zare pharkhutho daths-!. Harjint 
shert phalawa tung khatheghent, ki zar darkhafith, Nod- 
hbandagh dast latth-ish. Chatitho Nodhbandagh rawin bithe, 
midhin chakbA harjta diths. Shathe-t juzios, car raptaghant 
rishina: dastnaléfth-!, zor thewagha rikbtoshuthaghant. Dem 
jangale slkdrechinagheth. Nodhbandaghir lottha-ish, “Nodh- 





For their hearts’ pleasure thoy were killed and left there. 
Haddch never caine home returning 
Eating betel and cardamoms, 
To the women in their four-sided huts, 
23 To Chakur’s fair sister,* 
To Banari, best of women, 
Nor sat with her in close embrace. 
Seek for Haddeh in the ground : 
Heddeh is in the ground m a double grave. 

‘Tho story of Nodhbandagh Lasbir! is a» follows. Chikur 
once sent for Nodhbandagh and gave « pur of saddle-bags 
Tull of money. In the bottom of the bags he made a hole, 
that the money might drop out and Nodhbaudagh might pain 
\t. Nodhbandagh throw the bags across his mare's back ae 
rode away. As he wont on, tho monoy kept dropping out, = 
he did not touch it, aud the whole of the money dropped on! 
In front of him wae a band of women gathering tamarisk-zells 
‘They said to Nodhbandagb, ‘0 Nodhbandagh, your name 





© Haddch was married to Banari, ster of Mir Chikar. 
vou. i.—61 
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bandagh, that nim ni Zer-suw4l bith; mfr chie dai.” 
Nodhbandagh& gwashta, ‘Shi maii midhin randi zurthtyé 
baraweth, har chi shir phakar bi, sfreth, bareth.” Maiin zurtho 
much khothaghant-i, bartha-ish. Shedh-demi Nodhbandagh 
nim Zar-zawil biths, God& Nodhbandagh brithin Ajhf sari 
zahr gipta, gwashta-ish, “ Nodhbandagh, tho wath thewaghen 
ml babr-khane ; chie bil dai, nawii go tho mil ch! na bt.” 
Guda Nodhbandagh& phasawe hawen sha’ar jatha. 

Kungauraa, o kunguria ! 

Kungor jarei brihondaghia ! 

Gfile gaziria Avurtha : 

Aiv phard baist sard. 

5 Choshi maa gindaa zAhird, 

Zulm phar be-dadhih. 

Drust dafi rish avurtha ; 

Namard rish jah! khutha, 

Khond o kburiyi gwih-kbutha, 


is now Gold-scatterer ; give something to as.’ Nodhbandagh 
said, ‘Follow in my maro’s track, and pick it up, aud take 
away whatever you need.’ Tho good women picked up and 
collected the money and carried it off. Thereafter Nodhban- 
dagh bore the namo of Guld-scatterer. ‘Then Nodhbandagh’s 
brethren were very angry, and thoy said to him, ‘Nodhban- 
dagh, you will divide the whole of your property ; leave sumc- 
thing, or you will become quite destitute.’ ‘Thon Nodhbandagh 
answered tham, and made this song : 

O mankind, mankind! 

Foolish generation of men ! 

The misers have uttered s speech : 

They have laid sn offence upon my head. 

5 So IJ see manifestly, 

They have injured an innocent man. 

All men wear beards on their faces ; 

But the unmanly wear their beards below, 

They show them on their knees and heels 
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10 Change avur gaukh phadha. 
MardA hawen vas na khoth, 
Berovaghea mar gwar janaa, 
Choshen ki chart kukkuren 
Jant-1 naso& ma sari. 

15 Nindith greht phagora, 

Absa ki khasht phar dafa. 
Go mA sakhioi meravea, 
Go ma bakbtlea jheraved, 
Therant hanchosh gashant, 

20 Buta karfré res-deant. 

“ Mal na bi pha Nodhbandagha! 
Phal na if ma mausimi! 
Shazh miho phuren nokh sari 
Zaith niyari khoraghia.” 

25 Nt nighin athant jauren badhin. 
Zt pha shaghind na khafin. 


10 And some on the napo of their necks 
No man has ever undergone such disgrace, 
‘As a man dishonoured among the women, 
Striking them as a hen does her chickens 
‘When she strikes them on tho hend with her beak. 
15 Bute man sits near a woman, and weeps, 
‘And brings forth deep sighs from his mouth. 
With me the generous assomble, 
With me the violent quarrel 
They quarrel, and thus they say, 
20 Turning away their faces from me, 
“ Nothing will be left with Nodhbandagh ! 
Phal® will not bring forth in due season ! 
In six months at fall moon 
She will not bring forth, nor bear a foal.”” 
25 Now foolish were my bitter foes! 
Nor am I liable to the taunts of yesterday. 


© Phul is the name of Nodhbandagh’s mare. 
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Agh mi phaso phost! khuthea, 
‘MAl cho mughemé melathen ? 
Cho munkiré yak-jah khuths ? 
MAl Mohammade zir-ath, 
Hoaft-sedh hasht-sadh gorama, 
Bag girdaghes be-shon athant. 
Shart4a na ditha hizhbare, 

* Bhed! rangot bayin. 
Azh mf na zitha katuldn : 
Bungfh o grinen lashkaran. 
Datha bi nime Kadira, 
Bi momin o whAnindaghan, 
Bera asilen dirgurt, 
Sohva larisin wardu ; 
Biyfyant ghizt whazh-dila, 
Whaab-dil mant nim giraut. 


If I were skinning my ihieap and goats, 

How many of the greedy would there assemble f 

Of the stingy how many would be gathered together t 

I possessed the wealth of Muhammad.* 

Seven or eight hundred herds of cattlo 

And herds of camels without number were grazing 
round about. 

I have never gambled at any time, 

Nor is their story in the coloured ankle-bones. 

Chests did not take them from me, 

Nor the assembly of mighty armies. 

Bat I gave them away in the Oreator’s name. 

I gave them to pious men and reciters of the Qurin, 

And to the poor dwelling in the wilderness. 

At morning-tide they eat their fill, 

The warriors of the faith come with glad hearts, 

With glad hearts they take my name. 





® i4., enormous wealth, 
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Dadh na lekbaa chdhara, 
Khes go khawth o jabeha, 

45 Mirst mazaia thape lurf : 
Eshéna Ghizt barant. 
Bart kafoch! sai-sadhi, 
Phar yak shafa osfragha, 
Sohvi bi swAlf 4a-burtha; 

50 Domb gushokhen langavin. 
Jawinen sarf Rabbi lavaa, 
Shughré hame gil khanan. 
Choshea suwilfe miy Aith ; 
BiyAtth o ma lott amrisha, 

55 Ki “ bauffi go hithino khasba.” 
E didant chfe niyai ! 
Khaule manda cho Omari, 
Cho Omari khaule manin. 
Man bashkaghe band na bin : 


In giving I take no count of shects, 
Of scarves, silken overcoats or quivers, 
45. Or of my wide-wounding sword Mars! : 
These the Ghizis carry away. 
A stripod shaw] worth three hundred (rupees), 
‘Worn for but one night, 
In the morning is taken away by the asker, 
50 By a Domb, a singing minstrel. 
Good men praise God, 
And render thanks to him for this. 
But lot not such a petitioner come to me; 
Let no one come and ask me for my wife, 
55 And say, ‘ Bring forth pillows and s lady fair.’ 
For of such gifts there are none to be had ! 
A promise is to me as to Omar,* 
As to Omar is a promise to me. 
I will not be stopped from giving : 


© Umar, the companion of Muhammad. 
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60 Band biaghe marde niyén. 
Har chi ki kbit ash Kadhira, 
Sadh ganj be-aiv dara, 
Ziraa pha risten chambava, 
Baria avo karch sart, 

65 Nt bar khanda go hadhirs. 
Nolin khanda pha phadhd ; 
GudA mant brith bingavea, 
Brizakht o brith mingenavin, 
Kahar bant aptiya girant, 

70 Mirit milk johaghi, 
Nodhbandagha mal sarA! 

Phadht rosha Chikuré Dombe shast&tha-{, ki “Baro Nodh- 
bandaghir sha’ar khaa; gud’ Nodhbandagh ash tho phold 
khant, ‘Tho chi lote? Tho hawen suwild khane, ki ‘Jar 
harchf tha-ijinde, that zile, thai logha, kullA manfi dai.’” 

Domb shuthosha’arkhutha Nodhbandaghir&; Nodhbandaghi 


60 I um not a man to bo stopped. 
Whatever comes to mo from the Creator, 
A hondred treasures without blomish, 
I will take with my right hand, 
I will cut with my knife, 
65 I will deal out with my whole heart. 
I will let nothing be kept back ; 
For then my young brothers, 
My nephews and my grieving brothren, 
‘Would quarrel among themselves, 
70 As to the partition of my inheritance and wealth, 
And regarding the property of Nodhbandagh ! 
Next day Chakur sent s Dom, saying, “Go to Nodhbandagh 
_and recite a poem to him ; then he will ask you what you want. 
pon this make this request, ‘Give me all your own clothes, 
sod all your wife’s clothes and all the clothes that are in your 
house.’” : 
The Dom went and recited » poem to Nodhbandagh, and 
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pholkhutha-t, ‘Dumb ! tho cht lote ” Dombi gwashta, ‘ Wazha ! 
Mata suwal hamesh ed, ki jar ki that jindegh-ant, that allegh- 
ant that logh-ant, kulld manda dai’ Nodhbandagh’ gwashte 
ki Tho watht phushtt mania dai, mai watht jaran kullda tharh 
deta.’ Domb phushtt gipto khotagh kbutha-1; neme wath janfr 
khutha-f, neme slr dijhi-t; kulldn jerin ki loghd athant 
Dombr ditha-t: logh azh jardi horg bitha. Shafi waptaghant 
logh& hardo. Nomshaf bithy leave Akhto Nodhbandagh logh 
doma jbukiths go bar& phajy&. ZalA gwashta, ki ‘ Lerave as 
logh galié jhakithaghea, bar di chakh en-.” Nodhbandagha 
gwashta, ‘Tho dafa baro, bo gir-t. Bo thauzh khiith-, kharo 
khan, bil-f; kut@rt bo-en-i, gad maniu gwn’ jan, mai bir 
boshin-t, ki Huzdrd diths-1” Bo ki gipta zl, katdrtegh-on-t. 
Guda Nodhbandagha bir bokhta ditha-t theght jardi dokhtiy& 
thithty4 bir Hf& mfn ant, mardeghoh zileghen. Wath di 
khatha-ish, ilar dt dithiish, Banghava kachebrid ikhta 





Nodhbandagh said, ‘Dm, do you want anything” The Dom 
sud, ‘My lord, my potition 19 this give mo all your own 
Cothes, and all your wite’s and all thit aro im your honso.? 
Nodhbandagh said, ‘Give me your sheet, and 1 will give you 
all my clothes.’ He took the Dom's whoet aud divided at. 
With half he clothed himself, and half he gave to his wifo: 
then he gave all the clothes that were in the house to the 
Dun, so that there were nouc leftin tho house. It was empty. 
At might they buth lay down in tho house to sleep. At md- 
night @ camel came and sat down before Nodhbandagh’s house 
with its load. The good wife said, ‘A camel his stopped at our 
door, and there is a load upon it.’ Nodhbandagh said, ‘Go to 
ats mouth and smell it. If it has a sour smell, make it rise and 
let it go: if it has a sweet smoll, then call me to take off its 
load, for Heaven has sent it.’ The good wife smelt it, and 
ithad the smell of musk. Then Nodhbandagh opened the 
balos, and saw that they contained garmonts of every sort for 
men and women, all sewn and made up. So he clothed him- 
self and gave of them to his wife. In the morning he came to 
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Chikuregh. Chakuri gwashts, ki ‘Nodhbandagh, tho be: 
shakk Zar-zuwil e.” 

Mir Han kaldm kissav hame-r’gi en. Zal dithaghanti go 
mashkéa, havd-gist molid bashkitha-f. Ya roshe Rindin 
gwashta, ‘Tho havd-gist molid bashkitha-1; dema khase ki 
ginde go mashké kharé gir de, molid& ma bashk.’ Shedh-dema 
gudi khar bashkAtheghant-i: khardnf shumir nent chikhtar 
bashkéthaghant. 

Chikurd ef edlé go Lasharié jang khuths, Gud& pha-wathin 
Rind Lesbfri hair khotha. Chakur shabr Sevi ath, hamodha 
kildt joritha-t, Stsl phadhd zahr gipto Sevi ishta-{, laditha 
Sindh phalwa. Aa rosh ki Sev! khishta, hawei sha’ar Gwaha- 
ramfr phasave ditho gwashta-l. 

Bila mar-lawishen Sovt 
Ganren sadhini margavi ! 
Jame Nindava bhattiya, 
Sai roshai Baharim negha. 





-~— 
Chakur’s assembly. Chikur said, ‘ Nodhbandagh thou art with- 
out doubt the Gold-scatterer.’ 

And the story of Mir Han is on this wise. He saw the Rind 
women carrying water-skins, and gave them seven-socore of 
female slaves. One day the Rinds said to him, ‘ You have now 
given one hundred and forty slave girls: henceforth when you 
see any woman carrying « water-skin give hor a donkey and 
not aslave-girl.’ So from this time forth he gave them donkeys, 
and there is no counting the number of donkeys he gave. 

Chikur’s war with the Lashiris lasted for thirty yoars. 
After this the Rinds and Lashiris made peace together. 
Obikur’s town was Sevi, and he built a fort there. After the 
thirty yours had passod in his wrath ho left Sevt, aud marchod 
towards the Indus. On the day he left Sevi ho made this song 
in answer to Gwaharim. 

I will leave man devouring Sevi! 

Curses on my infidel foes! . 

For three days shall Jim Ninda from his oven 
(Distribute bread) in honour of Babram (slain). 
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5 Steal uvt o ushmérd 

Jan-jebhavia jangiys : 
Thegh azh balgavé honend; 
Chotha cho kamAnd! boghti, 
Jukbtdo na nashant lirend, 

10 Warnfyéa du-mandtlena 

‘ Lad ms deravai na rusthant: 

Arifen phitht sar-sayta ; 
Misk ma bardtéi na mushtant : 
Whard dumbaghai mesbant : 

15 Karwilt shartb sharr joshant ! 
Shibta pha aishin yakhe nest { 
Drustdo wirthaghaa hindiyaa : 
Theghaa pharihin ziverenii 
Shartda dathaghin shimenda : 

20 Bachaki lawar lanziya ! 
Gwabarim muzhen Gandavagh : 





5 For thirty years, for ever, shall there be war 
With the men of giant size: 
Nor shall my sword be clean from blood-stains ; 
I will bend it like jointed sugarcane, 
So that through crookodness it will not go into the 
sheath, 
10 The youths wearing two turbans 
Do not rise up from their dwellings to sport : 
They dwell in the shadows of their fathers : 
They rub no musk on their moustaches : 
Their food is fat-tailed sheep : 
15 They boil strong liquor in their stills | 
There is not one bearing the marks of s ruler! 
They have all eaten their weapons: 
The broad error ane iL bae tn on 
have bled away their . 
20 Bid ada en sticks in their hands ! 
Let Gwaharim sfay in dusty Gandiva : 
YOu. 1L—62 
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Singhe ma zirih phirenths ! 
Machiya lawashta lanjaith ; 
All o Wali druh-daréo, 

25 Bag girdaghen be shonen ; 
Yakt kiléta beronea, 
High kaval! Torkinda, 
Rind baraghen borinii, 
Gwabéram azh dude hande bt ; 

30 Ne gor bf ne Gandivagh. 

Chikar ki Sevié dar khapta Sangstle Syahif degd rawda 
bitha. Sangsfla nazikbd khohe sard otak khuthe-t, shodha 
Sevt phalawa ditha-i. Dan maroshi Chikur-mfrf ném-en-t. 
Goda laditha Chikurd shamodhi, Haivtan thartho sbutha, 
nishta Linii. Rind gwastha demi: god Haivtind jang khutha 
go Rindd. Rind ki Multina Akbta, gudi Mir Chikurd gwashta, 
‘Khase et ki thart ro jang jhandd zirtth Huivtlua ” Khasi 
wald! na ditha-!, Guda Maziri Surdir Baudhéla gwashta, ‘Ma 





A stone thrown into a welll 
Machi has dronk blood ; 
Ab and Wali are traitors. 
25 The camel herds wander unclaimod ; 
The rebels’ fort is deserted, 
Reduced to earth by tyrannous Turks, 
And Rinds on high bred mares. 
Gwabarim will be driven forth from both places ; 

80 He will own neither grave nor Gandava ! 

When Chikur weut forth from Sevt he travelled by way of 
Sangsila and Syahaf. Noar Sangsila be halted on a certain 
mountain, »nj thence looked towards Sovi. Until the present 
day this mountain is called Chikur-mari (Chakur’s palace). 
Thenco Chikur marched onwards, but Haivtin left him and 
cred and settled at Linf. The Rinds passed on, and 

ivtan made war upon them. When the Rinds arrived at 
Maltéo Mir Chakur said, ‘Is there anyone who will return 
and raise the standard of war against Haivtdn ?” Bat no one 
replied. At last Bidhel, Chief of the Maziris, said, ‘I will 
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atria jang jhanda.’ Magdrt azh Talumba thartho . 
tho shutha Gorté Chaupint: Mazdrié peng de ag rhe} 
go Haivtint. e 

‘Mtr Chikar Shaihak nie bachb ath. Chikurd Bijar gwin’- 
jensintha, Shaihak di gon-daths-i, ki ‘ Barooth, Shuihaké Str 
khane, biyteth.” Gud& emar shutho bokbtaghant Haivtin 
halk mazikb’. Haivtdn hirentho hardo Bijar di Sbaihak df 
khushta-ish. Bijare mazaia rish ath. Rish buritho Bijare 
chaanst kbuthnghant-! Haivtind, Shaihik publi sibdi jatho 
sajji khuthaghant-. Gudi Haivténd watht rish elinthaghant, 
ki ‘Cho ma vi ki mata rish burant chaunri di kbanant-t,’ 

Mir Chikur &a wakbti nishtagheth Satghari. Badheld 
avzir shastéthghant phamodha, bal dithughant-i Chakurir, ki 
“Tho lasbkard biyar, Haivtin Linid nishtaghon’ GudA Chakur 
o Mtro& Iashkar khatho Akbta Multéoi Gada Badhel tht 
avzhre shastitha. Sitpura tretthaghaot , Chikurér hil datha-t 
ki Haivtina Linfa nishtaghen. Guda chikthu-ish lashkaré, 


raise the standard.’ Then the Muziris returned from ‘Tulumba, 
and passed on to Gort and Chaupin, and there they made war 
upon Haivtan, 

Mir Chakur had s son named Shoihak., Chikur called Bijat 
to him, and sent Shaibak with him saying, ‘Go and arrange @ 
marriage for Shaihak, and return. So they went, and en- 
camped near Haivtéu’s village. Haivtn attacked and defeated 
them and slew both Bijar aud Sbathak. Byar had a vory long 
beard, Laivtin cut it off and made himselt # swish (for flies) 
of it, And Shaihak’a ribs he stuck on spits and made roast 
meatof them. Then Huivtén shaved off his own beard, ‘ Lest,’ 
he said, ‘ they out off my beard also, and make a swish of at.” 

‘At that time Mir Chikur bad settled at Sutgherd. Bidher 
sent a horseman there and gavo the news to Chikur saying, 
‘Haivtin is at Lint, bring up your army. ‘Thon Chikur and 
Miro collected their army and came to Multan ‘Then Badbel 
sent another horseman. He met thom at Sitpur and told 
Chakur that Haivtdn was still at Lin, Then they led up tha. 
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mba rikhte-ish; Haivtdn jindd phadiths, based mard khushte-t, 
shahr luttha-t. Haivtin dim& ghoro rikhta. GodA Haivtin 
drikh-ditha ma gar lft, ki nim Gogar athi; hamodhd khapto 
murtha, Gwirin Sargint er-khapto shutha gay lif; Haivtin 
seghar buritho drtha-f, Chikarér ditha-!. Khopar buritho 
mazhg khashto, godi khopar nughra merhainto Chikord 
bhangav pyilo thiintha-i, Gud Bijar o Shaihak hon gipto 
thartho Akhta Chikegr Satghart. Bas Rind thartho dkhta 
Deray debi, dem’ ri” shutha. Deravd Dodat nishta, ki asul 
ash Doda Sitha-Somrai bitha-!. Dod& hil hamesh ath, ki 
Bthle RindA Adhiytr watht jinkh str ditha: shiahiy& Dodit 
biths. 

Akhtagh Doda ’sh-Angurd para, 

Sukbtaghtyé go dakhtagbex rahni: 

SAbled dast ma chotava shipte, 


army and took the place by storm. HaivtAn himeelf fied, and 
many men were killed, and they plundered the town, The 
horsemen pursued after Haivtho. The Haivtin leapt into s 
chasm, the name of which is Gogar, and there he fell and 
died. Gwarin Sargint went down into the chasm, and cut off 
Haivtin’s head and brought it and gave it to Chikur. Chikur 
cut the skull and took out the brains, and then bad the skull 
mounted in silver, and made a bhang-cup* of it. Thon, having 
avenged the blood of Bijar and Shaihak, Chakur turned again 
to Satghara. Many Rinds returned to the land of Der& (Ghizi 
Khia) and would go no further. At Derd lived the Dodate, 
who were sprung from Doda of the Siths-Somra tribe. Dodi’s 
story was this. Sable Rind gave him his daughter in marriage, 
and from him the Dodais were descended. 

Dod& came from the other side, 

All burnt up with patched rags on him: 

Sable laid his hand upon his bair 


© Bee Vol. IL, p 290. 
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Phusagh astze nighth dashta. 
Bableé dramint Modho ditha, 
Pha jan singA mar Baloch biths ; 
Daur Mudho’ gwar Dodavé ditha. 

Mir Chikur wakhtA Dodit Sardar Sohriv ath. Chikur 
tihiyér gwashte, ki ‘Aimar ki thart kbif tho go abhiy& mir.’ 
Guda Doda! go tharaghen RindA miratha. An Rind ki dema 
shutha go Chikuri bahr babr bithaghant, in Jaghdal bitha- 
ghant, iki thartho Akhtaghant Baloch bithaghant. Chikur 
gwastha demé, Dillid shutha Hamid Badshah go, anwakhta ki 
Dillt jatho gipta-ish. Gudi Mir Chakur azh Dillié thertho, 
nishta Satgharé; hamodha martha. Zidrat didaii hamodhd unt-t, 


And sew in him an excellent son. 

SAhle gave him the fuir Mudho 

And for the woman’s sake the man bocame a Baloch ; 
And with Mudho Dodi obtained wealth also. 

In Mitr Chakur’s time Sohriv was the Chief of the Dodats. 
Chakur said to him, ‘If any men come back, fight with them.’ 
So the Dodifs made war on the Rinds who returned. Those 
Iinds who went on with Mir Chikur have become divided and 
are now Jatts; but those who returned remained Baloches. 
Chakur went on to Dilli (Dehlf) with Kmg Humiyfn, when he 
marched down and took Dili, After that Mir Chikur returned 
from Dill, and settled at Satgharé, and died there. His tomb 
1s still there. 
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ISMAIL KHAN'S GRANDMOTHER, 
AS RELATED BY A BARD FROM JALANDHAR. 


[According to the bards this tradition is familiar to all the people of Shang 
and the neighbouring modern town of Maghidnt.) 

[The story yiven here bears a close relationship to that given at pp. 177-181 
of this volume, aod is evidently meant to scoount fur the care taken of 
the tomb of Aitr and BénjbA near Jhang by the grandmother of the 
present SiyAl Bits (Chief) Muhammad Isma’t! Kbit of Jhang, an act against 
the traditions of her tribe, ‘The story of Hir and RAnjhd is explained at 
P- 177 ante, and needs no farther comment here.) 

[Hakim Jan Mohammad, to whom the bards attribute the story, har been found 
to be still living. Ho says that it was Inmé'll Khfi's mother, and not 
grandmother, to whom the stranger appeared, and that this coourred shortly 
before the commencement of the British rale in the Punjtb (1849 A.D). 
He says also that he was present on the occasion aud was then 18 yeart 
of age) 

[he family of the Siyél Chiefs of Jhang,js an old and illustrious one, but it 
first comes into promnenco with the 18th Chief Walidéd Khén, who 
consolidated its fortunes He died in 1747 A D and was succcoded by his 
nophew 'Iniyatu'lish Kbfn, a man as able as himself, but vvorshadowed by 
the then rung Sikh power, He died in 1787 and was succeeded succes 
ively by hie two sons Sulthe Mabmdd Kh/n and Salub KLin They both 

to an untimely end before 1790, when then relative Kabir Khin 

0 bad marred the widow of Séinb Kbin and daughter of ‘Umar Kbin 
BiyAl, succeeded Le came of the hue of Jahn Khii whono children 
had been ousted by Ghisi Khéu, grandfather of Walidéd Kh/n, in tho ]7ub 
century. This Cluef was man of mild charactor, and in 1601 alxlioated in 
favour of bis on Abmad Khin, who was nucceoded successively by his 8k 
*{nf yet Kbfi im 1829 and the presont Muhammad Tsmé'll Kbén m 1898 
After the duys of ‘Iofyatu'llah Kbfn ibe fortunes of the family sank w * 
very low point, from which they buve been partially rocovered by the 
loyalty of Muhammad Femé'il Kh/n to the British Orown.J 

[The grandmother then of the present (‘bref was the wife of Kabir Kbfn aud 
daughter of ‘Umar Kb60, and 1s the beroie, so to speak, of this legeud ' 


TEXT. 
ShabrJhang vichhJan Muhammad Haktm bard bai nial, 
Is peshe de kéran us di izzat karen tamim!. 
Darveshon se eh raghbat rakhté, haigh sidbA edda. 
Tk riwhiat beidn kare, jo kahi si is de dada. 
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Ik musiAfir ethe Aid, dasd& nek o kar; 

Kise se bin pfichhe-gachhe pahuncha Khia de ghér. 
Somat! Khia di dadt, yaro, is wakt si jiindt, 

Dar par 4 Awaz kart, oh Af nidndt nfdndt ; 

Bold: “ Main bia bjt, Mat, haj te hun main aid; 
Tere pis snehi sunke Hir Ranjha da ldid, 
~Char wariia dé arsi gozrd main sf haj nig gid. 

Tie tiffin jo Afé dadha, jahaz sid4 phat pit, 

Aur Alldh de fazal wa karam te eh sabab ban gid: 
Ik takhtd de atte banda baithé bf rah gia. 

Do roze de, Mat. kand& takhté pahuncha, 

Bahir Ake sdas le 4, na Agi pichha soncha, 

Jande jinde mainaa, Mal, ik jhugg! nazar ai : 

Jeh de vichh babi dekbii, na dekhi kof maf. 
Khair, pichhe ik buddhi at, mamté vichh oh mit& 
Kahne ligt: ‘Jam jam Aid, karam kita, t(i data.’ 
Dfdh piliid, kbidmat kiti, puchhid sari bal. 

Chir de pichho buddha fa, mabiti di rakhwdl ; 

Oh ndn sara hal sunikar, 





Kuchh dinda main othe rabid, frim buhut si kita, 
D&db debi di kami nd, kai main aia cha pita. 

Haj dihare nere de, maiu hoid udisi : 

Ranjha mainda puchhan liga: ‘ Tabil na hof khasi ?” 
Maina kahid: ‘ LAbaulwali !* ky zikar es da, will? 
Haj te mahrim bia rahia ; eh meri bar hilt.” 

Bol : ‘Tn vi rakh tasalli, mardi vi haj bai karnd. 
Donon katthe baj kardnge, ahea kyfti hai bharnd ?” 
Panjvii othoa turke dono’ 34 pahunche Arfitan, 

Haj kit ileatthd, donon phir @ gae apno bitda. 
Chand roz de bad, jo mainfi bub-i-watan dokh dina, 
‘Yosef jebf ofa watan na bhilid, main bah kaon kamind ? 
Kbusht nl un donéa uthod mainia rakhsat karié. 
Ranjhe merd hatth pakar, chhana kandhe 1a dharia. 


ee 


* An abbreviation of ‘Id haula wa ld kiseata illd b’illah, there isno 
‘rength or power but in God ;" an expression denoting horror, 
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Chalte vele Hira eh bolt: ‘ Jhang Shabr vichh jénd: 
40 Mera eh sneha jake Kh&nta ghar pahanchind. 

Act tuhéda kf gaiwhid, sidio bhito pto ? 

Roze tubAdi barkat paist, sid! badt chhad dio. 

Har Jumerit chirdgh jaldo side rozd jike : 

Barta nidh&a nau eidhda hosan tuhAde ghar din rite,’” 


45 Buddht Mat us hajf nfia jo kuchh banié dina ; 
Chirdgh jaline us ne, yéro, zimme apne Ifa. 
Thore der na gusr&i, pat jagir milf bahatert. 
Yo roti df nifat se, yé izaat hot changert.* 


TRANSLATION. 


In the City of Jhang there is a woll known Physician 
(called) Jan Muhammed, 

‘Whom all respect for his profession, 

He cherishes religious mendicants and is a simple and 
straightforward man. 

He tells a tale that he heard from his grandfather. 


5 Once a traveller came here, who seemed an honest man ; 

Without asking (his way) of avy one he went straight 
to the Khau’s (Chicf's) house. 

At that time Saméil Khiu’s+ grandmother was alive, my 
friends. t 

He made a cry at the gate and she came and bowed 
her head. 

And he said: “I ama pilgrim, Mother, and have return- 
ed from the pilgrimage (to Makka), 





* The bard here wound up his poem with eight lines devoted to 
personal abuse of the present Chief Muhammad lam’t] Khin of Jhang, 
tly because the Chief had not treated him with the consideratwn 
e thought Sitzig on some cosesion: The lines are Seestore Rengees 
it is @ common practice for bards to vent personal spite way, 
and it is their power of doing so that has made them so powerful » 
body i Indian lie ae a 
‘That is, Ohief Muhammad Ismé't! Khia. 
¥ Addressed te the sudwenoe 
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Bringing thee s message from Hir and Ranjha. 

Four years ago I went on the pilgrimage (to Makka). 

A violent storm arose and my vessel was wrecked. 

By the grace and mercy of God I found this means 
(of escape) : 

I sat on a plank and was saved. 

In two days, Mother, the plank reached the shore. 

Icame out (of the sea) and took breath and had no 
hope (in the world). 

As I was walking along, Mother, I saw a hut: 

Tn which I saw a good-man, but saw no good-wife (with 
him). 

Bat presently an old woman came, and respectfully the 
good-wife 

Baid: ‘ Welcome, welcome, thou hast done usa kindness, 
kind sir,’ 

She gave me milk and did mo service and asked after me. 

Presently an old man came, a keeper of buffaloes, 

She told him all my story, and then sho said: 

“This is my husband Raujhi and I am poor Hir.’ 

Some days I spent thore in greut comfort. 

There was no lack of milk and curds and I had my fill. 

As the opportunity for the pilgrimage was passing away 
I became sorrowful ; 

Whereon Ranjha asked me if be lacked anything in his 
service. 

Said I: ‘God forbid! who said so, my lord? 

I have missed the pilgrimago ; this is my trouble’ 

Said he: ‘ Be at ease, [ too must make the pilgrimage. 

We two will make the pilgrimage together, so why 
heave sighs!’ 

Ou the fifth day, we went thonce and reached mount 
"Araflit.* 

Doing the pilgrimage together we two returned to our 


own country. 





© The sacred hull near MakkA. 


Sou 68 
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85 After some days I had » desire to visit my home. 
Yfsaf* did not forget his home and I am bata poor 
mortal ? 
With kind courtesy they both gave me leave to depart 
thence, 
Ranjha seized my hand and placed a cup beside me- 
And when I was going Hir said to me: ‘Go to the City 
of Shang, 
40 And carry this message for me to the house of the 
Khan,t (and say): 
‘What harm we have done you, our brethren and parents? 
Daily will your prosperity imcrease, if you will give up 
abusing us. 
Do yon light lamps every Tharsday at our shrine, 
And the twelvo riches and tho nine blessings} will bo 
yours day and and night.’’”” 


45 The old Lady§ gave the pijgrim all she could afford ; 
And took opon herself to light tho lamps, my friends. |] 
Before many days bad passed (the family) obtained » 

great feof. 
From a lack of bread they obtained groat wealth. 





* Allamon to the Biblieal (which ia alee the Musalmdn) story of 
Joseph. 

+ ic., to Kabir Khén, grandfather of Muhammad IsmA'tl Khin. 

t A Hinds notion 

§ ic, The Nawhb’s grandmother above mentioned. 

|| See line 7 above. 

§ The reference u to the great poverty of IsmA’tI Khin's family 1» 
the latter days of the Sikh rule and ite acquisition of woalth sor 
after the advent of the British. 
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THE BRACELETMAKER OF JHANG, 
AS RELATED BY A BARD FROM JALANDHAR. 

[The object of this is, like the last story, to glorify the shrine of Hir and 
Bfajbh near Jhang. The writer professes to tell the “trae tale” of Hir 
‘and RAnjhé and passes adverse criticiame on those of his predecessors, 
giving @ valuable, though by mo means a complete, list of them. It is, 
however, evident that hie version is not by any means the “true tale,” and 
there are signs of bis mixing up the story of Mir and Banjh& with the 
‘equally famous, if not more important, Siyal tale of Mirch and SthibAn}. 

TEXT. 
Qissa Mr Rinjhé Musannifa Hafiz Almad 
Mutawattan-i-Jhang. 
Allth Pak df hamd kardu, jo dhadda hai Sattar: 
Fazal karam so apne bhijid Nabi, karim mukhtar. 
Dardd bhajii phir Hazrat utte, nile Chirdu Yar. 
Al subdban pe rahmat bhajdu: berf ho je par. 


5 Hamd niyat de bid, muhibbo, matlab wal hun din. 
Hir Rinjhe da kissi kahkar, man vichh khushi maniwda. 
Makbil ne ik Hir banal, aisi zor lagiit, 

Jhhil Ranjhe m@rakh Jatt niin flim Akh dikhaia ! 
Waris Shah dt Hir jo vekhi, aisi pit phat! 
10 Hir Jatt? di sifat kari, ti jaist ho shabjil. 
Hir Rinjho da kiss, ytro, baig’ bahut mashhir, 
Pur oh de baniwan karan log rahe méziir. 
Roshan Shah no Hir bandit, ishk hajar di johré: 
Mas bett di jhagri hai, kuchh kissi nahti achherd. 
15 Asal bal hai in ki, yéro, maiit bayin hii kardé, 
Sabbi galln chhod-chhid-ke, azal mutalib pharda. 


Takht Hazdrion Ranjbi turid, Khiwon chali Hir. 
Dariya Chit te mel ho git, ban gae shakar shir. 
Ghar vicbh apne sith le ai, mf nti bolt: “ Mai, 
20 Mahtidé di charwihé le at; is vichh sbak na kit.” 
Maa bechart angunbéri Chichak nia kah ditt: 
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“ Eh nda tust bun kamAa rakh lo, muft Rabb kamm kita.” 
Chand dina de bad, sah! yfro, eh phil sA khilid. 
Hir Ranjha dé mel bhi, logo, babut achhA hai milié. 
25 Rott de parwA na rakhda, khive dfidh malida. 
Dil didi khushi minan leg#, khil gee hai didi, 
RAnjhé bhi bon chanbar hoié, Hir hot motiar. 
Bela vichh oh maujin karde, kof na rokanbér. 
Dida ne phir chughalf mari: “ Ai Chiichak df nfr, 
80 Ranjhe nda tin nafar na jined, tert dhi dé yir |” 
Maa pit bhriwsa chichidh sochié eh il&j; 
“Hor na chard kof band karlye eh da kaj. 
Kheriia vichh, jo bhit os de, unhii vichh hai Shida: 
Oh de nfl sagt karke khoe rog nid! da.” 
85 Shide nal biyAht Hir, to Ranjha hardin hoi : 
’ Balé Nith dA chelé banke mundre kan paroid. 
Sbahbti de wasile karan Kherion Hir nikali; 
Sandal Bar vichh lenda phirid, Ganji Bar vichh dali. 
Uthe hi ik sher babar chi, Rgnjhe par ghuria ; 
40 Ranjhe ne tad jin hilke, oh nda mar mukdis. 
Hir eh di mardi vekhke hor vi sidke hol. 
Dil o jan te wari jandt, kadbt kallf na hol, 
Chherwe pichhe Shida l4i KAbula mel chi hoe. 
Hakim de Darbire jikar Kher’ bahuté roe. 
45“ Shdi zi] nasi le aid; bad sakhat hai zilim. 
Sidi nar diwA de sindn, Allah kith Hakim.” 
Hikim ne insff de rf se Shide Hir dilat. 
Rinjhe nda ch kaidi kita, pairan ber pat. 
Lagt fig K&bole titi, jal gid adhd shabr. 
50 Lokin ja fariyidt hoe: “BarA kita tain kabr: 
Fekir di anrat Jatt nan ditt!; aied kahr machdia, 
Jis de kiran Adali Shabr nti khagistar karwiif |” 
Hakim ne fariyid eh sunke Shide se ran chhint! ; 
Ranjhe nfm phir kaidon chhadke Hir eh nf de dini. 
‘55 Hir Ranjhe tan khushiia karde, des apne nf turde ; 
Khere mare ranj gham de ho gae jaise murde. 
Shide ne is hasrat bi met Apne Sp gaiwhis : 
‘ Hir Hir’ hi kahda, yAro, seal des nai dbais. 
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Eh donoa jad pabunche Jhang vichh, SiyAlAa maté mathid : 
60 ‘In donod ne kul efde nfia digh babut hi laid,” 
Rénjhe nda phir kibA dakar: ‘ Takdtroa nahin chirt, 
Je ti jang le dvei watanoa nikih parhive, yard.” 
R&njhe eh bishfrat sunkar taraf Hazira chalil. 
‘Hir nimAnt dikam SiyAlia kité at dalid : 
65 Hir Jatt! to ssar zabar se jin ba Hakk ho gat, 
Ranjhe ne hatth uthiker babut bint! ki: 
“YA eh nfa TA zindA karde, yA mainda de mir! 
Tainfa sab Asin hai, Rabbi; thi kidir ghaffir.” 
Kahde hai ki kabar phat gai, RAnjbi is mei wari ; 
70 Jis tarah Hazrat Ydnis shikam machhi vichh warid. 


RozA in kA haigs, yaro, Maghiine de pis. 

Mighe de din mela honda ; dekhet 4m o khis. 

‘Tin darwise is roze de khalle hainge, yaro ; 

Kheridi wal d& band darwiza hukum hoid Darbiro! 
75 In donfia nda wall jinke, log nilzii mande. 

Jumerit nov javei utthe kat log ban ban de. 


Tk kissd hai, maii ne apne kanne sunid, yiro ; 
Tuhide age akh sundwii, khalf az inkiro. 
Ik shakhe sf, bandé Rabb di, Charigar mashhdr. 
80 Maghidne vichh rahindd ai, par 1A waldion ranjdr. 
Hor Jumerit nfi janda, roz karda bahut pukind : 
“ Allah, maindu beta died, barkat in sachiir rt 
Chir pinch Jumerit jo us ne Sn binti kt, 
Hatif ghaib ne do larkon di: ch bishfrat di. 
85 Chhote di nai Al! Mubammad, bade da Ranjho 
rakben. 
Alim Ami dono’ honge, raushan! karenge akhed.” 
Fazal karm se Allah KAdir dono’ putr hoe. 
Alim fazil Metnf so, satthi pant dhoe. 
Bar& bhif to mar chuké bai, chhotd hai maujéd. 
90 Alim dmil pAid us nf, kbalak rakbe mahmd, 
Buddb& haigh nawwe sild ; chehré babuté chamke 
Allih df ibidat kiran, jaisi kundan chamke ! 
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TRANSLATION. 
The Story of Hir and Ranjhd by Hafiz Ahmad of Thang. 

I praise the Holy God, the great Forgiver, 

That of His mercy and compassion sent His Prophet, His 
gracious agent. 

Next I salute the Prophet and the Four Friends.* 

I pray for peace upon all his descendants; may they 
obtain salvation. 


5 After praise and salutation, my friends,t I come to my 
story: 
By reciting the tale of Htr and Ranjhi I shall be happy 
in my mind. 
Makbil wrote a (story of) Hir of such a violent kind, 
That he turned that ignorant and boorish Jatt Ranjha 
into a learned man ! 
When I saw Waris Shih’s Hir, such a muddle I found 
it! 
10 He praised Hir so that he made the Jatt! Hir} into 
® princess. 
The story of Hir and Ranjha is well known, my friends, 
Yet people have been unable to write it. 
Roshan Shih has made a (song of) Hir, full of love : 
Bat it is a» (mere) quarrel botwoon mother and daughter 
and no proper tale. 
15 Their true story is as I tell it, my friends, 
Leaving ont all the embellishments and sticking to the 
real facts.§ 





© The ‘ Four Friends’ of Muhammad are ‘Ali, “Ab Bakar, Usman, 
and "Umar. 


enumerates 
of Hir and RAnjhé. That of Waris Shah, (00 page, 187, ante), 


I told Min gentleman of standing, is considered 
Le Pecjatl Sorte extant’; of to use bis words ‘0 03¢— 
not even a —can say he understands Panjébl until he has reed 
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Ranjhé left Takht Hasiri and Hir came from Khiwi.* 
They me on Chinib’s banks and mingled as sugar and 
milk. 
Bhe took him to her house and said to her mother: 
,. . “Mother, 
20 It is (only) a buffalo-herd that I have brought: have 
+ 20 doubt of this.” 
Her wrotched sinning mother said to Chichak:+ 
“Take this man as thy servant, God hath done our 
work (for us) for nothing.” . 
Bier ee Ee DY eed friends, he blossomed as a 
lower. 
The meeting of Hir and Rinjhi, friends, was a happy 
meeting. 
25 He gave ap bread and took to milk and sweets, 
His eyes were gladdened with the gladness of his heart, 
RAnjhf now became lusty and Hir a ripe maiden. 
They enjoyed cach other in the wilds and there was 
none to stay them. 
Then Diddt told tales (and said): ‘O wife of Chiichak, 
30 Don’t think that Ranjha is servant, he is thy daughter’s 
lover |” 
Then mother and father and uncle thought of a remedy 
(and said) : 
“There is no other means of stopping this businoss. 
Among the Kheris,§ her brethren, there is one Shida ; 
Betroth tho girl to him and her pain will go.” 
35 Hir was married to Shidd and Rinjhi became troubled, 
And becoming a follower of Bali Nith he put rings 
into his ears | 
. jha’s is it jrinwalé district. Khiw& 
near Te sehr, Ranh oe thor Sigal lo of Mirch and Shubin 
and 1s here introduced E ereves 
Fee eer athe Lard, but sce p. 17 ante 
i ‘The Kherla are a section of the Siyile at Rangpr nthe Muzaffar- 
Mi rhe beoame a Kanphayth Jog! and a follower of Gorakh Nath 
See ante, p. 485f2. 
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With the help of Shahti* he took Hir away from the 


Kheris, 

And wandering across the Sandal Bart he put her into 
the Ganja Bar.t 

There a tiger growled savagely at Ranjha, 

And Ranjha keeping his presence of mind slew him. 

Hir, seeing his prowess, became all the more enamoured 
of him. 

She loved him heart and soul and could never be sepa- 
rated from him. 

Shida followed up the ranaway and overtook him at 
Kabuli.§ 

The Kheri (Shida) went and wept in the Court of tho 
Ralers (of KabulA, saying) : 

“ He hath come (here) with my wife, the great oppressor. 

Give me back my wife, for God hath made thee a Ruler.” 

The Ruler did him justice and gave back Hir to Shida, 

Ranjha he made a prisoner f put fetters on his feet. 

Kabuld caught fire and half the city was burnt. 

The people went (to the Ruler) and complained (say- 
ing) : ‘Thou hast committed a great injustice, 

In giving the fagir’s wife to the Jatt ; || and hast com- 
mitted such injustice, 

That the City of Adalfq is in flames!” 

When the Ruler heard this complaint he took the woman 
from Shida, 

And releasing RAnjbé from prison he gave him Hir. 

Then Hir and RanjhA with gladness went to theirhome. 

But the Kher& (Shid4) in his grief and misery became 


as & corpse. 





appears to be meant for eae Se ee nif 


“ec was however a Siyal. 


district, but may mean Kot Addd in the 
next story, passym. 
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Shidi was (like anto) dying of his grief, ‘ 
And calling out ‘ Hir Hir,’ my friends, he returned to 
his home. 


‘When the pair reached Jhang tho Siyfls made » plan, 
(saying): 
60 .‘‘ These two have put a great stain on our family.” 
So they went again to Rinjhi and said: “ There is 
no remedy against Fate, 
And if thou wilt bring a procession from thy house we 
will perform a marriage, friend.” 
When Ranjha hoard this good news he went to (Takht) 
Hasdra.* 
And the fiyils (as it were) ground the wretched Hir 
" to flour : e 
65 And Hir the Jatttt from poison gave ber life to God. 
Ranjha lifting up his band, prayed much (to God and 
said) : 
“ Bither do Thou bring her to life, or slay me ! 
All things aro easy to thee, O God, mighty and 
merciful.” 
It is said that tho grave (of Hir) opened and Ranjha 
wont in,t 
70 As Yanis entored into tho whale’s belly § 


Their shrine is near Maghifni, my frionds. ° 

The fair (in its honour) takes placo in February ; high 
and low attond it. 

Thore are three doors to the shrine which are open, my 
frionds ; my 

But the fonrth towards tho Kheris|j is shut by the order 
of the Court (of God)! 


* His home in the GujrénwilA district. 
{ Bee above, ine 10. 
5 This ia Same ey of Jonah in the whale's belly, common to 
Christiana, Jews, and MusalmAns. 
|| Compare p. 178 ante. 
You, 66 
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Holding these two as saints the people make vows to 
them. 


The people of many forests go there on Thursdays. 


A tale have I heard with my own ears, my friends, 

Which I tell to you, as it is not to be gainsaid. 

There was 8 man, a servant of God, known as a Maker 
of Bracelets. 

He dwelt in sorrow in Maghidni,as he had no offspring. 

Every Thursday ho went to the shrine and cried aloud : 

“O God, grant me a son, by the blessing of these 
holy ones P” 

Four or five Thursdays he had prayed thus, 

When the invisible angel (within) gave him happy 
news of two sons (to be born to him and said) ; 

“ Call the younger ’Ali Muhammad and the elder Ranjha. 

They will be pure and holy and the light of thine eyes.” 

By the grace and mercy def Almighty God two sons 
were born. 

Excoeding pure and holy, washed seven times with the 
water (of grace). 

The elder brother is dead, but the younger is still alive.* 

Pure and holy they find him and so the people praise 
him. 

Ho is an old man of ninety years with a bright face, 


r) 
By the grace of God, as gold doth shine ! 








aon 2 wea is still Hving in MaghiAnd and has erected a 


great reputation for learning and holiness. 
ra Haus 2 ig, eminem and holmes He the 


Fafiet ‘Jamal, 
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THE MARRIAGE OF HIR AND RANJHA, 
AS RELATED BY SOME JATTS FROM THE PATIALA STATE. 


[This song relates only half the story of Htr and Rinjbt, carrying us to the 
point where BAnjhd gets possession of Hir, and omitting the latter half 
relating to the murder of Hir, though this is the most important part 
of it, and is the portion which has given it each fame. 

{There is nothing to add to the notes already given at pago 177 of this volume 
to generally explain this story. The object throughout is to give a facti- 
tious value to Banjhd by making him out to be a wonder-working fagtr 
of the type of the greater saints, and rendering the record of his doings 

‘balons as possible. The existonco of a shrine to Hir and Ranjhé at 
Thang probably accounts for this.) 

"The story boing well known to tho audienes the allusions in it are obscaro, 
‘and the dialogues most abruptly introduced ; which last characteristic has 
made it—without reference to the rough dialeot in which it is composed—a 
difficult one to render without a guide.) 


TEXT. 
Rig Mir Ranjha. 


Abbal Nadi Allah di lend: dj dos Mabammed Miria: 
Tijd nada mat pitd da lend, unbii di chungi didh 





sariria : 
Chauthé n&ta an pint da lend, jis khivo man banhe 
dhiraa : 
TRANSLATION. 


The Song of Hir and Ranjha. 
Firstly, I take the name of God; secondly, of tho Great, 
Muhammad, the friend (of God): 
Thirdly, I take the namo of fathor and mother, on 
whose milk my body throve: 
Fourthly, I tako the name of bread and water, from 
eating which my heart is gleddened : 
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Panjman néin Dharti MAti dé lend, jis par kadam takt- 
man: 


5 Chhowhi niti Khwaja Pir aA lent, jhnl pillve thande 
nfirin : 
Satwéa nif Gard Gorakh di lend, patal piije bhojan 
khiraa : 
Athwia nian Laléiwille da Jeni, bande band&a de tore 
tabaq janjiria. 
Ghar Mauj de Ranjha jamid; ghar Chtchak jam! Htrii. 
Ral mil pagambari maté matai, shi jor Panjii Pirin, 
10 Panj Pir; ohhowia Miya Ranjha; satwha Hazrat Miyin 
Mirda. 


Fifthly, I take the name of Mother Earth, on whom 

I place my feet : 
5 Sixthly,I take the name of Khw?ji(Khizar), the Suint,* 

that gives me cold wMer to drink : 

Soventhly, I tako the uame of Gurd Gorakb (Nith), 
whom I worship with a plattor of milk and rice. 

Eighthly, I take the name of Laliuwili,t that break: tl 
the bonds and the chains of the cuptives.t 


Ranjha was born in Mauji’s house and Hifr in Chiichah’s 
The prophets took counsel together and the Pan Pir} 
were rejoiced. 
10 There are the Five (great) Saints ; the sixth ie Miya: 
Ranjha ; the seventh is the Holy Miyfiu Mrr.|| 





® Bee ante, passim. +A title of Bakh! Sarwur. 
3 The extraordinary wistare of Hindd and Musalmén belief in the 
above verses is ic of the poem, and is kept up throughout it 


Bee ante, Vol. IL, p 373. 
J Bhekh Muhammad, better known by his titles of Bh&h Mtr and 
iyan Mir, flourished fe a saint at Labor between 1550 and 1695 1.0, 


‘His fame princi the fact of one of ‘Mol 
Shaka, having been the spiritoal adviser. of Ach Bi able son 
of the Emperor Shih Jah&in (flourished 1615-1670). ‘Mir hes 


ven the name to the now well-known Military Oantonment neo 
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Ranjb jame, te sidt ho gat serse sab parwart. 
Pharke chhanda, bhajt phert, khul gat rasat bazarf- 
Kam kar Maule kujh nabta likhif : maht nfl bibdrf. 


,Dbur Kashmiroa Mugalete 4 gae, A gac ba ri Khudie, 
15 Nan hath dé gatthd tre hath chhubbi Miyla Rinjhe 
jimf* khichdi. 
Hornda na jimin nalniaa Aida, Ranjhe nin dab te kihi. 
Kahe: “ Khudrt, ditt, ramba ditte, Nikkd, Lohir de sft; 
Din charhde nfii meri khurp’ ghar de, tert mibinat 
rakhdé nifa.”” 
Kehoe: “ Bagiwhi, bit? mirda, jimta bantwin nidti,” 
20 “Chol, mand, chal kartye, phakiri sida rahap, malokdn 
da nihiu.” 


Rinjhi was born and all the houschold rejoiced. 

Taking the caps the presents were made with the 
market-fall of food 

God wrote no labour (in lis fate): he was to be happy 
with (tending) buffaloes. 


The Mughals came from far Kashwnir by tho order of 
God. 
15 Loud was given to Miyin Rinjhi, ume links and three 
chains. 
Others got good land, Ranjha got tares and weeds. 
Said (Ranjha): “O Nikka, thou cliof of Blacksmths, 
make me au uxe, o sicklo and a hoe. 
Let me have the hoe by daybreak and there will be no 
delay about thy wages.” 
Said he, ‘I will ply (the hoe), clear the weods and 
make tho land arablo.” 
“Come, my heart, I will go and be- 
am not happy here.” 
ee ee 






© For samin 
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Baithe Rinjhe nf garm! ho gat, Lalt bhabt holi mirt, 
Takht Hazdri Ranjha turid, pabilf rit kakht. 
Ghar tia kbdnde didh malaids, tuk nf lajde beh. 
Dharke sonde lef sirknta, 4j bash aid bich keb. 

25 Dade Rabb kol ujar nf kot, Lekh likbat eh ! 


Adhf rit Piria di belé. “ Tin kere bakht* da rahi? 
Lambt débrf, khundida monch&a, baghal heth bichhit. 
Bhalf chihe ithon Asan chak le, dhaulAi kbike na jain.” 
“Taina, Kajt,” bolid Ranjha, “ Sacht Akh sunff, 

30 Dharmsdli mastiia, Kajid, banida dharm da banda ; 
Ae eidb nf rahan nf deve, kiphiri be-iminda. 


As Ravjhi sat (at his work in the field) he became hot, 
and Lalf, his brother’s wife, laughed at him. 

Ranjha left Takht Hozird, and the first night he found 
trying. 

At home he had cream and milk, now ho could not 
oven get stale leavings. 

Tc had had a bed and pillows to sleop on, now he dwelt 
on the sand, 

He could make no complaint to the Great God, for Fate 
had written it so! 


rey 


It was midnight at the time for the Saints.t “ Why 
art travelling at this hour of the night ?t 
Long thy beard and long thy moustaches aud thy 
bedding under thy arm. 
If thou seek thy good go hence, or bo pushed ont.” 
“O Qizi,” said Ranjha, “I tell thee trath. 
30 lans and mosques, O Qizt, are built for roligious use . 
And thou wouldst turn away a saint, thou infidel and 
without faith ! 
. i. . sbove, li: . 
f Felt comvereation boletes Sitios Os sees ce Shue wey 
from Takht Hazfra. 
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Rakhta roje, parhta namAjia, tangda elaf Kurtnt ; 
Ae sadh nia rahan na deve, kaphird be-fmania ! 
barr aoe maifi babal di chhadil; min chhadt sab 
35 Sukh vasse eh nagar, kebri rain phakiria nda biti!” 
Gabrita ne tukre dude, thand! lassi ptt! : 
# Jug jug jf, tusta gabra, ithe rain phakiria nia bitt |” 


“ Bajje jandid, khabbe ho ja, sajje pair na pita : 
Ithe kubbhe bhainke chhor* mahi da, sajje pain balita. 
40 Ape khattdn, dpe karoiwia, ghar t0i bahcke khifi. 
RattA palang, saped nihili, shank de nil bandain.” 





Thou keepest fasts and sayest prayers and knowest the 
words of the Qurin ; 

And thou wouldst turn away a saint, thou infidel and 
without faith ! 

I have left Takht Haziri of my fathers; I havo left 
my mother and all my customs: 

35 May the city prosper where stayed the fagir for the 

night !”” 

The youths brought him bread and cold butter-milk : 

(Sad he): “Live for ever, yo youths, with whom the 
Sugir stayed for the night !” 


“O thou wanderer to the right,t go to the left, put not 
thy feet towards tho right . 

For hither to the loft the lions roar and to the right are 
horrors. ; 

T live upon my own earnings, do thou come in and eat 
with me. 

My red bed and my whito bedding do I gladly share 
with thee.” 


10 








athe eee *Piren Bhagat; for which see ante, 
Vol Ti,,'p S608 Ske is cnly introduoed here as well-known personage. 
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“Takht Haetri maii babal d& chhadia, bir chhade 
kukainde. 
Kist aghete, kist pichhete, bikhat sire nfa painde.” 
“Tk gall Akbaa, akh sunkwia, sach df kh sundf. 
45 Dhiti merthi dhdndta bhatss, putr karan kamal. 
Do dhita ghar koir putra, dobia nA) biyth karita. 
Tainfia kasam Kurfn de, mer! jori bhang na pili.” 
4Tk gall Alba, Akh soniwaa, sach di Akh sunti. 
Puttéa teria se khih na liwiwin, tobi patdonin nfii. 
50 Bhali chiluns, pichhi néi mur ja, dhanla khéke na jati, 
Eh to Ranjha Jhang Siytl néa jatng’, tere rakhan di 
pati? 
“Jal bichh Lanii, main thal bichh Lands, maii Landi 
tala sire: 
Jithe Lanta mai pair dbard!, dhart! mardi bhire. 
Aj df rain stde kat jt, nagari bas jd sarf. 


“T have left Takht Haziri of my fathers, and have left 
my weeping brethren. 
Sooner or Juter troubles fall npon us all.” 
“One thing I say to thee and I tell thee truth. 
45 My sons are ing well and my daughters take theu: 
their food tothe fields. 
I have two virgin daughters in tho house and I will 
marry them both to thee. 
T adjure thee by tho Qurin not to spoil this match.” 
“One thing I say to theo and I tell theo trath. 
Thy sons shall dig me nor wells nor ponds. 
50 -If thou seck thy good go back, or I will push thee away. 
I am Rinjhd and am going to Jhang Siyfl and thou 
shalt not stay me.” 
“(On water I am Lani, on land I am Lins, J am 
Lonfa the hanghty : 
Where I Linda place my feet the earth trembles. 
Spend the night with me that the city may prosper. 
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$5 Tere khitir maid ithe gat, kadb! mandiron nikaltt nit,” 
“Tc gall Akchda, akh sundwia, sach di akh sunit. 
Saw& man kache mait dode, pind bhang dA ork nihi, 
Sawé ser fahim* di, ikko mwa dird di pindaé sarhAf. 


»Burt mabt da dadh main pind, chart khinda ght khand- 
+ will? 


60 * Gadita-wilio, lad lo gad!, tdi-wilio bhat: 
Daeg wits tund shantb de mere pe jéo dhaular dt 
fa. 
Tk lakkh lage, tid main do lakkh de dedi; mihinat 
kis? di rakhdi nabta. 
Nagart meri Ranjha 4 gid, 4 gid pra eta,” 
“'Cakbt Hasdrioi maii, Ranjhi, tur pid, Maujd Jatt d& 


55 For thy sake have I come here, that never (before) left 
my palace.” 
“Ono thing I say to theo and I tell thee truth. 
1 tako a man and a quarter of poppy juice (daily) and 
drink an ondless quantity of Lhang.t 
1 take s ser and a quarter of opiumt and » whole cup 
of wine at a draught. 
I drink the milk of brown buffuloos (only) and eat 
cakes of sugar and butter.”’§ 
60 “O carters and camel-drivers, teke up your loads: 
O porters, take cups of wine to my palace. — 
If your wages be one lakh (of rupees) 1 will pay two 
lakhs : I will keep nothing back. A 
Ranjhi hath come to my city : a holy saint hath come. 
“J, Rinjhé, am como from Takht Haziri, the son of 
Mauja the Jatt. 


e ; 

wt Be Vol oe pee 200. A man and s quarter would be over * 

undredweight ; of course a fabulous amount ie pace 
fey ft to last a confirmed opium-eater six rues. 

4 ii SATB smog to leet that he would bo a very expensive guest 
YOR, 11.—65 
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65 Jed maii Ranjhé, panjki beras dé hoid magar manjhi 
de laid. 
Barin baras manjhéa chirita, sir bape de rij kamiiA, 
Mar gae pitA, thn pai gee kajte, bhitén dagh kamAid, 
Main ton, Ranjhé, Jhang Siydle nf jaoga, nahta hatdé 
tera hathia. 
Pichhe rant bahtti chhadiii, Lalt nda bahut pitra,” 
70 “Marta dingha, ghattia ast, torat uth dedi phat, 
Ik lakkb mangia, mai do likkh ldif; mibinat kist di 
rakht nita, 
Nal sukhan de jhit& ktté, umar efrt chhaddi nita. 
Tore khatir main ithe & gai, mabildd babir nikeld! Afi.” 
“ Bhajjan dings, titan rasst; phaktr nahfa phat charh- 
adi.” 





65 When I, Ranjha, was five yoars old I was put to mind 
buffaloes. 
Tending the buffaloes for twelve years, I live upon my 
father like a king. 
When my father died I fell into trouble and my brethren 
cheated me, 
I, Ranjha, will go to Jhang Siyal and will not be stayed 
by thee. - 
T have left many'Women behind me and LAl!* loved me 
much,” 
70 “T will beat thee, I will bind thee, I will hang thee up 
at once. 
They asked one lékh (of rupees) and I gave them two 
lakha ; the labour of none (of them) was unpaid for. 
Thou hast gone back on thy word and all thy life I will 
not let thee go. 
For thy sake did I come here, that never (before) left 
n 


my palace. 
“Thy sticks will break and thy ropes will snap; thou 
canst not hang the fagir.” 
‘© Bee above, line 21, 
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75 «Hist babtine met tatthd ith; thi lad le at, yért.” 
“ Bhajji phirdt bichh masintda, ultf jhagre baudt. 
Pichhhi murke, vekh le ; tert dhaular jaldt jandt !” 


é Tk gall Akbda, dkh sundwia, each df kh sunit. 

Pirdd bhijid, chalke & gia, A gid tere tata. 
80 Panj ser didh df lor ban gat, maifi wifar mangdd na.” 

“Panj ser didh bhet Pirda de dent, dvii gawhnd 

nabii.” 

Aggiod Ranjha bolda: “ Tainfa dich suntt : 

Bakrihé teria pai jd pethd, bher nf rah je kal. 

Bichh b&rin de mar jin lele, ghar mar jt buddht mit. 
85 Ran mar jae, tid rand ho jie, nigar-sigari de |” 






75 ‘It was in laughter and fan that I upbraided thee ; so 
load up thy bags, my friend.” 
“Thou art like a mad-woman wandering in the burning- 
grounds and quarrelling foolishly. 
Turn thy hoad and see: thy palace is on fire!” 


“ One thing I say to thee and I tell thee truth.* 
‘The Saints have sent me and I have come to thee. 
80 1 want five serst of milk and uothing more.” 
“1 have to offer the five scrs to the Saints and have 
no more to waste.” 
Then said Ranjha: “I tell thee: 
Thy goats shall die and nono of thy sheep shall escape. 
Thy lambs shall die in the fields, and thy old mother 
at home. r 
85 Thy wife shall die and thou shalt be a widower and 
shalt be ruined !” 





way to Jhang. z 
¥ In Indi iiquide are meamured by weight: ser in about » quart. 
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Panj Pir, chhewin Rhnjbt, kallar goshat laf : 
Kalt kambal mohgth-wilt Piri het bichhat. 
Baheke RanjhA banjalt bejiwanda, Darge kik sunif. 
Ap Indar ne sun If banjal!, bhdrt mabt arson At. 
90 Sabr sabiri de, bare ghat Ite, bhfri pasmen Af. 
Pahili dhér R&njhe me Dharti Mité nia de, Ife dij 
Ichast pif. 
Bhar bhar chipiéi dindA Pirin nds, Pir pt pf din dodin: 
“Jini, Ranjha, tainfn Hir bakhshi Mekke Madine 
thin.” 
Takht Hazér& Rinjbé turid, hoke tarié nit Sné : 
95 “Na kot fn sid mere, ni kot shabr thikind !” 


The Five Saints and the sixth Ranjha took counsel 
(together) in the wildg : 
And beneath the Saints Yes spread a black blanket 
full of holes. 
Ranjha sat and played on the flute and the sound of it 
reached te the Court (of God). 
Indra heard the flute and sent a brown buffalo frow 
heaven. 
90 He had patiew™® and took a large pitcher and the 
buffalo gave milk * 
The first spirt Rinjha gave to Mother Earth, and the 
second went into his cup. 
He filled enps and gave to the Saints and the Smnts 
drank and gave their blessings, (saying) : 
“Go, Banjh&, Hir hath been given thee from Mabké 
and Madin&.”’+ 
Ranjha left Takht Haziré in low spirits ; 
95 (And said): “I have no friends now, nor do I know of 
any (friendly) town !” 
prods eae TS aS RD a eS eee 


©@ Which he bad failed to from the householder. 
+ in, by the Prophet Mokoaund: 
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ae nia a gat; lard’ deng nidind: 

“ adie de bere Lndand, main 
mate en 
“ Adht rit, Pirda d& vel: ta kere bakht da raht? 

° Eh da halkt kalt bagdt, Iendf ddr himAta : 
100; Gausin kutbin di akel gaiwindi, tert tikes laghan df 
ita. 
Hatke jby mundA lamba pai ja, sawere lakhke ita.” 
Chhattts bije sur jad kite, bichh birdn di bijA bajdid : 
Biche turida, biche bharkia, biche nich kerhia, 
Biche uthe bolan kokra, biche mor bulfié: 
105‘ Ba rt Khudie de bere dho de, Ludand; koi gaush kutb 
charh Ais.” 
“ Gaush kutb d& veld eh nahti, chor uchakke phirde. 





Night overtook Ranjha at the ferry* and the sting of 
sorrow entered him : (said he) : 
« For God’s sake, O (ferryman) Ludan, give me a boat, 
for I have to go to Jhung Siyil.” 
“Tt is midnight aud the hour for the Saints :+ why art 
travelling at such an hour ? 
This river runneth violently and runneth afar : 
100 It frighteneth holy mon and saints and thou shalt never 
cross it (now). 
Better stay now and lie down under a bush, and cross 
in the morning.” 
(Ranjha) played the 86 tunest and played in the wilds: 
On pipes and thon on drums and then he made the 
(creatares) dance. 
And then the cock crowed and the peacock screamed : 
105 * For God’s sake, Ludan, givo him a boat; he is some 
holy man or saint.” 4 
(Said Ludan): “This is no time for srints and holy 
men, but for thieves and pick-pockets to roam. 


Orme ind. he i fairly started on his road. 
+ Soe abot ae 86 em oe Vol. 1, p. 176. 
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Biche machh, biche murgbita, biche niké ghiirde : 

Gaush kutb je honda Makke dA, inhon bere painde dhur 
de. 

Inh&a jihida marorewile maii bihle dekhe tharde.” 
110 Sube sar fajar da Lelé: “Ta kidhatoa & gid natthir? 
Hatth vichh kupdht, mundhe bhora, sir balié dupattha. 
Hornfai nadiii babhan changerf, Chindal di Lahan 
ubattha: 

Kachita kanddi nf gtrat kardi, pakkith deke sitat 
dhakka. 

Machh kachbA oak hai nahti, bich sansir da chhatta. 

115 Tere khitir ber! dho lie; kyaa dubtd, gafilid Jutta ?” 

“ Ghar mi-pida de 1A; ladkida, sido palle Ludan paid! 
4 Ghar mfrakh de bis4 ho gi, ro ro janam ganwiin. 


Large fish and water-fowl pnd crocodiles roam (the 
river) : 
If he were saint or holy man of Makka* he would find 
a boat for himself. 
I have seen many a vain fellow like him.” 
110 It was tho hour of early morn; (said Ludan): “ Whence 
art come alo’ 
A steff is in thy hand, a blanket over thy shoulder, and 
a kerchief on thy head. 
Other rivers flow gently, but the Chindalt boils along, 
Sweeping away the mud walls and throwing down the 
brick ones. 
There are endless fish and tortoises in the world. 
115 Ihave a boat ready for thee; but why drown, O heed- 
less Jatt ?”” 
(Said Ranjha): “I that have been loved and petted at 
home have (now) Ludan for my lord ! 
I am dwelling in the house of « fool and am throwing 
away my life in tears. 


© ig. a real one. + The Ohindb. 
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Mé-pida mera de kus bas nahi, nid Béhmanta degh 
kaméid. 
Khund ja bere, phat ja chappé! Santa Khwajé vichhoa 
Ie pia” 
120 “ Bhaji bhajé maid, Lnodan, & gia, a gid uncht keri, 
Kahe : kist de chhariia mngén? Kahe; magre lag gta 
m hert ? 
Gunnt marke achht le j&, achhal dhert tert. 
Ik lo ja, ik chhad ja, dhakke de rahande Ludan de 
dere.” 
“ Bhajé bhaja A gid, Ludanda, & gif unchi kerta. 
125 Na kisi chharidd m@ogti: nf magre lag gid hori. 
Je tii putr mallih di, Ludanda, bhajke phar le berf. 
Dovii rahan mubérik tainfa, ehndaé se jin chhuré le mort. 


It was no fault of my parents, but the barbers and 
Brahmans deceived mo.* 
May thy boat sink and thy oars break ! I have found 
a ruby from KhwAja (Khizar)."+ 
120 “TI, Ludan, have como quickly, have come to the lofty 
bank. 
Say: bast stolen any one’s cattle? Say: is any one 
pursuing thee closely ? 
Make thy choice (of the boats) and take the good one 
according to thy desire. 
Take one and leave one, that Ludan’s house may not be 
ruined.” 
“ Quickly hast thou come, O Ludan, hast come to the 
lofty bank. E 
125 Neithor have I stolen any one’s cattle, nor is any one 
close behind me. 3 
If thon be a (true) boatman’s son, Ludan, quickly get 
the boat. 
Mayest thou be happy in both (worlds), that savest my 
life in this one. 
» into hopes of a wife in Hir. + i.e. out of the river. 
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Ratté palang, saped nibdlt ;—kis umr& dt bert t 

Zarré ik Ludanka, maint so Jain de, rah jd jan sukhalt 
mert.” 

Beddi deke Ranjha so gi, banke dharam de bhit. 

“‘Unche dhaular Siy&lén-wilie kolit Mand! khert:+ 

Ratté palang, saped nibAlt, Hir SiyAl d? bert. 

Dhi Chichak di, bahin Pathin df, ran phirdt ishk dt 
ghert. 

Chhej utte panchhf langh ja, Jatt! jin gaiiwA de mert |” 

Deke badd! RAnjhé so gia, Ludan niin bhang piyé Ii, 


Sutt! pat nfa supnd 4 gid, kinne pAndt ne chhej lntive. 
« Akh&a sach!, akch sanfid, eh gall ni mere man bhive. 


The bed is red, the bedding white ;—what uoble’s boat 
is this ? 

Let me rest a moment hers O Ludan, that I may be 
at ease.” 

Ranyhi gave him a bribe, and, becoming his sworn 
brother, went to sleep (on the bed). 

(Said Ludan): ‘ There is a lofty palace of the Siyal’s 
near the Kheri’s* Quarter. 

The red bed an@Jthe white bedding and the boat are 
Hir’s, the Siyil (Indy). 

Daughter (she) of Chachak, sister of Pathin, a very 
maiden of love. . 

If a bird fly over her bed (Hir) the Jatt woman will take 
away my life!” 

Bat Ranjha gave a bribe and went to sleep, and made 
Ludan dronken with bhang. 


As (Hir) lay asleep she had » dream that some one 
had ruined (lain down on) her bed (in the boat). 
(Said she): “I tell thee tratb, I tell thee that this will 


not leave my mind. 
© A division of the Biyll Tribe, 
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Ratta maindé supné & gia, kalé nag darive.” 
Akhe téi: “Maindi RAnjbA milii; nahti, tii kaber 
chatict, 
140 Lamrts petet das de, Tulsii, jo tert patri bich likhid 
= ive.’ 
“ Patri kholta, khol sumiwia, sach di Akh sundwin : 
* Chhejf tert sah tert son gid; jbath kadbt nn ldwi.” 
Ral mil saifii mattA matéid, Phatt{ tali charhdi. 
“ Son Birin de ; kasam Kurin de; jhith boldf niin. 
145 Chhejf tert ssh ter’ so gid; main sach di Akh sundf. 
Tan ae phar lo Ludan maltth nia; waddt leke, chhej 
Jotat? 
Dil dariyd samunderoa ding: kaun dilia di jane? 





Thad a dream in tho night ; a black snake* came and 
frightened me.” 
Then said she: “I mast mect Rinjha, or I shall go 
into the grave. 
440 Open thy books, O Tulsi,t and see what is written 
in thy books” 
«I open my books ani I tell thee truth: 
Thy lovor hath slept on thy bed; I will tell thee no 
lies.”” 
Tho maids met together and consulted, and sent Fattit 
up a treo. 
(Said she): “J swear by the Sunts ;§ 1 swear by the 
Quran; I tell no lies. 
145 Thy lover hath slept on thy bed ; I tell theo truth. 
Go and seize thou Ludan the boatman, that hath taken 
a bribe aud destroyed (the honour of) thy bed.” 
Tho heart is deeper than soas aud rivers: who knoweth 





the heart? 
> a ea es = 
é these Mubammadans! It 1s not uncommon 
cede family Battmnee Ciomedan tribes to consult Brfknoans in this 
{ One of themselves, § See Vol. IL, p. 377. 
vou. u—06. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


$22 LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Biche bert, biche chapp, biche banjh muhne! 
Chandba Tabak bande bich bas gac, tambt wingo tine! 
150 Jo kof thith dilai di bujhe, har dam khushiin mine! 


“Nange pinde chothi miriai, mert hundi nain uimint, 
Jibtia chot&a tan mere MiAd, tere ik lage thi jine ! 
lat, lamian, chhail jawinii, son gae chhej cham- 


Rete hi, “tha jig pio, chagalia phal chameli.” 
155 Ait Sdwan, Hir de dil parchiwan, pannt chhadida stkhia. 
Kannfi mandd balohe sondhe, jholf ant! haktkan, 
“Kt ho gid jhet mam cbhej so gita? Kt lag gat Itj 
sartkta ? 


It hath boats and vars and Loatmen within it ! 
Tho Fourtoon Quartors* (ef the World) are in it, atrotch-! 
ed hke a canopy ! 
150 Who knoweth the dictates Of the heart will bo happy 
every moment ! 


“ Thou strikest a nakodt body and my cyes aro weary 
If ono such blow as thou givest me wero to reach theo 
thou wouldst undorstand ! 
O wicked, tall af handsomo youth, thou hast loin on a 
jasmine bed. 
As thou hast lain, awake now and pluck the jasmino 
flower.” 
155 Siwan had come and Hir’s heart inclined (to love) and 
the herbs began to spring.t 
Beautifal were tho rings in her ears and bracelots on hor 
arms. 
(Said Ranjha) : “‘ What if I lay on thy bed awhile ? Dost 
fear shame from thy family ¢ 
luhammadan notion. 
phe’ a aesennoiees toy this conversation is between Hir and 
t re, to Nor- 
an month of July-August and the season of love 
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Tert otdt mandéa df yirf, dastan eandia Itkin.” 
Shang Siyale 4rf pakke, bight mitthiia dikhin, 
160 Hir kehindt: “Ranjha, tfii sach akh: kt sik lagdiin 


“‘Jadon, RAnjht, mai ghar Indar de sigi, tii pitar 
o banke At. vs 
~Jadoa maii, RAnjht, Niminand ben gia, tia maii 
Gorkhéa parnAi. 
acer rae R&njhi, Redho Kishn sigi, ta Brikhbhaa 
Phir tn, Ranjha, maii Takht Hazira jamia, tt Chichak 
Mihar af jai.” 


Like tho lines ou the palm (of tho hands) thou and I 
have been lovers from the beginning.” 

Tho peachos were ripe in Jhang Siyil and the swoot 
grapes in the gardens. 

160 Said Mir: “ Rinjhd, tell me truly: what is the relation- 

ship between us?” 

(Said he) :“ When I, Rinjba, was in the house of Indar, 
thou wast a maiden thero. 

When I, Rinjha, was Niminand,* thou wast my wife 
Gorkhiu 

Whon I, Ranjha, was Ridbi Kishu,t thou wast Brikh- 
bii’s daughtor. 

‘And thon when 1, Ranjha, was born in Takht Hazird, 
thou wast born to Mibar Chichak.”} 





Hai for Krishna, as Gauri Sankar is for ‘Siva. | 
turing o the Sitios, male and female, is carried to a climux _ ii 
Tian hura or half-maly and female ged sometimes depicted im " 
ava temple R 4 

Ne eee’, are ullusious to their respective former births under the 
doctrine of the transmigration of souls 
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165 “Dart & gat, patto rakhA Ife, kis bidh rabk kawirh ? 
Ike ninak bivia, ike tfta Adak terk hints, ike tia bhiiks 
nfia nabta pied : 
Ike t0 maa kujhajjt ne janié ; nats, tia IA] khartdanwilt. 
Tnhti gall bichoi sagan tainta, ti tMfoi rah git 


“Muth dabri, sir patte rakhi He, nahin maii phirdé 

kawira. 
170 Nanak unchf, mer& dadak uncha, unché Takht Hazard. 

NA mn kuchajjf ne janié, bhitin nd bahut pifri, 

Sot bharjiitt, ghar ketak ranta dé; maii ldl kharfdan- 
wild. 

Ghar Chichak di Hir sun }!, main oh dA baran-wila. 

Mandi changt d& igi nahia, Lalf nda bahut pitra.” 


165 ‘Thou hast a beard and thy hair is grown, how art thou; 
still a bachelor ? 
Either thy mother’s or fathe#s relatives are low people 
or thy brethren lovo thoe not. 
Either thou art born of an inferior mother, or thou art 
a doaler in rubies * 
In some way there must be o fault in thee that thon art 
@ bachelor.” 
“ There 1s  beard@n my face and hair on my head, but 
I am no bachelor. 
170 My mother was well born and my father well born and 
lordly is Takht Hazira. 
I am not born of an inferior mother and am much loved 
of my brethren. 
T have seven sisters-in-law and many women at home; 
Tam a dealer in rubies. 
IT havo heard of Hir in Chichak’s honse and her will J 


marry. 

T set not my heart on good or bad (women) and sm 
much loved by Lali.”t - 

* ie,arich man + His sister-in-law ; see above. 
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175 Oband stirij chaphoa rah gae, If tarka di At, 
Chhaparia bichos pint sikh gae, bele sikh gac ghit, 
Ap Muhammad janj charhit, Brahmé bedt gaia. 
Ralke hirai mangal givids, pariti mehndf lai. 
Panjii Pir&a ne kalime parh Ite, Kbija bhare ogthi. 
180 * Hir Ranjhé dé melf ho git, phiria Rabb raja. 
Tk, Babal, main mbt finda, Jatt manjht chir le Ave, 
Jis manjht nf khonda linda, kattA m@l na jive. 
Agge mbt ikki charhde, ch kalla char le Ave. 
Strat mahf di chandar bargt, us di tdb jhallf na jave. 


175 The sun and moon ceased to rise and the stars to shine 
forth. 
The water dried in the ponds and the grass dried up in 
the wilds. 
Muhammad formed the marriage procession and Brah- 
mA (!) set up the posts (of tho marriago canopy). 
The maids of heavon sung songs of rejoicing and fairies 
brought the henna.* 
The Panj Pir performed the ceremony and Khwaja 
(Khizar) was witness.t 
180 Hir and Ranjhi met togethor and God was favorable to 
them. 


(Said Hir) : “Father, I have brought a neatherd, a Jatt, 
to graze the buffaloes. 

‘Whichever of them he touches with his staff will surely 
bear a (cow-) calf. : 

Hitherto thon hast sent out 21 neatherds; this one will 
graze them alone. 

The beauty of the neatherd is like the moon and his 
habits shall not depart. 


aN TILIA EE ae area ae 
® For ataini bride’s hands ; i 
«.f,Thow line te iimerely to convey general idea of magni- 
cence. 
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185 Ik mAh! df tab bart hai, bhatt’ Hir se dhuwave. 
Ape chive, tpe rirke, pe didh jamive.” ’ 
“‘Jebrt, Hire, tain miht tnd’; majjt kere eahre dt 
chire ? 
Add! Banjho at rij karaind!, khGnde di matak bhart. 
Tin pad ght patthiia nda maldé, choke jimif nin 
ive, 
190 Dand RAnjh& dt sone dt mekbaa: kidiii majji chire ? 
Jinnt gharid phir gid lar, dd basde bihe ujére. 
Ehaa de patte kadhi n& basde, phirde dwire dwire. 
Adhf ritoi meri mfing& charhdt, inhod sote nia rain 
bhive. 
Bhalf chihe lar chhor de chik dA : sind agle mihf piiro.” 


185 The neatherd hath one bad habit, that Hir must take? 
him his food (to the fields). 
He will himsolf draw, curdlo’and set the milk.” 
“O Hir, the nentherd thou hast brought: will he 
graze any onc’s buffaloes ?* 
Ranjhi’s hecl hath the signs of royaltyt (on it) and be 
hath a mighty staff. 
Throo-fourths of 1 of ghi ho puts on his locks, which 
fall to the otha 
190 Ranjha’s tecth are pegs of gold: whose buffaloes shall 
ho graze? 
The houses that this youth shall visit will bo ruimod. 
His work shall never prosper, but Me shall wander 
(begging) from door to door. 
My cattle graze at midnight, but he passes the night in 
sleep. 
If thou wishest thy good let the youthful servant go: 
Tam ploasod with my former noatherds.” 





® Being too noble for auch, work 
+ This is the “lotus mark” mentioned at p. 396, Vol. IL. 
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195 “Ghar baithe sardart kariyo, tarke banne nakire. 
Kukhoa haule kto!, Hire, parbat jode bhart. 
Rathoa de put chék sad& le; chik hondo kaun bichire ? 
Bir Pathdn taint ghusse honde, tere pri ne mihine mire. 
. Obhad de palla, mur jée ghar niti, ast urfye hans bichart. 
200 Pajt hoke mainfi tor de, jake raliye bhaichare. 
“Ti gall tainfia dkhip, Ranjhe, sacht Akh sundt, 
Jo td rahe, tit rahing?; nf, jAGa tere tain,” 





Chitchak kahinda akhdf, sach! akh sunat: 
“Stn le, Ranjhe bhat, w biaroh meri mabiin hank le, 
ddjt hank le gita.” 
205 Sattar Khia, bahattar umro, Hir Chichak ne RAnjhe nia 
phartt. 


195 (Said Ranjha): “ At homo I was a nobleman, but going 
abroad I am become of no account. 
O Hir, thou hast mado me lighter than a straw, that was 
as hoavy as a mountain, 
Tho son of noblemen is callod a servant; and how 
helpless 1s o servant. 
Thy brothor Pathin 1s wroth with thee, and thy father 
doth reproach thee. 
Let go my robes that I may go back home, and let mo, 
the helploss swan, fly away. 
200 Let me go of thy own frov will, that I may mingle with 
my brethren.” 
“T toll thee one thing, Ranjha, and I tell theo truth, 
If thou remain I will remain, or I will go with theo.” 


Saith Chichak and he speaketh truth: 
“ Hear, friend Ravjh, drive the buffaloos from this pad- 
dock and the cows from the other.” 
205 Beforo 70 Khiis* and 72 nobles Chichak betrothed 


Htr to Rasjhd (saying): 
* i.e, leaders of the Siyile. 
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“Jab lag jive, mal hai mihi da; taii te mar gac nibor 
nati. 

Je te te kot Hir khoi tore, bich Dargth deat ogihi.* 

Jadoa Ranjho nda ch gall akh{, hak Ifa majjf te gain. 


“Babal tere, Hire, oh dhan dindd, jerd charid lopda 

ritt. 
210 Pat diaa kilt, tora didi rasst; majji hai bad! kamaatt. 

Sappiti nil hai majlis merf, shorlit nal jamiti. 

Ti toi sot rang mabil bich, sdudi nibay dedi nabiu 
with”? 

“THatth baihke kari bintl, taindi sachi akh sundi, 

Tk pise meri Chitchak babal, ik pise Tullt mat. 


As long as thou shalt live she is thine, and when thou! 
art dead she will not dény it. 

If any one tear Uir from thee Twill bear witness 
(against him) au the Court (of God). 

When Raujh& was told this he dre 
and the cows. 





the buffaloes 





(Said Ranjha) Phy father hath given me, O Hir, cattle 

that will only graze at night, 
210 They pullout their pegs and they break their ropes. 

these bufluloes ure very vicrus. 

My company is with the serpents and iy friendship 
with the hons. 

Thou sleopest in the painted palace and Teannot pass 
the night.” 

“With joiued hands 1 bosecch thee and I tell thee 
truth. 

On one side of me (sleepeth) my father Chichuk aud on 
the other side my mother Tuli. 





2 For gmwdht. 
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215 Ik pase bir Pathin sonda, kol sond! Kodi bharjaf. 
Chher majj! chal bele nia, mai din charhde nia Af.” 


“ Manjhi aia, meri chak nahta aid, kebre rangéa bich 
ratta? 

NA mia) katié, nf keddbA kestda, deko & gai RAnjho 
ndn bhatts. 

Mathis: bharke jad dekha st, mere Ranjhe da pinda tata, 

220 Nau mshiaa sukh Sultin df deta, deswia chhadfin kattd: 

Teron Ike lung! deds, sir di dewit sif dupattd : 

Inn bakeda® us nda, jer kof Ranjhe nfn kar de achha, 

Jer’ kot Rinjhe nda rije kar de, asi hij o Makks. 

Hir Siyil, maid tohei dub gal, jadod do Iit bert nti 
dhakka. 


215 On one side sleepeth my brother Pathan and near him 
his wife Kodi, 
Drive tho buffaloes to the forests, I will join thee at duy- 
break.” 


“Phe buffalocs have come, but my servant hath not 
como; in what pleasures is ho joying ?t 

Neither have 1 «pun, nor have I phed the noodle, but 1 
am come with foud for Ranjha. 

When 1 shampoocd my Ranjha I found his body hot. 

£20 Nine buffaloes do 1 vow to (Sakhi Sarwar) Sultan, and 

tho tenth shall bo a (cow-) calf. 

Iwill give him my skirt and tho kerchiof from my head: 

‘To bim will I present thom that shall make my Ranjhd 
well. 


Vor him that shell mako my Ranjhi bappy, will I be 
ilgrim to Maka. 
1, ute oT the Siyals, was ruined for thee, when thou 
(Ranjha) didst push off thy boat. 


e khaki * 
+ Foow here to line 264 18 « lament by Hir. 


VO. MOT 
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225 Manjht aida, chak nabfa Aid, bele bich khart palammaa. 
alti jhassoa, dast marorda, mer nij bbatda kammAa. 
Jind! joban, bahinde pin kinut nabid ghatid banni. 
Babar javea babal Ohdchek jhirke, ghar aven Tull! am- 

maa. 
Javen mastte Phattd Kajt jhirke, dar bich chiché Kaidd, 
langia. 

230 Tanjan bich kartia jhirakditi, bich vi gulf do rani. 
Dholke meri joban bich ribia pai gid, mainfta disda 

obb kammaa, 
Jo jinin maindi kajiA painge, to nij Siyfle jammaa ! 
Manjhi Afaa, chik nahfa Aid,-manjht nda kis bidh talle ? 
Aj Ranjhe ghar Hir de nabta Aid, kbabar nabia bich 
bele. 


i] 
225 The buffaloes have come, but my sorvant hath not come, 
and I search for him in the forests, 
I will rub his fect and knead his hands, that is my 
favorite. 
My youth is flecting and nono can stay the flowing 
waters. 
When I go abroad father Chichak scoldeth, when I 
return home my mother Julli. 
When I go the moxque Fatt the Qizt scoldeth and at 
home iny uncle Kaida, the cripple. 
230 The maids jecr at me in tho spinning place and tho 
women even in the lancs. 
My youth declining hath gone far away and seemcth 
afur off. 
Tiad I known that I would full into such trouble I would 
never havo been born among the Siyils! 
@ Tho buffaloes havo come, but my servant hath not como: 
how have the buffaloes como? 
‘To-day Ranjha hath not come to Hir’s house and thoro 
is no news of him in the forcate, 
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235 Dddbia-wille didh sambhile, Gurfi ne sambhile chele. 
Hir hathni, mubAwat Miyan Raojha ; mainia jaa bhive 
tia palle. 
Yar yéron koloa bidhid mangde, ji Guria se chele. 
Charon hain kattA-badda ho gaec, dhiloi soa séle. 
Belo bich phirdi df lung! pat ga, bhaj gat stht tele. 
240 Ab do bichhre kadt milenge, hovenge sababoa de 
mele ! 
Suniye, Khwijia Baba, jandia mort chak tere simbhe. 
Sap na lare, sher nf bhenke, chor na charhe liimbe ! 
Aid Sawan, dil purchiwan, Dhart! chhadfia sirdn. 
Nadhida nf bar mipe de Iie, tainga Hir ni Panjia 
Pirda. 


235 Milkmen watch their milk and Gurds watch their dis- 
ciples. 
(I) Hiv am an clephant,and Miyii R&njba is my driver : 
thou canst use me as thou wilt. 
Friends take leave of fricuds, as Guris do of their dis- 
ciples. 
Our four eyes met, as spear against shield. 
Wandering in tho forests my kerebief is torn, and ripped 
up is my red scarf. 
240 If tho separated meet again, happy will be the meeting ! 
Menr, O saintly Khwaji,* my crravt servant is under 
thy cure. 
Let no snake bite him, no lion frighton him, no thief 
trouble him ! 
Tho rainst have « .ue and my heart rejoices and the 
Farth brings forth. 
Parents shall find husbands for their maids and the 
Panj Pir for Hir. 


* Shekh Faridu’ddin Shakarganj, the great saint of Pah Pattan and 
pation saint of the Siyfls, commonly also called Babé Farid. 
+ The season of rejuicing to Indian women 
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245 Suntye, wo niall, dathia bhalid: kya bite patdd kahfii ? 
Shahr dariyAwia di risii kardia, th tul chhapre de niin? 
Ais! pattan manjf langtin, aist pattan gain. 
Aist pattan Miyia Ranjha langh gia, meri fir nadht da 
sain, 
Je phakaroa dt dod lng je, taint phir bageg nahin. 
250 Sarpar Hir ne Ranjhe nia milna, bhived jin jive ajdii. 
Rain andherf ; galfai chikar ; bijlf lasak durive. 
Dhberti Matd mainin bel nahia dind!; maithoa ambar 
charhi nahfa je. 
Khabbe javen sher bahakd4, sajje bastr khive: 
Sarpar Hir fe Ranjhe nda milnd, ji Kajir* nda bhive. 
255 Mulk Rabbini paike so gti, mainin laid tatti nda 
sfingbaa. 


245 Tear, O thou stream, I know thee well: why dost thou 
throw down tho trees? 
Dost rival the great rivers, that art not even oqual to 
tho ponds ? 
Such aford can buffaloes cross, such a passage can cows. 
Such a ford can Miya Ranjhi cross, the lord of Hir, the 
maid, 
If a fagir curse thee thou shalt no longer flow. 
250 Hr shall surely meet Ranjhi, though she lose her life. 
The night is dark and the lanes muddy and the light- 
ning frighteneth me. 
Mother Earth giveth me no cover and I cannot climb 
to the heavens. 
IfI go to the left lions frighten me, if I go to the right 
serpents bite me: 
But Hir shall surely meet Ranjha, if God be favourable. 
@ God's earth doth sleep, but I tho wretched am pierced 
with the arrows (of grief). 


* For Qddir. 
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Dhdhoiwila didh sambhéle, Shahrea miliaa bangaa. 
‘Milna bai tO mil par, Rénjhia ; nabia, merf jan nikal cha- 
lida changan, 
Sap shi mainda kbin nda awande, pini diéa charh git 
kénghaa. 
“Manjhf manjhf sab kot adhd, manjhf han hirda pariaa. 
260 Sing manjht de balbal khinde, pat par sawandiin 
thalida. 
Dadh manjhi de sharbat mithe, ghid misrt di dalida. 
Bahir jan jt sahdwan, ghar Awan to galitii, 
A, Miyti Ranjha, chaupat khele, khasmon nda kbidihi 
kherifa. 
Ashak te mishikta ditd gallda bich jag do tari.” 


The milkmen have collected the milk and the cry 
(to prayer) resounds through the city.* 

If thou wilt mect mc, Rainjhi, meet me, or my life will 
depart in tears. 

Serpents and lions come to destroy me and the waters 
have risen on high. 

All call them buffuloes, but the buffaloes are spirits 
and fairies. 

260 The buffaloos’ horns are beautifully curved and their 

buttocks fat. 

The buffaloes’ milk is swoet as sugar and the butter as 
sugar-candy. 

Going out they beautify the fields, coming home the 
lanes. 

Come, my Lord Ranjha, let us play at chanpur,t ond 
let the buffaloes go home. 

The story of lover and beloved is known throughout 
the world.” 


} Bes Vol. 1, p. 2495 and Vol. IL, p. 282. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


534 LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


265 “ Mari jon zt chakaa di, bad boi mandi ive. 
Ki t0a kisi di gandhi lati, dkho tdi Hire kulive ? 
Bukal kholke dikha, Ranjhia, tainaa mushk chandan da 
ave.” 
Bukal Raénjho de bich Hir si, je Rabb pardd pive. 
“ Maui jit sddi bandnda, tainfa sharam naive! ¢ 
270 Na maia kis! di gandhi 1Qti, nd hai meri Hir kulive. 
Chandan rakh Kashmtroa dub pid, bahau pid harive : 
Kheke manjhi chandan nfl, langhdiéi muehk manjhi te 
Ave.” 
Jad bukal kholke dikhé If Ranjha, pichoi Hir nazar na 
ve! 
Ranjha jati Maujd da bota, Rabb oh di sharam rakhivo ! 





265 Said Pathan: “A low sct are servants and bad to the 
smell.* ' 
Hast thou stolen some sweet perfume, or is Hir em- 
bracing thee ? 
Raisc up thy arm, Ranjha, for thou dost smell of 
sandal-wood.”’+ 
Hir was under Ranjhi’s arm, but God hid her. 
(Suid Rinjha): “Thou dost call me a low man and hast 
no shame (~ 
270 Ihave stulen no swect perfume, nor is Hir embracing 
me. 
A sandul-troc had been cat in Kashmir and floated 
down the river : 
The buffalocs (in crossing it) ran against tho sandal- 
tree and the scent stuck to the buffaloes.” 
Then Ranjha raised up his arms and therc was no sign 
of Hirt! 
And God preserved the virtuous Ranjha, tho son of 
Maujq, from shame ! 





* The story progreskes, and Pathin, Hir's brother, tries to catch 
RAnjhé with ittr and fuile. 
+ i.e., sweetly. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


THE MARRIAGE OF BYR AND RANJHA. 535 


275 “ Akhin sachf, akh suniwis, tainfa sachf Akh sunaf: 
Eh a apni bhogal bhari, eh khariaa han manjht dt 
in. 
Tuh& nfn daulatmandia nfh chik bahutere, sinfia 
a chakaréa na bahutere thiin. 
Ude hans, udo nahi bhande, ndke jan surgin do titi. 
Pani di barf na rikhe bahutere, bhawarin de phalin 
do tata, 
280 Bir Pathin mainfi mihino mired, meri rabind mubirik 
natn. 
Hir, oh dt yirt lawan, sher jagiwan, nig jagiwan kali. 
Siroé dharon di bajt lag gat, tia chal nahin janda chalt.” 
Pat pat sitdt nindidi, kes makhan df palt. 
« Tho lag gat, tO chhodt jindda, kache maht, babal Chichak: 
balt 1” 


275 (Said Ranjha to Hir): “I speak tho truth and I tell 

thee truth : 

Take thy brown blanket and thecow-buffaloes that aro 
standing (wniting). 

Ye rich can find many servants, and wo scrvants many 
a place. 

Tho flying swans cannot be stayed, and fly to tho 
heavens. 

The betel-fields have many a keeper and flowers many 
a bee. 

280 Thy brother Pathin doth threaten mo and it is uot well 

that I remain. 

O Hit, to fall in love with thee is to awaken lions and. 
black snakes. 

It is w stake of heads and bodics and thou dost not know 
how to play.” 

Sho tore the hair of her head and her locks nurtured on 
butter (and Hir said) : 

Thou wretched neathord, thou wouldst desert tho 
daughter of Chichak at the first roproach |”? 
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285 “Kaidd ch da akhii, sachf akh suniwia, tainfa akh 
sunai. 
Makkon turke haji 4 gid; 4 gif, Ranjhe, tere tain. 
Tin din mainda bhike nfa ho gae, kite roti hath na ai. 
‘Waste Rabb de roti mainfii chak de, tin jive jagin 
tata. id 
Makkion turke hajt, Kaidd, & gta Ranjhen tain.” 
290 “ Bich ujir de langar bhild’ ? Ithe kin ne deg charhi!? 
Atthon pahroi maint roti Awandi, hai Chitchak Mibar 
df mahi. 
Je tia bhutta bhika, pai jA SiyMlda dt rahi.” 
“ Adbf nilon chappa de de, pinnf naloa bhori. 
Awal pun sarf di kar de, agle jug da dohra.”” 
295 Jud Ranjhe sawal Kaidf di sunia, palle Kaidd do chiri 





285 Saith Kaidd,* “I speak truth and speak it to thee. 
I am come a pilgrim from Mafka, O Ranjha, to thee. 
Three days huvo I been hungry and had no bread 
at all. 
Give me bread for God’s sake, thon servant, and mayest 
thou live for over. 
I, Kaidd, am comgg: pilgrim from Makka to Ranjha.” 
290 ‘Who can light’S hearth in the wilds ? Who can put 
8 cauldron (on the fire) here ? 
I am the neathord of Mihar Chichak and get my bread 
once in the eight watches, 
If thou art very hungry take thy way to the Siyils.” 
“Give me half of half piece or a quarter of a piece 
(of sweetmeat). 
Give me first all the bread, that thou mayost win double 
in the next world.” 
@M% «=When Ranjha heard Kaidd’s speech, he put some cakes 
into Kaidt’s wallet. 
Pir a ek GEO Pe ee CeCe Se a ey 
* Hir's uncle. 
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Ucke chirf Kaida tur pid, Ake Siy fle vich dinde dhat: 

“ Htr tia Ranjha main bich bele de dekha, jlat bolda 
nibii. 

Hir loko Ranjhi chala jo, laj Siydliu ndu lain.” 





“fh gall jadoa Siyile no sun li, Hir Kaji de parhno pat. 
300 “Eh karam bich Siy‘lén do nahta; t® pai ji mApiti do 
rahin. 
Samajh siyAna ban ja, Hire, pai jd Kheron de rihin. 
Khere taint biythke le jlwange, rassi plwange bibti. 
Toro Ranjhe di mén kard? hai, oh chik nahti kisi thi.” 
Phatta Kajt Hir nai samjha “ Dich td Bahishton 
Dozakh nfin na jain.” 
305 “Sun, we Kaji pak namaji; tainfn kabindo bwin, 
«Miyagi! Muy iin? 








Taking the eukes Kuda went and ericd out amid the 
bayiils 

“J bave scen Ilir and Ranjha in the forests, md 1 tell 
no lies. 

Ranjha will take 
the Sry als. 


away Iir, and there will be shame to 










Whon the 
. by the Qazi. ; 
300 (Suid the Qizi to Vir): “ This is not like the Siyals + 
follow thou the way of thy parents, — 
Be wiso, O Hi, ond go the way of the Khe:ds. : 
Tho Khoris will 4.ke thoe away in mverriage and will 
bind thine arms with a rope. i 
Tho Rinjhi on whom thine heart is set is but a worth- 
less neatherd.”” 
Said Fatt, the Qfzi, to Mir: “ Go not from Heaven 
to Holl.” i a 
305. (Said Hir): “Hear, O holy Qazi; mon call thee, * Lor’, 
Lord ? 


Aon, 1.—U8 


heard this, they sent Ifr to be tanght 
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‘Miya’ khalknt Rabb Sache ni kehindi, jer’ rizak 
dinda sab jiyda ! 
Hir, maii Dhart!; mera hal Miyia Ranjha, nit uth 
mirda simi. 
Post hoke, meri haddi rawan gi, oh de pite bij na jlwit. 
Khoke Ranjhe te Khorifia nla dinda teri kydikar’bagd’ 
hit ? 
310 Je tainda Khero babut pitre, Kaji, doli bich pi de apni 
dbian 1” 
“Samajh siyéni chhad de takabbar, pakar halomi ban 
j@ Khorida dt bandi, 
Sombt rapa nal livia jarin&, Khero chhaddi kort chindi. 
Sir toi nangi, pairoi so nangi, bal fakirin de jandi. 
Teri ttt jdtt, pat? Jungt, pairdi di gard sir n(ii jandi. 
815 Unche dhaular Side de sunhuri chhajjf, utho pawan 
huliri khéndi. 


And men call the Truc God‘ Lord’, that giveth sus- 
tonauce to all ! . 
I, Hir, am the Earth, and Miyii Ranjha is my ploogh 
that ever plougheth. 
Like opium he hath entored my bones, and I cannot live 
without drinlggg (hin). 
How can thy hefrt brook that thou take mo from 
Ranjha and givo me to the Kherist 
310 O Qazi, if thon so lovest the Kheris, give them thy’ own 
daughter in murriago |” 
« Be wise and give up thy pride, and bo humble, and 
bo the maid of the Kheris. 
Thou dost attuch thyself to falso silvor and leavest the 
true silver of the Kheris. 
Thou wilt becomo ns a fagir with baro hoad and naked 
fect. 
Thy shocs will be worn out and thy skirt tattored and 
the dust of thy fect will fly to thy head. 
315 In the lattices of the lofty palaco of Sida the cool air plays. 
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Chhadko Kherdn nfm palla Rinjhe di phard! haji, Bahish- 
toi Dozakh nia jindi.” 
“Sun, we Kaji pak namiji, kagnj likhda bagge : 
Ag lag jae ter’ ghar, jal jae bulun kitibdn sabbhe! 
Pat mar jie, n@h rand? bah jie, tere ave jit de agg ! 
$20 Hakk Rinjhe di Kheroa dindi; tere Dba kabarin uf 
lagge !” 





« Akbia sachi, akh suniwin, main dewin, Kaji, dohai. 
ir mere te parhdi nfihii, oh mero parhiud! ndbin.”” 
Panje Khere kattho ho gac, takia mjlis li. 
Ik knhindo hain; “ Hir da sikhd MabbQ Sunire nisi do 
do; oh df daalat kamui na ki.” 
325 Ik kabiile hait fi sikha Adalt Raja ni do do 5 
oh dt hui badi badsbihi.” 





To leave the Khoris and to seize the skirt of Rinjhiis to 
go from Heaven to Hell.” 

« Hear, O holy Qiz4, that writest on the white papers : 

Fire seize thy house and burn all thy books ! 

May thy son die and his wife be a widow and thy 





st Rinjhi’s right to the Kheris~ fire barn 
thy grave !”” 

(Said the Qtzt to the Siydls): "1 tell you truth, and 
I, the Qazi, claim: your protection. ; - 

Hie listoncth not te me, nor can bo mad » to listen.’ 


he hoads of the Khoris gathered together and held 


a meeting. ; 
Said one: “ Give Mir in marriage to Mabbd, the (iold- 


smith, that hnth no lack of wealth.” 
325 Snid another: “Give Hir in marriage to 
that hath a great ompire.” 


Rija Adali,* 


See below in this poem Ine 607 ff. 
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Chichak kabind’: “Hitrda sikh’ Ranjhe nti de do, 
jeri ghar side di méhf.’”” 

Kaidd kahindaé: “Hitr Kherion de do; main sachi ikh 
sunfi,” 

Itni gall majlis bich ho gal, Htr di kiti Sido Khoro 
nda kapméhi. 


“Charhdthi nadiia paindti lashkii, merit ankhtin 
Rénjhe dita dokbits. 

$30 J#a jOa manjht de magarod phird&, dukbd! din sawatisi: 
Pardesiaa de dukh kaun bande, biz apni miiia f 
‘Na mais Itai rok rapae, ne ginko liad chhamafa. 
Siyalaa vichh &ke ki dhan katthiia? Lakh badiAa sariftat 
Taint biyahke le jto Sid, wain kyfikar ralta bbithi ? 

» 835 Kin tere hatth gina bandhif Kin teri mehndf lat ? 





1 
Said Chachak: “Give Hir in marriage to Rinjbi, the 
neatherd of my house.” * 
Said Kaidd: “Give Hir to the Khorts; it is truth that 
Tsay.” 
When this had boon said at the mecting, Hir was 
betrothed to Sid, tho Kher&. 


(Said Ranjha) : Fre strong currents of tho rivors have 
risen and the eyes of me, Ranjha, aro troubled. 
880 Thoy sre greatly troubled, as I wander after tho 
buffalocs. 
Who shall know the trouble of a stranger, but his own 
mother ? 
Neither did I take any money, nor did I receive any 


Pay. 
Havo I gathered any wealth by coming to the Siyils f 
But I havo endured a thousand reproaches! 
When Sida takes thee away as a brido, how shall I meet 
my brothron 2” 
885 (Said Hir) “ Who shall bind on ‘the marriage Iencolets 
Who shall stain thee with henna ? 
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Kido ghar tainfia biythan jin&? Kida banwangé jamit ?” 
“Mohan Bahman mere gin& bindhi: Phattt Nain ne 
mehndit lat. 
Ralke kurfia no butnA lait, het Rinjhe de chauki dhat. 
Ghar Cniotak de biydhan jin&; main banin Siyilin di 
jamii. 
840 “Bérin beras unbén dt manjht chiridd, maih ginke nabii 
lt chhamaf. 
Lagt si kachahri Ch(chak Mihar di, jad maint Hir pharat. 
Hon kot Hir khoe lure, tai bich Dargah de diet dohat.” 
Sath subelis katthiin holds, janj dekhan Side dé at. 
Tin tin tangalf kanno Sida, sir lung? balf malahi, 
$45 Ankhon kénd, sir te ganja, jort band! nahin. 
“(Maid tah mil RAnjhe da, jor side ghar da maht,” 


Into whose house shalt thou marry? Who shall make 
thee a son-in-law ?” 
“ Mohan, the Brahman, shall bind on the bracelet ; Fattf, 
tho Barber’s wife, shall bring the henna, 
The maidens shall anoint me with oil and place tho 
(marriage) throne beneath Ranjha, 
I will marry into the house of Chichak ; I will be tho 
son-in-law of the Siyals. 
840 Twelve years have I grazed their buffaloes and have 
taken no pay. 
It was in the assombly of Mihar Chichsk that Hir was 
given me. 
If any ono take her away now I will complain to the 
Court (of God). 
Sixty maidens collected to sce the marriage procession 
of Sida. 
Sida had three rings in his ears and @ large turban like 
a boatman. 
$45 He wasone-eyed and bald-headed and no match for (Hir).”” 
(Said Wir): “I bolong to Ranjha, the neatherd of our 
house |” 
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“ Sir par tamak patér Kheri&a rakh Ifa teri prit do mare. 
Takht Hazdr& babal dé chhord, chhode bir piire. 
Lali bbabhi rond! chbadi, jin urde panchh! méare. 
350 Us LAlt nda parbat rondf, ast manas keun bichiro? 
, Patr pathin de asf chak sadile, chik honde kaun bighire? 
De jawab, mir jt gharod na, jike rallye bhatchiro.” 
“ Pairfi baj n& sonde thamas, hathaa wij nahin karin. 
- Putréa wij mfwin nabia sondiaa, daulat diin bhariia. 
855 Bhaiin baj bahinéa nahin sondidn, pand udekea kharitn. 
Kanthia baj nari nahi sondifin, bhiwin hondiaa hdrin 
ian. 
Ranjho bAj maii Hir nahté sondi, bbdwin lakh Khcriih 
di faujan charhifa. 


(Said Ranjha): “ For thy sake I put the drum and tho 
goods of the Kheris on my head. 

I left Takht Hazird of my Mthers, and my beloved 
brethren. 

1 left my brother’s wife Lali, that kills the flying birds 
(with her glances). 

350 Tho (stony) hills would weep for Lali, and what am 1 

that am a ma 

I, the son of noblé&, am called a servant, and who carcth 
for a servant ? 

Dismiss me that I may go home and mingle with my 
brethren.” 

(Said Hir) : Without feet anklots aro useless, and brace- 
lets without arms. 

Mothers are useless without sons, though covered with 
wealth. 

855 Sisters are useless without brothers, that wait beside 

the roads. 

Women are useless without husbands, be they spirits or 
fairies. 

I, Hir, am useless withont Ranjha, though thousands of 
Kheris surround me. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


THE MARRIAGE OF Riz AND RANJHA. &43 


Je mukh mari Rénjhe yar, ton halid Dozakh bich 
sarida.” 
“Rept rukh bich gun nf kof, phirde bhawar pidse. 
$60 Barii baras taii manjhi charilaa, hun deke dher 
dilfse ! . 
*Takht Haziré bap da chord, ronde chhade miipe. 
Bhat bir pifre chhade, chhade tAi chache. 
Rénjh, hans Allah da, galifa bich ruldd, Sidi kig nda 
bahtvegi pilse. 
Jin hattes ghio khand khild, kinne chhdb nahii dont 
bich kausi ? 
865 Oh din choto kar, jis din belo bich Awandi si ape. 
Td charh gai Side Khoro di dolf: ast jini kedo parwir 
se?” 
Hir khdi Ranjhe nda: ‘ Tdi sade sir di sain. 


If Ranjha turn away his faco I suffer as in the midst of 
Hell.” 
(Said Ranjhi): “Thero is no good thing in the rerd* 
" tree, aud the bees roam about it thirsty, 
360 For twelve years thou madest me grazo buffaloes and 
now thou givost promises ! 
T left Takht Maziri of my fathers and my weoping 
parents. 
J left my dear brethren and my uncles. 
Banjha, the swan of God, is wandering in the lanos, 
whilo Sidi, the crow, is called to thy side. 
+ Tho days were wher thou didst feed me with sugar and 
ghi and put uv curds into my cup ; 
365 Romembrer, too, the day when thou didst como of thysclf 
into tho forests. 
‘When thou goost in marriago to Sidi, tho Khor, with 
whom shall I dwell in solaco ?” 
Suid Hir to Riujhi: “Thou art tho lord of my head. 





© The acacia leucophlaa. 
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Oh! jake manjhisa chire ; oht chire gafa. 
Bari mahine Khere kat lain de, tervia mahine tere kho! Af. 
870 “Mainéa kasam Kurfn de; main dharam dolind! nahin.” 


Hir nf torke Ranjhd muy pid, Siydléa vich murlt baja. 
Jadon — de bajt murl!, kattht ho gat kal luktt. 
“ Agge bajat Hir kamit bhdl gat, hun bhlof kis! no 


nati. 
Khal kyfa pr bajawandA, bilakia? Takht Hazire na 
jata 1” 
875 Siylda toa tur pid Ranjh&, Ing Takht Hazdrd df rihta, 
Lalt kahind!, “Chalo, suholio, ral dekhei challye sido 
debar ne bahutti Andt. 
- Khoh do utto lif utird, pind na bart sarmand?, 





Go and grazo the same bufidoos; go and graze the® 
same cows. 
Lot me spond twelve months with tho Kheiis and im 
the thirteenth month L will come to thee. 
370 Let me take an oath on the Quran: I go not buck on 
my word.” 


Leaving Hir Rafa roturned and played his flute among 
tho Siyals. 

When Ranjha played his flute all the people collected, 

(And said) : “ Beforo, when thou didst play (on thy flutc) 
thon didst deceivo tho foolish Hir, now thou Bust 
deocive no ono, 

Why dost play tho “flute, boy? Better go back to 
Takht Haziri !” 


75 Ranjha left tho Siyals andtook tho road to Takht HazAri. 
Said Lali: “Come, my muids, lot us go togothor to sco 
the bride my brother-in-law hath brought. 
She must havo stayed at tho woll, tov shy to onter the 
village : 
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Kant jaisf patit, nau nau jhhott kbind!! 
Akkia vichh mewe bhaldt, tor tor phale khind!. 
380 Dht onde di, bahin Pathin di, Jatt! kawir! torke 
” 
“ Hir khast te kajj! pai gai, Lalo; tain kyfa bolt lit? 
‘Sine sAng lagi phalidoa* hathen dp df lai. 
@bhadke Hir nia murke aif tere tifa. 
ChelA ho jaw&a Gorakh Nath da, Takht Huziire murke 
Awia nahin.” 
885 “Nain nigira lalda bich rang mahil de bharde. 
Hoth chhire, dand badina, riwaro jabi de phirde. 
Atidi-jatidi marordi-wile mai bable dekh lo thardo. 
Je teri chit kardi Tukht Hazire, @ ji; nabii, move 
marde.” 
« Pattd mir, phakirt karfyc, Allih de log sadio. 


One-cyed and so slender, that she bonds down nino 
times ! 
She finds fruit in the ait plant and placks and cats it. 
330 The daughter of Chiichak and sister of Pathin, the Jatt 
maiden is brought here.” 
(Said R&njha): “ Lalo, Mir hath been torn from me, 
why dost thou teuse me? 
Thou dost thrust « <pear of stecl into my breast. 
Leaving ir Lam come back to thee. 
I will become a follower of Gorakh Nith and come back 
to Takht Hazard no more.” 
385 © The glory of thine eyes hath entered the palace. 
Thy lips are dites, and thy terth pomegranate sceds, 
and thy speech sweetments, ; 
T havo accu many proud men hike thoo brought to ruins 
If thon dost regard Takht Hazird come or go back. 
Wo should slay our pride and become saints and bo 
called the people of God. 











neak in a poisonuus plant, acl puts gigantea then two lines are 





vou, 1.09 
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890 Utte dhiraj de dsan karke kis nfii hal sunie? 
Lalrt wand 1a] nahin band!, bhaven sattar 4b charhie, 
Lalas df lalf kadht nabfa jand!, bhiwaa sattar bhasham 
ralie, 
Be-aslaa de asal nahin bande, bhiiwei sattar ilam 


parhie. 
Hansta de bache kag nahti bande, bhawiii rat IA bahie. 
895 ‘TAat df aswart karke, teri tat0 da ki sarhi? 
Be-kadaroa df yirt koloa je tut je, ta lakh pie.” 


SAbeh sir phajar di velé Ranjhe Tille di rib pachhais. 

Jha joi Tillé nere Swandé didi don sawiii! 

Bhenkan sher, chanii na oh nda dehd&; Ranjha bold’ 
nahia buldid, 


390 Sitting on the seat of patiegge we should not complain? 
Carats* will never be rubies, though washed in 70 
waters : 
The redness of the ruby will never depart, though 
rubbed in 70 ashes. R 
The base will never be noble, though thou try 70 plans. 
The cygnet never be @ crow, though it stands 
upon a dunghill. 
395 He that rides an Arab horse, will he admiro thy poy? 
When unrequitted love is gone a lékh (of rupecs) is 
gained.” 


It was the hour of early morn whon Rinjh& found the 
road to (Gorakh Nath’s) Tilla.+ 

As he approached the TillA its glory increasod ! 

The lions roared and he could not see the bill, nor 
spake Ranjh4 when called.t 
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400 Aukb! ghiti, bakri psindi; Rinjhe sambhilke pair 
takcAid. 


Astd Mast Jogt baithe; Ranjhe ne dohia nti sts 
niwaid. 

Panj rupee, tai pant da bert, pahilt bhaint charhtid. 

**Manjd dé put, maii Matte di pota, jog lain ni chalke 
Aid. 


Kan cary! mundrii pi deo, maint charh ja rip 


405 “apes jhirket ki? Tan rizak bbead, Jogiaa di koli 
lag kharovei? 
Chaubt hazir sins hi tainfa hasil kot nA hoven. 
Jie banjére nih ghata a gia, so banjard roven. 
Cheld ban chalda Gorakh Nith da, Chaudhar Takht 
Haziare di khoven.” 
Tille utte Gorakh baithé, Gorakh badd asin!.* 


400 The way was difficult and the road was steep and 
Ranjha walked with care. 
Ast@ and Masta, the Jogis,t wore silting there, and 
Ranjha bowed his head to them. 
He offored them five rupees and betel leaves} (and said): 
«« I, the son of Maujf and grandson of Matta, am come to 
take the saintship. 
Bore my ears and put in tho rings, that my boauty may 
increase.” 
405 (Said they) : “ Have thy parentsscolded? Is thy living 
hard, that thou art standing by the Jogis ? 
Of 24,000 (departed) breaths thou canst not recall one. 
If » merchant suffer loss that merchant weeps. 
If thou become a disciple of Gorakh Nath thou wilt lose 
the Chiefship of Takht Haziri.” 
Gorakh sitting at his Till was very gracious. 





© For ahednt. + Followers of Gorakh Néth. 
x t A customary present. 
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410 “ Kan phirke mere mundrii pé de, sili de mirgint. 
Nagart siri chitke le wan, ghat dewaa dhan te pini. 
Hor chele sab urle parle, mai, Ranjha, chik madam!.” 
“ Kanak bbaroli, ghio ghar, ghar mani duniya df bhog. 
; Dekh bagintia tarimtdi, had biba' jadia rog. 
415 Jadiu, bilakid, karegé phakiri, ab makbri na hog? 
Akh Gorakh di min le, aukha kathin bai jog.” 
“Takht Hazfroa maii chalko a gid, san le, Gorakh 
Said, A 
Manja da put, maii Matte da potd, maint’ rolid hold 
bhale nahia. 2 
Jog di khilat yal more pi do, sir munke sor banith. 
420 Watth bouhke kardf binti, maindi charnfi apno lath.” 





410 (Said Rinjhi) : “ Boro my cars and put in the rings and 
give me the decr-skin cloak. 

I will beg through the whole, city for thee and tend thy" 
firo and water. 

Thy other followers are here aud thore, I, Raujha, will 
ever be thy servant.” 

(Said Gorakh) : “There is gold and yhi in thy house, 
and thou dost enjoy at home tho pleasuros of the 
world. 

Gazing on strango women thou art bringing misory on 
thyself. 

415 My son, whon thou hast become a fuyir, thy face will 
not be as now. 

Hear the words of Gorakh, the suintship is a difficult 
thing.” 

“Hear, my Lord Gornkh, 1am come from Takht Haziri : 

Tam the son of Mauj und the grandson of Matti, thiuk 
me no wanderer. 

@ Pat the garment of tho saintship round my neck and 
shavo my head. 
420 Witb joined hands I pray aud placo my head ot thy 
feot.” 
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“ Ajmat* nfofi kabar da dhakki, aukht hai ghit 
phekirt. 

Rorfa tekriai bich basi sid& ; sf te kche mangdan Gur- 
pirt ? 

Kan phiyke mundraa pi dedi Iahd df bag jo tattr. 

*Kalila keshin bich bhasham rala dead, tert chhadunga 

*  né garmiri. 

425 Mima ne pakili, putin no khidiii; kot nahii shahr 

jagtst. 

Bhat sond to dhdaia tapod; nahin kof palang pal- 
ghaniri.” 


‘Tillo uttou Rinjhi utari, Gorakh da nidh churiid, 

Nawia Nath do akkh bachio, Riajht Nat Chandal nia 
dhaid. 

Bich baret! de nidh dabia, oh de utte Asan bichhiia, 





“Tho name of greatness bringeth blows, and tho saint- 
ship is @ difficult puth. 

I livo among tho stones and potsherds:—is this tho 
Saintship thou dost want from mo ? 

IfI bore thy cars aud put in the rings, the drops of 
blood will fall. 

IfI rub ashes into thy black locks, I shall destroy the 
pride. 

425 Mothers cook and sons eat, but I havo no citios and lands 

(to give thee). 

I slocp on the ground and warm mysolf at the fire : 
T have no bed snd covering.” 


RAnjhi descended tho Till and stole Gorakh Niath’s 
conch. 
Escaping the eyes of tho Nine Naths Ranjhi went to the 


Chaudal (Chinib) River. ‘ 
Ho buried tho conch iu the sand and made his seat 


ubove it. 
For ‘azmat, 
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Dhartt Maté dt sompé ktt!, Khwija Pir dhyia, 
“Bh téa n&dh tosti kisi nf den& nibia, je kof Jogt 
aia? 

Nadh dabke Ranjhé muri& Gorakh di dhita nfin aia. 
Gorakh Akhda: “ Bachd, yirii chorii df mat na jind!, 
bhawa satar bof siind. . 

PakkA dhim mer thanda ho gif, bite bakhat biahnd. 

‘Nausai chappt pat kharke, bhikin Jogt mar gif kamland. 

Ithoa nfdh phar&ia, balakia, je kof tukré khind” 

“ Ohori&t te badndmiti dind&é! Tere akhal thikAne nifa, 

Takht Hasire di Chaudhari, kot mainii evii kamto 
jéne nati.” 

Ka&nip& chelé akhdé: “ Sunea, Gorakh Sata, 

Na&dh teri Ranjhe Jatt ne churiid, kint sadh ne churiia 
nit, 


He gave it into the care of M@ther Earth and meditated 
on the Saint Khwaja (Khizar and said) : 

“ Give not up this conch to any one, if a Jogi come for it.” 

Burying the conch Ranjha returned to Gorakh’s fire. 

Said Gorakh : “ My son, the plans of libertines and thiefs 
withstand ngj, however wise they be. 

The cooked foois becoming cold and the time for 
eating is passing away. 

Waiting with 900 bowls the helpless Jogts will die of 
hunger. 

Bring the conch* here, my son, that they may eat their 
food.” 

“Calling me a thief and bed names! Thou hast lost 
thy senses | 

Iam the Head of Takbt Hazirf, think me no low man.” 

Said Kantpa, the follower :t “ Hear, my Lord Gorakb, 

Ranjh&, the Jatt, bath stolen thy conch: no one else 
hath stolen it. 





© By which to call them. t But eee Vol. Il., p. 16 #. 
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Nidh tero nd baret! khindt, behind! manjhta git, 
Dhart! Matt at sompA ralchat, kol Khwija Pir kita ogtht, 
Hon thi nfdh taint kedhf nahta thifund, Jatt ne karari 


dhar bagat. 

Bh Jatt hai barkat-wilit, inhi nddh tainda kadht vt 
dend nia.” 

445 “Tile utte maii Gorakh baith&; Gorakh hia badd 

kehidart. . 

Barta chhakke de nard pherii, tere Ranjha bjt jit 

a} ph Ranj iit jit 

Je bal karka sattar ptr da, bhfj jange ithe, rahn&a kist 
nfii n&bta. 

Marta pawwi Dhart! nda, girat kar dei, Khwija da 
sukh& deta pint, 


Bhall chéhe téanidh phar&; nab, kar det Lanka Wilt. 


The sand hath eaten thy conch, and cows and buffaloes 
rest upon it. 
He gave it to the care of Mother Earth and made the 
Saint Khwaja (Khizar) witness. 
Thou shalt never recover thy conch, for the Jatt hath 
buried it deep. 
This Jatt 1s a wizard and will never give thee thy conch.” 
445 “I, Gorakh, am sitting on my Till; I, Gorakh, ama 
great magician. 
I can throw the twelve and move the men (accordingly)* 
and will win the game from thee, Ranjha. 
If I use my atrongth against the 70 Saints they will all 
fly hence and none will remain. 
I will strike the Earth with my shoe and make her sink, 
and will dry up the waters of Khwaja (Khizart). 
If thou desire thy good, then give up the conch, or I 
will use thee as the Lord of Lanké.t 
: Rifusion 67 the tale in the ‘Desapone’ ofavana, Tord of Lanké, 
carried off Sith, wife of RAma Chandra, and was slain in revenge, 
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*450 Eh gall meri man le, Ranjhid, tainfa sacht Aich sunit.” 
Rinjh& aggioi akhdA: “Gorakb, mainda jhdttea 
tohmataa na lata. 
Put maii Manji da, Matte da pot&, lakkhan pagin da 


Je gidar-wilt changribt mirin, tah mere sab Atvange 
bhat: 


Ebnia Jogi#a ne bhaj jind, ethe rabni kis! ne nia! 
455 Bhalf chihe Gorakh dsan chak lo; nahta, dholdi khiko 


Hon bhfta zor sird la le, nidh bajit bin dindd nati," 


Bajje Ranjhd nfdh bajaid, kabhe murlt bibl. 
Biche turiaa bhirkin, kus baji di orakh nits. 
’ Sanke bij! Devi Mita bhaj!, karke shorii di aswirt. 


450 Listen to my words, Ranjhi, for I tell thoe truth ” - 
Then said Rinjhi: ‘Gorakby bring no fulso charges 
against me. 
I am the son of Muuj, the grandson of Matta, und lord 
of 160 heads. 
If 1 make a call asa jackal* then all my brethren will 
come : 
And all thy Jog@will fly henco and nono remain ! 
455 If thou seek thy good, Gorakh, go hence, or thou wilt be 
thrust away. 
Bring the whole force of the world, and yet I will not 
give up the conch until 1 have sounded it.” 


On tho right Ranjha sounded the conch, on tho loft, ho 
played the flute. 

Thore was no end to the music in tho couch. 

Hearing tho music came the Mother Goddess riding on 
her lion.t 


© The tribal cry of the Ranjha Jutte to collect tho tribe in time uf 
danger ‘Thin erivtom still exixte in the Panjdb 
f te. made hunself as great us Gorakh tie., Durgs! 
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460 Paune sai chappe Machhandar Nath de sabbi charhke te.” 
Sunke baji Adalt Raja bhaji Ake, bahinds Kachahrt lata, 
Sunke bjt chele Gorakh Nath de khush hoe, eabhnia 

ne bhalf mani. 
Sunke bijf Gorakh kbush hoid, kan phire df sart! dhat. 
“Rajje Ranjhe de pakk? mundri, kabhe kacht pat. 

465 “Chhotf nda kahna ‘bibi,’ bhanda, badt ni kahnd ‘mii.’ 
Nagar! airt chitke lafa, mere bhikh nda 1dj na lata.” 

“ Rosida bhajin de kan phirdaa, terf akal thikine 
nabhi. 

Kan bandnde mundra le le, mai Jogt banda niin. 

Jede khatir mia Jogi ban git, oh nda kyddkar akh&h 
«mal? 


460 Three quarters of « hundred followers of Machhandar 
Nath* came together. 
Hearing the music came Raji Adalft with his Court. 
Hearing the music the fullowers of Gorakh Nath wore 
happy and the saints were happy. 
Hearing the music Gorakh Nath was pleased and made 
ready to bore (Rinjha’s) cars. 
Into Ranjhi’s right ear he pat a pakké ring, and into his 
left var a hachd one.t 
465 (Said Gorakh Nath to Ranjha): “ My Saint, call the 
young women ‘sistor’ and tho old women ‘tnother.’ 
Bog throughout the wholo city and bring no shame to 
my (profossion of) begging.” 
(Said RAnjbé): ‘“ Hast lost thy sonses that thou borest 
the ears of runaways and fugitivos. : 
Make whole my ears and take thy rings, I will be no 
f, 
aeeaes I call her ‘ mother,’ for whose sake I would 
beadogt 
“See Legend of Gopt Chand sim, _t See below line 607 
: Hack and party aig soa ly aia baked pottery, uf 
wlich material the rings were made. 
VOL, 170 
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Jog! banda, mihinga 14j shdt knl nfs lat.” 

“ San, Ranjhid, main tainia Akhdd, Gorakh SAfa : 

Jeridi gallid tusii te bakhshiuni, eh side karam 
phakiran de naia. 

J8, RAnjhid, taint Hir bakhsht Makke Madine tata. 

‘Utr terf, ti Hir da, kite hor pase jhinko nif.” 


Jog RAnjhé ne le Itt, Hir bhildt us nila nifa. 

“ Gurfji, bhajke kila kag Htr di khabar de mangiin.” 
Gorakh kig nf dkhda, “ Tdi Kheriii nda ad jai. 
Uthe Hir bai Ranjhe di, oh di jake khabar lo ata.” 
Tilliot kig ur gif, Khere barda jie. 

Ghar ghar phirdi bhild’, unhoi Hir thidwand} niii. 
Ghar Sido de jake kig lend Ranjhe di naa, 


If I become u Jogi my famply will be disgraced.” 

“ Hear, Ranjha, 1, the Lord Gorakh, speak to thee 

The thing thou dost desire canuot be granted by « 
Sagir. 

Go, Ranjhi, Hir is granted thoe from Makkd and 
Madini.* 

Hir is thine @nd thou Hir’s, and look thou not on 
another ” 


Ranjha took on tho Saintship, but forgot not Tir. 

(Said he): “Sir Gurd (Gorakh Nath), send thy black 
crow to bring news of Hir.” 

Suid Gorakh to his crow : “ Fly thou to tho Kheris, 

Where is Raujha’s Hir, and teimg nows of her.” 

The crow flew from tho ‘Tilli and entered Khe. i. 

He looked into every house, but found not Hir. 

The crow wont to the houso of Sidi, and called out 
Rinjhd’s namo, (and sajd) : 


+e, by Muhammad, the inghest Mussaludn authority. 
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“ Ranjhe maind bhajit, Hire, & gid tere pas, 
Jo dharam tera kAim hai, tai tar pio sade nfl. 
Qh tda Jogt ho gid, nit lendé hai tera nan.” 
485 “ Avta, kig rasilid, Avia mero pis. 
Sau aav saldm taint maid kardi, tii Ranjhe de das. 
*Chirf kitéa phul khand di, bhattd ghi ralai, 
Jo Ranjhi maingfa mil pawe, tit oh khine khio.” 
“ Akhan sach!, Akh suniwéé, main jhith bold’ nati. 
490 Rinjho mie ni tin din ho gue, utte Tille de kabar banal, 
Maia tai Rinjbé chele bun ikke Nath do, donod ban 
gur-bhii. 
Oh di tia surat lagdt, mort lagat bbujtti,” 
Jud eh gall sunt Iir no sabar di mardi dbin : “ Ithon 
tp jd tda, kAlid kiwan ! 
Jo Ranjha mar gid, tdi main katériu kbiwii.” 








© Ranjha hath sent me, Oliir, und I am come to thee. 
If thou art still faithful, thon come with me. 
Ho bath Uetome x Jogi and is ever calling on thy 
name.” 
485“ Come, friendly crow, come to me, (said Iir) : 
I make theo a hundred salutations, thou servant of 
Ranjha. 
I will make thee cakes of fine sugar and mix butter 
with thy food. 
If thou bring Ranjha to me this shull be thy food.” 
“1 say to thee truth and 1 tell'no lies. 
490 HRanjha bath been dead there throo days: and his grave is 
on (Gorakh Nath’s) ‘Filla. 
I and RAnjhd were divciples together, the brother- 
followers of ono Nath. 
Thou art his wife and wy sister-in-law.” ; 
Whon Hir heard these words she could keep no patience 
(und said) = hence, thou black crew ! 
For if Ranghi be deud, then will 1 stab myself with @ 


dagger.” 
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495 “Eh gall bai jhithi, Hire, main tainéa evin sunAl, 
Ranjha ho git Jogi, ang babhOt charhie. 
Gorakh hoid kbush utte Ranjhe, oh ne thn bakbsbéf. 
Maia udnf ithoa; de snebé Ranjhe tats.” 
“ Udta, kiwha kag rasilié, od jt, kalid kawaa. 
500 Ik snebi maid Talt ammii nf dent, oh di main kokbh 
vichh samiwii 
Ddji sneb& mere Chichak,bap nia kabni, oh de mait 
mastak charhke dwin. 
Tijd eneb’ pind de panchin nim kahnd, jinben ditiia 
Rénjhe nal lawdn. 
Chanthi sneba Fatti Nain nfa kabnd, jis te maif sohod 
ais gudhiwin. 
Panjwén snehi Fat 
perbne jéwaa. 


4 Kaji nda kabné, jib df mahjit* 





495 “It was not troth, O Bir, that I said to thee just 
now. 
Raojhd bath become a Jogt and rubbed ashes on lis 
body. 
Gorath baths buen pleased with Ranjh& und given thee 
to lim. 
Lot me fly i wath  mexsnyge for Ranjhil.”” 
“ Fly, O friendly crow, fly, O black erow. 
500 My first mensaje is for my mother Tuli, that bore me 
ip ber womb. 
My wecond message is for my fathor ChOchak, from 
whose head I was born.t 
My third wnessage is for the village eldera, that gave mc 
in marriage to Ranjhi. 
My fourth message in for Fatti, the Barber’s wifo, that 
ured to dress my huir so well. 
My fifth message is for FuttO, the Qazi, that tanght me 
in tho mosque. 


© For max 


jd. 
f Natives heliove that the seat of procreation ia the forehead. 
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605 Ik grange chhatrf talf nfia kabnt, jithe tai baithke 


Tk sneb& khand! ptpal naa jit 
ans pipal dent, jit Stwan di pigiin 


Ik enebi meri Luden mallih na kahn§, oh di best bi 
Noh} bichdwaa, ihe 

‘Bars oS ha Rénjhe yir nQi dent, main jis dt Hir sada- 
wha. 

Khertan te kag ur pid Tille Gorakh de did. 

510 P&s Ranjhe de buhke, sira Hir da ha) sundia. 

“ Hir tha sukh kf kind ho gal, mai akheavekhke aif, 

Chhet!, Ranjhia, jdti kheridi ne”: kig ne Ranjhe nda 
kb sunaia. 





Tillod Ranjha atarid, utaria nidh bajie. 
Majilon majilof 4 gis, big Kherida de lath& fe. 


505 A message from mo is for the spreading tree, beneath 
which 1 was married. 
A messuge from ine is for the sweet pipal tree, where 
L used to swing in the rains.* 
A message from me is for Ludan the boatman, that 
sproad my bed in his boat. 
Give all my message to wy lover Rinjht, whose Hir 
call myself.” 
‘The crow flew away from Kherd and came to Gorakh’s 
Tia, 
510 It sat down bexide Rinjha and told him all the story of 
Hir (saying): 
“ Hir hath become as a dry reed, I have seen her with 
my own eyes. 
Go quickly, Ranjha, to Khera :” said the crow to Ranjhi. 
Ranjh came down from the Tilla sounding his conch. 
Btage by stage he came and entered the Kheri’s garden, 
© Rwingi {pal ii month of Sdwan for luck is a 
al nein made ee ndia emong the young. 
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515 Subeh sar fajar da belA, RAnjh’ Kheren ba;id bichb& 
nit je, 
Kotid Ranjhe chairman, ff jholt bich plo: 
Jad pind de yAne katthe ho gae, tin sabhnfi min bartaid, 
Rinjhe ‘dlakh’ jagA dittd bthe Rhigo Jatt Kherd de jte : 





520 Bachida yine ne raee! tor’ Ife, tha giiin ne Ari pbid. 

Photiaa dian kOriad, siré dudh sa aii. 

Khere kahde: “Eh kf raula ho gia? Eh sabbrathi Jogt 
kidharoa Aid?” 

Ranjhé Hir di ssuart ja baja, bhukke bij mAugoi pich- 
hoa tawanda. 

Aggo rangale palang utte Hir barthi, jholf sittke ho git 
biwari. 


5615 It was early morn when Rinjhi went to tho Kherfs to 
beg alms. 
Ranjha made cakes and pot ‘them into his wallet, 
And when the village children collocted, ho dintributed 
them amongst them. 
Ranjha called ‘ dlakh’* before the door of Bhigi the 
heri Jatt 
And sounding hi® conch he demanded alms of Bhigi 
520 The young calves tore at their ropes and the cows 
lowed. . 
They overset the milk-pails and spoilt all the milk. 
Said the Kherts: “ What is thin distarbance ? Whence 
hath come this wizard Jogi ?” 
Ranjha entered the home of Htr’s father-in-law, sorrow - 
ing like e hungry falcon. 
‘Hiir was sitting before him on » painted couch, and 
throwing down his wallet he becaine frantic. 


© Bee Vol I, , 
$ Should he Afydts' the fathor in-law of His. 
{ fe, on bearing the conch, 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


THE MARRIAGE OF Bir AND RANJBA. 559 


525 Jad RAnjhe nidh bajii Siti khai¢ chtne di pif. 
« Kidharoa 4 gia, Jogia? Tait kisha makar bandid? 
Leke bichha mur ji; tii kibd jhagri piia? 
Eh ghar hai Side Khere d&: tia itho kis nia Aid?” 
“Gorakh Tille te Jogi utert, Jogt badi nakind | 
530 ° Ake Khereii ‘ tlakh’ jagat, milke baithi Side da bast man, 
‘Ate at bichhd mainfé kot nahi piwandt, jo kot piuno 
Nath na china! 
Ate hove sidh madhd-gart pakive; terd bhath nahi 
Dbujda, Sitt, chinda.” 
“Jami& mar ji, gherid bhaj jt; eh bandd hai utalf 
Parbatgir® da. ce 
SahOkirda de mAl khizine lut gae; phatte kitiso nda 
kah nf chatarda ? 


525 When Ranjha sounded his conch Sitt brought him some 
millet as alms (and said) : 
“Whence comcst thou, Jogi? and what is thy story ? 
‘Tako thy alms and go; why croato a disturbance ? 
This is Sidi’s house: why hast thou come ?”” 
(Said Ranjha): “A Jogi comes from Gorakh’s Tilli, 
and a comcly Jugt too! 
530 Coming to Khord ho calls ont ‘4lakh’ and sits at Sidi’s 
threshold. 
No (wheaten) flour is given him in alms, but what is 
given to tho Nath is millet! \ 
Were it (wheaton) flour the saint could cook it: thy 
millet, Sfti, will oot even parch in au oven.” 
“ What is born will dic,+ what is made will bo broken: 
man is a creature of God. 
Morchants are robbed of their wealth and goods: why 
art thou grieving over a broken bow! ? 


© For Panwardigir. Sce ante, p. 407. 
+ Sti aays this: something seems to ha 
speech. 


ve boen omitted before this 
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535 Je tain kAnsé matt! da lend, babé milain kist kambfr da, 
Je tain kAnsd lakrf dé lent, bibé milain kis! tarkbin da. 
Je kAast chindf sone da lend, bibA milain bere shhikér da, 
Kits ndlon tainda garwi le dein, bharke de dei, Nath, 
Kanak te jawar da. 
Maro—mtlye dich ghar nahi, ch ghar bai Side Sarfitr dk. 
540 A jhe Sidé, tere akal gaiwive, phir phirengé Hir nda 
bhataa, 2 


Jadon Ranjhe wal Hir ne dekbd, uthke bah gaf bichért : 
Jad Ashikéa nf mishdk mil pie, sukh! bart hot tarkart, 
Wiste Ranjhe de milan nf Hir thn Siti ne banat banif, 
Sajje hatth di ungali badd!, sar sarap di Jal. 


585 If thou dost want an earthen bowl, go to some potter's 
house, 
If thon dost want a wooden howl, go to some carpenter. 
If thou dost want a bow! of silver or gold, go to somo 
great merchant. 
I will get thee a bowl made and fill it, Nath, with 
wheat anc millet. 
This house belongs to no low man, but to the Lord 
Sida. 
540 When SidAcomes thou wilt be frightoned and then where 
shalt thou find Hirt” 


When Hir looked towards Ranjha she got ap and sat 
down, and was restless : 

When lover meets beloved the flesh grows moist and 
(then) dry 

Then Hir and Tit made a pla for (Hir’s) meeting with 
Ranjha, 

(ir) cut a finger of her right hand (and said) = snake 
had bitten it. 


© iz, they become restless. 
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545 ae nf, ik Jogt vekhid, Jogi anj khiAlt, 
‘a bantih nia Jogt hare kardA, pat pat MwandA dalt. 
Ake Khores ‘Alaich’ jagt git; tain ky0i kadhié hilt ? 
Akbe t4i Jogt nt Kherei besto; nabfi, main, Sti, 
chalnewil!.” 


» “ Eherio, Hir nag ne daigi, diigt nig ne yint. 
550 -Ghatek lammis, rang di sanebri, kar gid mand! bhint. 
Sajje hath dt chicht par larid, bis charhdt hai zor 


dhagint. 
Ute dhib de ik Jogt suni di; oh sar sappta dt jint.”” 
Sida chalke kol Jogt de 4 gia, hor Sit bht nfl at. 
Hatth baihko StdA karda arjin : “ Sun le, Jogi Sthi, 
555 Ikkt Khore bich Chaudhari kahiwin; ghar daulat dt 
kamnt niti. 


545 (Said Htr to Siti): “O sister, I have seen a Jogt, a 
Jogt beyond belief. 
A Jogt that can make greon the dried forest and bring 
leaves on overy branch. 
Ho hath como tothe Kherd’s and called ‘ dlakh’ ; why 
dost send him away empty? 
Do thou make tho Jogi a dweller in Kheri, or, Biti, 
1 shall run away.” 
(Said Sitt): “O Kberis, o snake hath bitton Hir,o 
young snake hath bitten her. 
550 A finger long it was and of goldon huo, and it hath 
put her in sore trouble. 
It hath bitten tho Lttlo finger of hor mght hand and 
the poison ia strong. 
There is a wise Jogi on tho hill that knoweth about 
ta.” 
BStdA went to tho Jog! and Siti went with him. 
Baid Sida with yoinod hands : “ Hear, my Lud Jogi, — 
535 Thoy call mo Chiof of the 21 Kherd (clans) and there is 
no lack of woalth m my house. 


vo. u.—71 
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Ratta Hir nia sap lar git, bachd! dikhdi nti.” 
« Akbda sachi, dkh sunfwia, mori jini banda nfta. 
Sanda fsan chhadnd charsj bai, sidi satif rahind! naia. 
Je tub’ ufi dard badhert hai, tan ldo side pis. 
560 Je shap da marA mar jiivo, maii dpe pa dowia shis.” 
Sitt te Ranjh& mil gee, ikko kit! salah. 
Sidé mngdA baithA rab gid, unbia kus khabar ns sir, 
Dhla te-tékk chakke, dindA Stt! de hatth phardt. 
“ Unhta dhdnt gigal dt de doo, rijt karo Khadic.” 
565 Murke Stda 4 gif, 4 bahindA Hir de pis: 
Jo kus Jogt ne dasia, oh kita ildj : 
Hir aggoi vi aukh! ho gal, bhatt! kard! kdk pukir : 
“Naik ghart noi mar jiwing!, lo chalo Jogi do pis.” 
Doli vichh Hir pa Ife, leke ture kahir. 


In the night « snake bit (my wife) Hir and sho will not’ 
be saved.” - 

“ T toll thee trath I cannot go there. 

I cannot leave my seat without losing my virtue. 

Tf thon art in great trouble bring hor to we. 

560 Eyon if sho be dead of tho snako-bito I myself will 

give her b h.”? 

Stuf and Ranjha fogether mde a plan. 

StdA sitting besido them hud no knowledge of it. 

(Ranjha) took some ashes from his fire and gave them 
into Siti’s hand (and said) : 

“Give hor incense of iny smoke and God will mako her 
well.” 

565 Sidi went back and sat beside-Hir, 

And did all that the Jogi had said. 

Lir then becamo in great trouble and criod out with a 
loud voice : 

“If thou wouldst not that J dic m an hour take me 
to the Jogi.” 

They put her into a hitter and bearers curried her. 
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\ 
570 Nal chimtt do Jogt jhirda, ditt! bis utdr. 
Mele bichhria do ho gac, yiria nda milat yar, 
‘Yirha chord Ashikéa di pat raihe Kartir ! 
Dhdb attoa Jogi fur pit turid Side de nil 
|. Ghar Stde da ako dean dittd, chaubiro bich Ite 
57% Dindd khalkat nia batits te golf, kardA jinn bhdt do 
+ ila. 


Jd bablo din rahindo niii ho gac, tad Htr do ktdhan 
i Kitt salah, 
Aggio’ Stitt boldi: “Taint sachiki deft sunte : 
delat bal tubddl dobia dt dost, aist hai mert Murid de 
Je tii kal! Hie nda lo gid, maii dewii dohit pte. 
580 Dobit taint Gorakh Nath di mor yAr mildo.” 
Ranjha nfdh bejtid, Gorakh niin lend dhyto, 


570 Tho Jogi cbarmed hor with his (fire) tongs and took out 
the poison. 
‘The separated mot and the lover met: his lass. 
(For) God presorves tho honour of lovers and thieves ! 
The Jogt camo down from tho hill and went with Sidi, 
And going to Stdi’s house took up his abode in the 
y upper story. 
5 Giving tho peoplo herbs and medicinos he cured (those 
possessed of) goblins and sprites. 


Whon many days hud passod (Rinjhi) made o plan to 
carry off Htr. 

"Then said Sitt: “I tell thee trath: 

As yo two love, 80 do I love Murad, 

If thou tako off Hir alone, I will demand redress. 

580 I adjuro thoo by Gorkh Nith to bring me to my 

love.” 

Ranjha sounded his conch and meditated on Gorakh. 
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Nadh bich Makke de sun pit, Murid Baloch nf aif 
khwab. 
“Tere ashik yéd kardi chhet{ mile Siti nf jée.” 
Jais& Sassi nia Ponnid mil pif, aish Siti nia mile 
Maurid. 
585 Jothi rit eri di, Rinjhe Me Hir nf churie. 
Teepe pe vichh bay git, Kherifi nti khabar na 


Sttt jin bh, nahi pichhA chhadat, batt ghar di jle. 
“Tsing kasam hai Gorakh Nath de, mainfii chhad ja 
Mur&d de pis.” 
Ranjhé Murfd sadif, chhin mitar bich gif fe. 
590 Bit? utte dacht de chiirh Me, hoii ChinSta pir, 


The sound of the conch reachod to Makki* and Marid, 
the Baloch, had a dream * 
(That) his love remembered him and that he should go 
quickly to Siti. 
As Punnia went to Sasst,t so Murfd went to Siti. 
585 It was on a Sunday night in Juno that Rinjhi carried 
* off Hir. a 
Tle took Hir offnto tho wilds and the Khoris knew 
nothing of it. 
Nor Siti knew, but sho followod them and canght them 
up on tho road homo (and said) : 
“TI adjure you by Gorakh Nath leavo me with 
Mardd.” 
Rénjhé called Murid, who came in tho twinkling of an 
eye. 
590 Ilo mounted Sit! on a camol and was scross the 
Chinab. 


© ie., 0 very long 
+ The hero and heroine oija very old and famous Baloch love tale, 
found all over the Panjth in many » form. 
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Magar khabar Kherfi nia ho gai, ditt! des Chhattt ne 


pie. 
“TubAdi Hir nia Ranjha le git, Siti nda lo gia Murid.” 
Jadot mahilea warko Hir nfii na dokhdo, ghorf lende 
phakaria pie. 
Chalo Jogi ni chalke martye, dig gia kni nia We”— 
595 “Bun, be chika, chha pidka, tainfii mat na kat, 
Takre kbinda beh subeh, phird&a j phiriti. 
Katt! bach! chiranwilif, pi lia tain Kherian dt Hir churie. 
Lae come dia majji chird&ih, magare dhir Siyflia 
Panj sai ghort Side df garari chambt ghatte urd! Khortii 
dt réhta 1” 
609 “N& main charh gai kil! parbat, nf Chindan Nahd tapat: 


Afterwards Chhatt!* gavo news to the Kheris, (saying): 

“ Ranjbd hath carried off thy Hir and Murid hath 
taken Sttt.” 

When they enterod the palaco and found not Hir, they 
saddled thoir mares, 

(And said): “Come, let us slay the Jog? that hath 
disgraced tho family.” 

595 (Said they): “Hear, O servant, drinker of skimmed 

milk, thou hast no senso. 

Thoa dost wander about cating stalo broad, wandering 
in tho wilds. 

Thou herdsman of young buffalocs, thou hast stolen 
Hir of the Kheris. 

Tho Siyfls whose buffaloes thon dost grazo are after 
thoo.” 

“The five hundred bay and grey mares of Sidf raise the 
dust along the path of the Kheris !” 

600 (Said Hir to Ranjha) : “I have not asconded the dark 

mountain, nor crossed the Chindan (Chinib) 
River: 


ee eS 


® One of Hir's maids 
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Na dekhié Till Gorakh Nath da, ni Takht Hazfrf af. 
Na dekhid Adalf Shakr suhand, jithe bahindd Kachahri 





nail Jat, 
Deke badt Adalt Raje nf mil pawo, apni dohia df jin 
bachaia. 
Tainfi mirange, mainGi bathke le jinge: sadi+maut 
ikethiohit be a” 
605 Charhke Kheriti. »ne Rinjhd phar Iii; kalle at buh na 
: chaldt kat. 
Ik kahinde: “ Htr to Ranjho nia chhad deo; Hir side 
kamm di nffa.”” 
Ik kahinde: ‘ Adali Raje kol chalo ; inhin use chhado 
nif.” 
" Banhke Ranjho néa Rajo Adalf do lo gae; unhen surat 
Gorakh wal takii. 





Nor have I seen Gorakh §ith’s Tilld, nor reached 
Takht Hazérd : 

Nor havo I scon the beautiful City of RAja Adali, where 
he sittcth in his Court. 

Let us give Rija Adali a bribo and save both our lives. 

They will slay Bo and take mo away bound, and wo 
shall both die together.” 


605 The Kheris came up and caught Rinjhi, for one man’s 
power availeth naught. 
Said one: “Let Hir and Ranjha go; Ifr is of no use 
to us.” 
Said another : “ Let us go to Raji Adali* ; releaso them 
not hore.” 
They bound Rinjba and took him to Raji Adali, while 
be meditated on Gorakh (Nath). 
* Thx worthy seogaa ty huve been ruling at the time in the neigh 
ar 


dourbood of the Kherta’ holdings, (¥) at Kot Adda in the M 
garth District 
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Adali Raja Kherita nf akhda: “&h kaist jhagra phia ? 
610 Ki tuhidiia ghoriin kadhita? Kt khizAnd churdid ?” 
a Akbis sich fikh suniwih, Adali nia sacht kh 
sunal: 
Kal to Tulsti Chhiyilai* to tur pie, kar gae Rangpir 
° *Khorifia ni dbfit. 
) Bhart kachahri vichh Sid& Kherl babe gif: oh de muih 
niii guy di reort lai. 
Bathke jant Sida Siyilaa vichh dhank pik; egge ghar 
hai Ranjha Chfichak de mahi. 
615 FattQ Kajt kabino parh lic, Hir sharih de nil biydhta. 
Lakh rupee vichh Siyilii de bandid, daulat banih do 
vichb khadai. 
Sir Ranjhe de tamak de It’, AwandA pindo pind bajati. 


Said Rija Adalf to tho Kheris: “ What is this quarrel ? 
610 Hath he stolen your mares, or moncy ?” 

«Wo say to thed truth, O Adalf: 

Kali and Tulsiit sct out from tho Siyils and came to 
Rangpdr of the Kheris. 

Before the whole assembly they sat Sidi the Kherd and 
put tho sweots into his month.§ 

Making a marriage procession Sil wont to tho Siyils 
and there found that Ranjha was Chichak’s ncat- 
hord. 

G15 Fated, the Qizt, performed tho ccromony and Iir was 
married according to the law. 

A lékh of rupees was given to tho Siyals and monoy 
was scattored in tho forests. 

Tho drum was placed on Kianjhi’s head and he played 
it in every village. 

ii For janj 
£ The Tieton unegoengare arranges uunbraye _‘Thiasettles: he 


en ie here at dtangpar in the Muzaffargarh District 
Position of the Kheriig ati moar ga tae Musa 
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Jado Ranjh& Rangptr Kherida vichh & git, sohant 
mohant banjali bajéi. 

Sunke banjalf shahr ikatth& ho gif, inhii parjé vekhea 
te. 

620 Biyahta kurft murko sobre nabti jindtis, kawirt kot 

biyth karwi ded nibta. 

Wicks dually Risfio aA Wher kability ker git 

48 Tille nti abat. 
dite. sidhaA di nfdh chorid, inhi kan vichh mondarka 


pat. 
ware —— Jogi parhke 4 gif, sikbif df lai bal 


Uthon zoe Rangpr Khorei 4 gif, ake big vichh dhdut 
lit. , 
625 SAkhd big harif kit4, pat pat dalf nda lat. 


When Ranjha reached Rangptr of the Khorts beauti- 
! fally and ravishingly he played the flute. 
Hearing tho flate the city collected and all the peoplo 
came to sec. 
620 The marned girls would go not to their husbands and 
maidens woufnot wed. 
So wo thrust Rinjhd away and ho wont to Gorakh 
(Nath’s) Tila 
Thore he stolo the saint’s conch and [obliged him to) 
put the ring in his cars.* 
The (new) Jogi wont to Dhaka and Bangilt and studied 
and learnt tho ways of holiness. 
Returning thence ho camo to Rangpfr Khori and mado 
his (Jogi’s) fire in the garden. 
G25 Ho mado tho dried up garden groen and brought loaves 
on every branch. 


Pic, to snake him a follower. 
+ ‘Vuguc terms, moaning & lung way off 
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Athos vele Jatt gaje nfa jake Kherita vi 

aherke gaje ni charhdA, jako Kheriti vichh 
Deb ghar chorhda, do ghar mangda, phirdéchorta mang 


Labra miré Sttt kamli ne Rinjhe nf khair chine da lat. 
Hitoa chhadke kétsh bhanié, bah gid bere bich bhetind 


pat: 
630 Nal nibi de chine nfa chugds, maidé sabar di dohiia: 

‘Dald ann mea chhedke na jini; eh sikkhd maindi 
Gorakh ne samjhii.’ 

Sapphit — dt-phend! bandhda, Hir Siti koloa big 
vio! 

Leke Hir nf rdwal Jog! uth gid, Sitt khabar nahiu koro 
khite pie. 

Bhale chihuni, Adalia, inhi phi cbik lo, eh ldik 
cbbadan de nfii.’” 


During the 8 watchos the Jatt went a-Begging and 
called out ‘ dlaki’ at tho Kheri’s houses. 

Passing over ten houses ho begged at two, wandering 
and bogging like a thief. 

The simple Siti did wrong in giving millet as alms to 
Ranjha. 

So that ho let drop his begging bow] and took a firm 
seat’ in the courtyard : 

63Q And picked up the millet with bis nuils, praising (the 

virtues of) patience, (saying) : 
*« Novor loave tho scuttered corn ; thus did Gorakh tcach 

mo.” 

He could tako tho stings fromsnakes and scorpions, and 
called Hir to Siti in the garden. 

The wily Jogi carriad off Hir aud none knowoth what 
hath happeved to Sith 

If thou dost desirs thy good, © Adal, thou shouldst 
hang him up, as he ought not to hve.” 


vou, 1.—73 
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635 Bich Kachabrt de Adalf ikhdt Rinjhe nf, ikke sunit : 
“ Naukart lent, rox di raple le le ; orsk nfia do likbita. 
Dold lend, tha golf bandt di le le; taint Hir thitwandi 

nihta 


Mahtaia lenis, ta adht bend le; tainfia sirtia thi 
wandiéé nthti, 
Nankar low, 44° meri tahilws lo jt; jike apnt ghar 
aia charts, 
640 Bhalf chihe, tha Kachahrtti nikal ja; nahi dheulia 
khike jaty.” 
Itne chir nfis RAnjhA bolit, bolid Adal! de tata: 
“ ManujQ dA pot, main Matte d& potA, Iakkbin pagii di 


‘Fere nalonh mére kol rij badhert; mainfia rolid bhile 

+ nate 

Naukarif don!, satt&a bédshibiin d& lal de de; itne kim 
upto do nihta, 


635 In the midst of the Court sad Adalf to Ranjha: 
“If thou wouldst have service take a rapoo a day; 
take as far as two (rupces). 
If thou wouldst urry take slaves and maids; thou 
canst not k@p Bir. 
If thou wouldst buffaloes? take half (nine) ; thou canst 
not take all 
If thou wouldst servants, take mine to tend the buffalooe 
of thy house. 
640 If thon wouldst thy good, leave tho Court, lest thou be 
thrust out.” 
Then spake Ranjha and said to Adal! : 
“Tam son of Maujd and grandson of Matt’ and Lord 
of a lékh of heads. 
T have o greater ompire than thou ; think me no (more) 
wandorer 
11 thou wouldst’give me service pay me with the raby of 
een kings ; I have no nced for rupees. 
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645 Mahtiké dene, sire de do; knjh chhadke jinda nabti. 
Golf band! kist garth nfii de do; shde kim pindAwilita 
do nthta, 
Je sik Kherid di le dent, tii Chhatt! Siti da sik diwata. 
Abbe tht spat dt Wimtets de de, mort chik di jholt 
‘Wiste Allah de, wiste Nabbt de, Hir do de maintit 
bhaglt-wile na; meri jort vichh bhang na pain. 
650 Je Hir tii more se khof lorii, taintn, Dargeh milfngi 
Vichh kachabri de Kaidd ktlkd’: “Sachf Akh sunit, 
Bap de ghar aaf tin bete, tinnt sage bhii. 
Chitchak de lekh Chaudhar likh!: Mibrf di Padchhihf.* 
Mert Kaidd df lekh likbht Fakirt: Dide ne kalam bagit. 


645 If thou wouldst give buffaloes give all and leave nono. 
Givo slave-girls and maids to some poor man; slave- 
girls are of no use to me. 
If thou wouldst wed me amongst the Kheris, give mo 
Stti and Chhatti. 
First of all give me thy own daughter Niwizdn, to put 
into my wallet.t 
For the sake of God and (Muhammad) the Prophet 
give Hir to me, the wearer of the blanket ;{ spoil 
not the match between us. 
650 If thou wilt take Lir from mo, thou shalt bo ruined and 
disgraced.” 
Kaidd§ called vat in the Court: “ I say truth. 
Wo were threo brothors i our father’s house: three 














own brothers. ‘ 
Chiofship was written in Chichak’s fate, and Lordship 
in Mibrd’s: it ae 
In my, Kaid@’s, fate was written Saintship: it was the 
writing of God. 
= For badehdhat ¢ 16, ae charity. 
tie, afagir § Hire uncle. , 
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655 Jisdinds cbak ChhiyAl&a vichh bariA, tin saj kay! biythwan 
ditti nata. 
Bhalt chahund, inb&a phie de de; Wik chhadan de nihia.”” 
Adalt Réjé Chichak nf Akhd@é: “Tad sacht sack sunita. 
Jeh nti Hig ditt bai, oh nfii das de; evia jhith na 
ata.” 
Vichh Kadljahit-de Chitchak akhda : “ Maia jhith bold& 
nita. ” * 
660 Sattar Khaa, bahattar umre, Hir main Rinjhe de hatth 
pheréf. rs 
Bara barsia Ranjhe merifi manjhi chirtki, maithe 
kaud! nabia If chhamit. 
Bbiichfre ne dhakkd kits, Htr chakke Kheri#a dolf bich 
pat. 
Ehdboa jhith hai, tai Hir néi ptchh le: tert vichh 
Kacbabkri de Hfr af, 
Ehbdhon gallon jo jhath nikale, tin bich Dargeh maid 
bbarin sazil.” 


655 Since this servant (inhi) camo to tho Siydls 360 


maidens have refused to marry. 
If thon wouldst thy good, (O Adall,) hang him; he 1s 
not ft to he 


jd Raja Adali to Chichak, “ Tell mo the truth. 

w me to whom thou hast given Hir: tell me no he 

/ in this.” 

In the Court said Chiichak : “1 tell no lies. 

660 Before 70 Kbans* and 72 nobles | gave Hir to Rinjhi. 

Rényhd grazed my buffaloes for 12 years and took uu 
psy at all from me. 

My brethren thrust him away, and scizing Hir marriod 
her to the Kherhs. 

If there be a he m this ask Bir: she is in thy Court. 

If there be a lie in this may 1 be punished in the Court 
(of God).” 


© Chiefs of the Siyals. 
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665 ‘bi tant Htr pair pitde chalke Kachahrt vichh Af. 
“ Bikhat painde réj& rfniin ; main bhi, bikbat pai te Ai. 
Pahilda bikhat pid Ram Chand nfm, ob di Sttd dah-sir 
ne churff, 
Phir ‘bikhat utte dah-sir nfi pai us de sone df 
Lanka lata!. al 
Phir bikhat pid utte Manstir de, joh de kbitir Dide no 
fill gadat. 
670 Phir bikhat pid Samismarez nti, jo pfitht khill le At. 
Hun bikhat mainfa Air nia’ pai git, Adalit, bich 
Kachabri de main af. 
Leke bedt gall Kheriin kardi; meri dir-andeshih di 
kalla mahi! 





665 Withoot » veil and on foot came Hir into the Court. 
(Said she): “Kings and queens have suffered ill : I too 
am fallen into trouble. 
First trouble fell upon Ram Chandar, whoso Siti tho 
ton-headed (Riivaua) stole. 
Then the ten-headed came to trouble, whose golden 
Lanki was stolen.* 
Afterwards trouble fell upon Mansiir, for whom God 
allowod gallows to be erected. 
670 And then troublo fell upon Shams Tabrez, whose skin 
was flayod.t 
Now hath trouble come upon Hir, O Adalf, that she 
should come into thy Court. 
Taking bribes thou dost side with the Kheris, and my 
uncared-for neatherd is all alono ! 










mad Tabresi, 
of the SQff sect of the Mubam: 






‘ddin Rom, better known as the Maulav! Romf, 
suader of the Saft durseehes of Quais. See ante, p. 404. 
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Daulat leke Side nf mudh babiwand; kandt jorke 
khisine vichh pat! 
Urdé chhip’ maint Stdé lag git, kort kighas nf lagt 
sidhi. 
675 B&njbd merf phul gulsb! ; maifi has us de jal di murgibi. 
eis ERR me ae mainis 1aj ish ne 
lat! 
Jaist tert e'aht Niwtchs, Adalid, aist main Chichak 
Mihar df jat. 
Bakk his main Ranjhe da, ob nfii de de: mert jor bich 
bhang na pit. 
Itnt gall jad Adalf no sunt, Hir sadke pis bithAt, 
680 Jad moah Hir dé Adali ne dekhid, thn audh budh rah 
na kAl. 
Hir mahiled apnt charhi Me, babir Kheria do uthie. 
Rinyhe nin kahinds Adalf: “Tn bhi yhdtin har; paliliu 
kit! tht Htr dt meri karma! !”” 


For wealth thou dost sido with Sidi, to colloct pence 
to put into thy treasury ! 
Sida chngs to me hke a stray thorn, like ink to cloau 
paper. 
675 Ranjha 1s a rosomower to mc: Iam to him asa water- 
fowl on the water. 
My wings are wet and 1 cannot fly: Iam not ashamed 
of my love! 
As Niwizin is a daughter to thoo,O Adali, so am I 
Gaughter of Mibar Chachak. 
I am Ranjhi’s oy night, mve we to him, and spoil not 
the mat 
When Adalf heard these words he called Hir and sat 
her beside him. 
680 When Adalt saw Hir’s face he lost his wits and wisdom. 
He sent Hir to his own palace and put away the Kheris. 
Said Adsl! to Binjbh: “Thon too art» lar: Hir was 
first of all betrothed to me!” 
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Dhakkt With Adal! Rije, Hr at palang chaubire bich 


Joa hoid shnj da bela Adalf palang Hir de nf tit. 

685 “ Adalt RAjid, tai adal nf kamaid, dam&a de muthtdje! 
Kalar tert khand! lag jé, Adalii, bha lage darwije. 
a roti ranthi, ‘tere Kaj! parhe 

je. 
Shahr tere it it ho ja, utte lohe df phiran sobigt. 
Pakke hand pint de bhar le, kim Awange tuhade. 
690 Gorakh munidé maind téhida jinfa, bachan birthe nahta 
janta e&de.” 
Athon bakhat dhadholid, Adali kol Hir de Aid. 
Adalt Raja adel n& kita : pair Hir de palang utte piid. 
Jadon Adalt pair dbarit, Hir ne Rabb dhyaid, 
Atish agg Adalf di deh nfia lagi, utte pant chhirkais. 


Raja Adalt committed sin and had Hir’s bed placed on 
the upper-story. 
When it was evening, Adalf onmo to Hir’s bed. 
685 (Said she): “ O R&yd Adalf, thou didst not justice, and 
turned astray thy face for money ! 
May rot destroy thy walls, O Adalf, and fire thy gates. 
Mayost thou die, O Adalf, and thy queens bewail theo, 
and the Qiz! perform thy faneral service. 
May thy City becomo a heap of bricks and may iron 
barrows bo dragged over it. 
Better fill thy brick roservoirs, for they wile of service 
to thee. 
690 Know me for a (true) disciple of Gorakb, whon my words 
fail not.” 
It was the hour of dusk whon Adal! camo to Hir, 
Rajé Adalt did not justice and put his foot on Hir's 
bed. 
‘When Adalt Inftod his foot Htr thought on God. 
Fire soized Adalt’s body and he throw water over it. 
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695 Ghorf teftt mardAa jindA; parton Hir Ranjho ne lai! 
Jaq Hilr ne bint! ktt!, Gorakh ne pherd paid. 


Dagt kamia Adalf Raje, kboke Hir chaubire chirht. 
Mirke dhakké Rinjhe nfd kaddbié Kachabrt; ronda 


jfindA albelA mAht. 
Jake big degichh dhtnt Id Iie, sohant mohant banjalt 
baja. 
700 Bajitas bacilias bich Makke do suniés, sattarka pita 
di port charhke at. 
Bojiit banjalida bich soniki Moltdn de, Panjéa Piri no 
azmat lai. 
Baja: banjaliii sonia Dov! Mth ne, shorki par 
; charhke Ranjhe kol tt. 
Bajatts banjalfaa suniki Sarwar Jodhe, utto Kakkt de 
pikbar ple. 





695 Horses and ponies began to dic; Lir and Riujhi per- 
formed this miracle ! 
When Hir besought him, Gorakh camo (to help). 


RajA Adali committed sin and scizing Hir took her into 
the uppogfhawbor. 
Ho thrust Rinjlé from tho Court: tho boautiful neat- 
* herd went away wocping. 
He lighted a (sacred) firo in the gardon and playod on 
his beautiful and ravishing flute. 
700 ‘The ypund of the flate reachud to Makk& and a company 
of 70 saints came up. 
Thg sound of the flute reached to Maltin and tho Five 
Waints camo in majesty. 
The sound of the flute brought the Mother, the Goddess 
(Darga), on her lion to Ranjha.* 
At the sound of the flute came (Sakhi) Sarwar tho 
* Warrior, r, carscoling on (his mare) Kakki.t 
© See diate, p. 973. + See Vol. 1, p96. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


THE MARRIAGE OF Birk AND RinsHi. 577 


Bajaiéa banjalifi sunt Hanumin ne, seni-will phanj 
charhii. 
705 Bagha Adali de pat sft le, send ne kof bat chhada nita. 
Sabbi aulid katthe ho gae, puchhde Ranjhe tifa: 
“Sach kab, bilié, tainda bhir kih dt pai gat? Sanda 
sach{ Akh sunafii.” 
Bolid Ranjha: ‘ Tubide hondida Hie kho Ite Adalf ne, 
chakke chaubire charbii.” 
Phare muite ig de shabr Adalt nfm fg lal. : 
710 Jalda bald’ Adali haudaa ¢ichh digit, jinda logéi 
kolon pant chhirkie. 
Jha jan aggon utte pint paindé, agg bharkdt din sawat! 


Kaho Waztr Raje Adslt nla: “Eh Rinjhe noi dhir 
bagain, 


At the sound of the flute came Hanumin,* the leader, 
with his ariny. 
705 -The army cut down the garden of Adali and loft not a 
tree remuining, 
All the saints collected axked of Ranjha : 
, thoa youth, what evil hath befallen thee? 
he truth.” 
“Before you all Adsli hath saised Hir 
and taken her to the upper-chamber.” 
‘Thoy tovk burning loge find sot fire to Adgli’s city. 
710 Burmny wout Adal: into the reservoirs and water was 
thrown over the people. 
And when tho water ruached the fire it bhzed forth 
twofold ! 












Said his Minister to Raji Adalf: ‘ Rinjbi bath used Ins 
power. 





— 


* The monkey God, Hanummtn, was one of Rima Chandra's chief 
encrals and ia Gonatantly ealled in to help in togenda. 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


578 LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB. 


Jo tain bachnA, Hir nf chhad de lar Ranjho de lata.” 
Bh gall sunt Adalt ne Hir madh 
715 Jun jin Htr mugh Adalt de dwandi, Maule no thanda 
Ap bartde. 
Bhaje chobdir bbilan Ranjhi; kite thidwanda nabja. 
Bhaldtia er gla big vichh thi gid, baith4 sohaniia 





dbtnits 

“Chalo, Nathji, taints Adalt yd karda, kol baitht @ai 
Siyalaa di jaf” 

Bfnjhé akhdA: “Bhan marhwanda tubidi Adal! Raja! 
‘Maia ki jandA Siyilad di jatt” 

720 “Oh nabti dwandi, badikhwirid Adalf, ti ap jako 

lata.” 

Nangf pairiit Adalt @ gti, A gid Ranjho de ttn. 

“Jaist, Rinjlui, edt kurimat tere vicbb, tum maindn 


zihiri karimat dikbain., 


Tf thon wouldest be saved give up Hir to the youth 
Ranyhi.” 
When be heard this Adal! called Hir to him. 
715 When Fir app@&ched Adalt God hunself covled him. 
Messengers ran to search out Ranjhi, but nowhere «ould 
they find hiw. 
Searching they found him in the garden beside s beauti- 
ful fire. 
(Said they): “Como, SitgNath, Adal calls thee and by 
him sitteth the daughter of the Siyils.” 
Sai@:Banjhd: “ A curse upon your Raja Adalf! What 
ow I of the daughter of tho Siyals ?’’ 


420 (Said the messenger): “‘ He cometh not, O bribe-taking 
Adasli, thou shonldst go to him.” 
‘On his bare feet wont Adali to Ranjha, (and said): 
” «© Ratha, thon hast shown me the miraculous power 
that is in thee, 
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Jaist edt karimAt tere vichh, kyfn chhad! Takht Hazire 
dt badchhaht ?* 
Jaistedi kardmat terevichh, kya Gorakhwaltdhinttapit ? 
725 Jnisi edi karimat tere vichh, kyfm lag& Chéchak da maht ? 
Hir dd tere nfl nikth porblvia’”! Eh gall Adalt ne dich 
sunaf : 
“Je tere man bharam hai, Réufbit, tdi Hir mai ne 
banat hai dharam df jaf.” 
Jadot Adalt eh gall akhe Rinjhe nda, Binjhe ne kari 
Kachahri nda dhat, 
“Jag jog jtvla, Adalt Raja, tah meri adAlat bakk 
pahanchai |” 
780 Jado Ranjha nidb bajaid Indar ne barkha pit ; 
Shahr Adalt dd sukh bas gid kul lukat. 
Ranjhe da Hir da mela phartio Rabb raybiin, 
Adali Riyé no adal kamité, dammin de muubtiye. 





With snch miraculous power in thee, why gavest thou 

up the role of Takht Hazara ? 

With such miraculous power in thee, why didst tend the 

fire of Gorakh ? 

With such miraculous power in thee, why wast thou 

Chachak’s neatherd ? 

Iwill marry thee to Hir!”” Then thus spake Adalf: 

“If thou doubt thie in thy mind, O Iinjhi, Banyee Hir 

my daughter by the law.’’ 

When Adalt spake to BanjbA, Ranjh& went to the 

Court, (and rai 

“ Live for ever, O Raja Adali, thou hast preserved my 

honour and my rights!” 

736 When Ranjha sounded his conch, Indra caused rain ; 
And all the people in Adali’s city lived in happiness. 
Ranjhé and Hir came together, for God favoured thom. 
Raja Adalt did justice and turned away his face from 

bribes. 


© For bddshdhat. 
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“Kandhe tere channan lage, mushk lage darwije !” 

Adalt Raje Adalat kitl: Hir de biyaéh di kitt tayytrt. 

Shabr siri kattha ho gid, ralat katthi kar If sirt. 

“R&njbe nin Bir mai dene lagin: ch potri lagdt 
mahgri YY 

Dekho, je koi 1 nti manda bole, nagari garak jie 
ari!” 


Agge Hir ditte Cffichak ne Ranjhe n0i; hun asal Adalt 
*" ne biyaht. 

Leke Hir niin tur pid Ranjhe, leke Makke df rihtn. 

Ranjha Takht Huzire da, Jhang Siydlin di Hir, 

Unbaa dohaa di dostt madad Panj Pir. 

Katthii Ludan Mallab ne karko bad! tadbir, 

Jatt giwande nil @hagbia sirangiin de, dar dar tukre 

mangen fakir. 


(Said the people): ‘‘ May sandal-wood cleave to thy 
walls and @ sweet scont to thy gates |” 

Raj Adolf held his Court and prepared for Hir’s 
marriage. , 

All the city and ge dependants collected togethor. 

(Said Adali)< “® give Hir to Rinjhi; she is now my 
agranddanghter ! 

iY Nd, if any speak evil of Hir, his whole city shall be 


i 





uried 


First Chichak gave Hirto Hiinjha and now Adal! properly 
married her (to him). 

Ranyhhtook Lfr and took the road to Makka. 

Ranjha of Takht Hazirh and Hir of Jhang Sryal 

Were helped in their loves by the Five Saints. 

Ludan, the boatman, made this lay with much ability. 

‘The Jatt sings it to the drum and the fiddle, aud the 
Sagir* bogs from door to door. 


"6 i.e, the bard who actually singe it. 
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Som ety 








The volume forms another proof, if proof were wanting, of the 
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wreateat value to the folklorist, though for purely nursery purposes 
stories are really admirable Altogether Captain Temple and 
collaborateur have earned a deep debt of gratitude from all 
nd from lowers of pure nursery literature ar well — The 
journal published by the Fulklore Society 
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14 19 (WG first book which given any trustworthy, ncconnt of this 
langage.’ Exceptional opportanities well utilised have resulted im 
a thorongh, practical. and trastworthy exposition of a remarkable 
agglutinative langunge as yet almost entirely free from external 
influence T'remdsnt's Annual Addgess to the Philvlogical Sociwty 
dehvered by A. J Lih-, F.R.8., im 1882 

It 19 dePinghle that pnblic attention shonld be directed to the 
important question whetber the South Andamancse language, aa 
Br hole, will not at no very distant period cease to exist altogether 
unless dome steps be taken to maintain at. There is one step which 
would effectnnily arrest the disappearance of the language, and that 
1m, 08 Mr. Ellis points out, the simple and xpcedy onc of officially 
recogniaing the Vocabulary and Grammag prepared with such paing 
ag ability by Messrs. Man and Temple, and of causing books 
printed in accordgnee with them to be used throughout the inland 
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